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T BE 


PROLOGUE. 


B UT that it would take from our Modeſty, 
To praiſe the Writer, or the Comedy, 

Till your fair Suffrage crown it: T ſhould ſay, 
Tow re all moſt welcome to no vulgar Play; 

And ſo far we are confident : And if he 

That made it, ſtill lives in your Memory 

Ton will expect what we preſent to Night, | 
Should be judg'd worthy of your Ears and Sight. 
Ton ſhall hear Fletcher in ir; bis true ſtrain, 
And neat Expreſſions; living be did gain 

Tour good Opinions; but now dead commends 
This Orphan to the Care of noble Friends : 

And may it raiſe in you Content and Mirth, 
And be receiv'd for a legitimate Birth, 

Tour Grace eres new Trophies ro bis Fame, 
And ſhall zo After-times preſerve bis Name. 
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M E N. ; 


Lewis, a Lord. 

Miramiontſ 4 Gentlemahi. 

Briſac, 2 Juſtice, Brother to Miramont. 
Charles, 4 Scholar, 5 F Briſ. 
Euſtace, 4 Courtier og Fo Bri . 
. to Courriers, Friends ro Euſtace. 
Andrew, Servant t6 Charles. 


c Servant, to Briſac. 


Angellina, Daughter te Lewie. 
Sylvia, her Woman. 
Lilly, Vife to Andrew. 
Ladies. = | = 3 ; 


EF RCT AXY 
Would ft thou all Wit, all Comick Art ſurvey 
Read here and wonder; Fletcher writ the Play. 
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1 ACT I. SGENE I. 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, and Sylvia. 

1 LEWIS. 
A, I muſt walk you farther. 
EE A4.1Tamtyrd, Sir, 


And ne'er ſhall foot it home. 
Loew. Tis for your Health; 


9 Beauties, 
And floth dries up your Sweetneſs: That you are 
My only Daughter, and my Heir, is granted; 
And you in thankfulneſs muſt needs acknowledge 
Lou ever find me an indulgent Father, 
And open Handed. Ang. Nor can you tax me, Sir, 
l hope, for want of Duty to deſerve 
*Z Theſe favours from you. Lew. No, my Angelina, 
l love and cheriſh thy Obedience to me, | 
Which my care to advance thee, ſhall confirm; 
All that J aim at, is to win thee from 
| The practice of an idle fooliſh State | 
2 Us'd by great Women, who think any Labour, 
Though in the ſervice of themſelves) a blemiſh 


- 
y 


nn. 


The want of exerciſe takes from your 


Ts 
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To their fair Fortunes. Ang. Make me underſtand, Sirs 
What tis you point at. Lew. At the cuſtom, how 
Virgins of wealthy Families waſte their Youth ; 

After a long ſleep, when you wake, your Woman 
Preſents your Breakfaſt, then you ſleep again, 
Then riſe, and being trimm'd up by other Hands, 
You're led to Dinner, and that ended, either 
To Cards or to your Couch (as if you were 
Born without motion) after this to Supper, 
And then to Bed: And ſo your Life runs round 
Without variety, or action, Daughter. 

H. Here's a Learn d Lecture! 

Lew. From this Idleneſs, ey 
Diſeaſes, both in Body, and in Mind, 
Grow ſtrong upon you; where a ſtirring Nature, 
With wholſome Exerciſe, guards both trom Danger: 
I'd have thee riſe with the Sun, walk, dance, or hunt, 
Viſit the Groves and Springs, and learn the virtues 
Of Plants and Simples: Do this moderately, 
And thou ſhalt not, with eating Chalk, or Coles, 
Leather and Oatmeal, and ſuch other. Traſh, 
Fall into the Green-ſickneſs. Sy. With your pardon 
(Were you but pleas'd to miniſter it) I cou'd 
Preſcribe a Remedy for my Lady's Health, 
And her Delight too, far tranſcending thoſe 
Your Lordſhip but now mention'd. | 

Lew. What is it, Silvia? 

Sy]. What is't ? a noble Husband: In that Word, a 

Noble Husband, all content of Woman 
Is wholly comprehended; he will rouſe her, $ 
As you ſay, with the Sun; and fo pipe to her, _ 
As ſhe will dance, ne'er doubt it; and hunt with her, 1 
Upon occaſion, until both be wear _ 
And then the Knowledge of your Plants and Simples, 
As I take it, were ſuperfluous. A loving, _ 

And, but add to it, a gameſome Bedfellow, J 

Being the ſure Phyſician. Lew. Well faid, Wench. 42 

Ang. And who gave you Commiſſion to deliver MN 
Your Verdict, Minion ? Hl. I deſerve a Fee, | b 
And not a Frown, dear Madam : I but ſpeak * 1 
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Her Thoughts, my Lord, and what her Modeſty 


| Refuſes to give Voice to. Shew no Mercy 
To a Maidenhead of fourteen, but off with 't: 


Let her loſe no time, Sir; Fathers that deny 


Their Daughters lawful pleaſure, when ripe for them, 


In ſome kinds edge their Appetites to taſte of 

The Fruit that is forbidden. Lew. *Tis well urg'd, 
And I approve it: No more bluſhing, Girl, 

'Thy Woman hath ſpoke Truth, and fo prevented 
What I meant to move to thee. There dwells near us 
A Gentleman of Blood, Monſieur Briſac, 

Of a fair Eſtate, fix thouſand Crowns per annum, 


The happy Father of two hopeful Sons, 


Of different Breeding; the Elder, a meer Scholar; 
The Vounger, a quaint Courtier. 
Ang. Sir, I know them | 
By publick Fame, though yet I never ſaw them; 
And that oppos'd Antipathy between 
Their various Diſpoſitions, renders them 
The gentral Diſcourſe and Argument; 
One part inclining to the Scholar Charles, 
The other ſide perferring Euſtace, as 
A Man compleat in Courtſhip. Lew. And which way 
(If of theſe two you were to chuſe a Husband) | 
Doth your Affection ſway you? Ang. Jo be plain, Sir, 


(Since you will teach me Boldneſs) as they are 


Simply themſelves, to neither: Let a Courticr 

Be never ſo exact, let him be bleſs'd with 

All parts that yield him to a . gracious; 

If he depend on others, and ſtand not | 

On his own Bottoms, though he have the means 

To bring his Miſtreſs to a Maſque, or by 
Conveyance from ſome great ones Lips, to taſte 
Such favour from the King's: Or grant he purchaſe, 
Precedency in the Country, to be ſworn 
A Servant Extraordinary to the Queen 

Nay, though he live in Expectation of 

Some huge Preferment in Reverſion; if 


He want a preſent Fortune, at the beſt 


Thoſe are but glorious Dreams, and only y eld him 
N04 1. Dd - 
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A happineſs in poſe, not in eſe; 

Nor can they fetch bim Silks from th* Mercer; nor 
Diſcharge a Tailor's Bill, nor in full plenty, 

Which {till preſerves a quiet Bed at home, 

Maintain a Family. Lew. Aptly confi der'd, 

And to my wiſh : But what's thy Cenſure of 

The Scholar? Ang. Troth, if he be nothing elſe, 

As of the Courtier; all his Songs, and Sonnets, 


His Anagrams, Acroſticks, Epigrams, _ 
His deep and Philoſophical Diſcourſe | lb 
Of Nature's hidden Secrets, makes not up 1 
A perfect Husband; he can hardly borrow b 
"The Stars of the Celeſtial Crown to make me = 

A Tire for my Head; nor Charles's Wain for a Coach, 9 
Nor Ganymede for a Page, nor a rich Gown 8 
From Juno's Wardrobe; nor wou'd I lye in, be 


For I deſpair not once to be a Mother, 
Under Hcav'ns ſpangled Canopy, or banquet 


My Gueſts and Goſſips with imagin'd Nectar, '% 
Pure Orleans would do betterz no, no, Father, B 


Though I cou'd be well pleas'd to have my Husband | 4 
A Courtier, and a Scholar, young, and valiant, 1 
'Theſe are but gawdy nothings, if there be not +4 


Something to make a Subſtance. Lew. And what' sthat? 7 

| Ang. A full Eſtate ; and that ſaid, I've faid all $ 

9 And get me ſuch a one with theſe Additions, 1 
j Farewel Virginity, and welcome Wedlock. v2 
| Lew. But where is ſuch one to be met with, Daughter? 1 

| A black Swan 1 is more common, you may wear 'Y 

| Grey Treſſes eber we find him. Ang. I am not = 
[| So punctual in all Cercmonies, I will bate 1 
| Two or three of theſe good parts, before P11 dwell 5 
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Too long upon the choice. 
dy}. Only, my Lord, denen ben = ; 
3 That he be Rich and Active, for without theſe, x 
= The others yield no reliſh, but theſe perfect. _ 
gi] You muſt bear with mall Faults, M am. 4 
Lew. Merry Wench, 
And it becomes you well ; I'll to Briſac, a 
And try what may be done; i'th' mean time, hems: ; 
| n 


Py 
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And feaſt thy 18 with th' pleaſures of a Bride. 
Hi. Thoughts are but airy food, Sir, let her taſte them. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Andrew, Cook, and Butler, 
And. Unload part of the Library, and make room 


For th' other dozen of Carts; I'll ſtraight be with you. 


Cook, Why, hath he more Books? 

And. More than ten Marts ſend over. 

But. And can he tell their names? 

And. Their names! he has 'em 
As perfect as his Pater Noſter, but that's nothing, 
H'as read them over leaf by leaf three thouſand times 
But here's the wonder, though their weight wou'd fink 
A Spaniſh Carrack, without other Ballaſt, 


He carrieth them all in his Head, and yet 


He walks upright. But. Surely he has a ſtrong Brain. 
And. If all thy Pipes with Wine were fill'd with Books, 

Made of the Barks of Trees, or Myſteries writ | ; 

In old moth-eaten Vellam, he wou'd ſip thy Cellar 

Quite dry, and ſtill be thirſty : Then for's Diet, 

He eats and digeſts more Volumes at a meal, 

Than there would beLarks, though the Sky ſhould fall, 

Devour'd in a month in Paris; yet fear not (mach 

Sons o' th? Buttery, and Kitchin, though his learn'd Sto- 

Cannot be appeas'd, he'll ſeldom trouble you, 

His knowing Stomach contemns your Black-Jacks, Butler, 


And your Flagons; and Cook, thy Boil'd, thy Roſt, th 


Cook. How liveth he? 24 


(Bak'd. 
And. Not as other Men do, 


Few Princes fare like him; he breaks his faſt 


With Ariſtotle, dines with Tully, takes 
His watering with the Muſes, ſups with Livy, 


Then walks a turn or two in Via Lactea, 


And, after fix hours Conference with the Stars, 

Sleeps with old Erra Pater, But. This is admirable. 
And. I'll tell you more hereafter. Here's my old Maſter 

And another old ignorant Elder, I'll upon em. 
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Of the remainder in the Sea : He is, Sir, 


Our ancient Families, and make them one; | 9 


A hopeful Omen; I each minute expecting 
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Enter Briſac, and Lewis. (ſpeak Andrew, = 
Bri. What Andrew ? welcome, where's my Charles? 7 
W here didſt thou leave thy Maſter? Aud. Contemplating 
The number of the Sands in the High-way, 
And from that, purpoſes to make a Judgment 
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In ſerious Study, and will loſe no minute, . 
Nor out of's pace to Knowledge. Lew. This is ſtrange. 8 
And. Vet he hath ſent his Pury, Sir, before hin = 
In this fair Manuſcript. Bri. What have we here? We 
Pot-hooks and Andirons! And. 1 much pity you, 1 
It is the Syrian Character, or the Arabick. 1 
Wor'd you have it ſaid, ſo great and deep a Scholar 1 
As Maſter Charles is, ſhould ask bleſſing . 
In any Chriftian Language? Were it Greek, «4 
I could interpret for you, but indeed 7 
Pm gone no farther. Bri. And in Greek you can 
Lie with your ſmug Wife Lilly. And. If J keep her 
From your French Diale&, as I hope I ſhall, Sir; 
However ſhe is your Landreſs, ſhe ſhall put you 
To the charge of no more Soap than uſual _ 
For th* waſhing of your Sheets. Bri. Take in the Knave, 
And let him eat. And. And drink too, Sir. 
Bri.” And drink too, Sir, had 
And ſee your Maſter's Chamber ready for him. 
But. Come, Doctor Andrew without Diſputation 
Thou ſhalt Commence i'the Cellar. © And. I had rather 
Commence on a cold Bak'd Meat. 5 1 
Cook. Thou ſhalt ha't, Boy. © [Exeut. ff 
Bri; Good Monſieur Lewis, I eſteem my ſelf 
Much honour'd in your clear intent, to joyn 


7 
1 


And 'twill take from my Age and Cares, to hve | A 
And ſee what you have purpos'd put in act. 
Of which your Viſit at this preſent is 


The arrival of my Sons ; I have not wrong'd 
Their Birth for want of Means and Education, 
To ſhape them to that courſe each was addicted; 
And therefore that we may proceed diſcreetly, 


Since 


+ 
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Since what's concluded raſhly ſeldom proſpers, 


ol 


* 
* 
7 
* 
* 


7 
1 


May faſhion her Affection. Lew. Monſieur Briſac, 


0 
"oh et 


A 
| XZ Though, with my utmoſt Vigilance and Study, 

I. labour to beſtow her to her Worth: 
Let others ſpeak her Form, and future Fortune 
From me deſcending to her; I in that 
Sit down with ſilence. Bri. You may, my Lord, ſecurely, 
Since Fame aloud proclaimeth her Perfections, 
Commanding all Mens Tongues to ſing her Praiſes; 
Should I ſay more, you well might cenſure me 
(What yet i never was) a Flatterer, 
What trampling's that without of Horſes? 

Enter Butler. 

But. Sir, my young Maſters are newly alighted. 

Bri. Sir, now obſerve their ſeveral Diſpoſitions. 

Enter Charles. 2 
= Char. Bid my Subſiſer carry my Hackney to the Butt'ry, 
And give him his Bever; it is a civil 
And ſober Beaſt, and will drink moderately; 

And that done, turn him into the Quadrangle. 
Bri. Ne cannot out of his Univerſity tone. 

Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowly. 
Ent. Lackey, take care our Courſers be well rubb'd, 
And cloath'd, they have outſtripp'd the Wind in ſpeed. 
Low. Ay marry, Sir, there's metal in this young Fellow! 
What a Sheep's look his elder Brother has! 
Char. Lour Bleſſing, Sir? Bri. Riſe Charles, thou haſt it. 

= Euſt. Sir, though it be unuſual in the Court, 
= (Since 'tis the Country's Garb) J bend me Knee, 
And do expect what follows. Bri. Courtly begg'd. 


zz I My Bleſſin o, take it, * 


Euſt. (ro Lem.) Your Lordſhip's vow'd Adorer. 
2X Whata thing this Brother is! Vet I'll vouchſafe him 
The new I:alian Shrug — How clowniſhly | 
A Ea Dd 3 The 
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The Book-worm does return it. | 
Char. I'm glad ye are well. Read. 
Euſt. Pray you be happy in the Knowledge of 

This pair of accompliſh'd Monſieurs, 

They are Gallants that have ſeen both Tropicks. 

Bri. T embrace their Love. 

Egre. Which we'll repay with ſervice. 

Cow. And will report your Bounty in the Court. 
Bri. I pray you make deſerving uſe on't firſt. 

Euſtace, give entertainment to your Friends, 

What's in my Houſe is theirs. 

Eꝛiſt. Which we'll make uſe o; 

Let's warm our Brains with half a dozen Healths, 

And then, hang cold Diſcourſe, for we Il ſpeak Fire- Works. 


* [ Exeunt. 
Lew. What, at his Book already ? : 
Bri. Fye, fye, Charles, 
No hour of Interruption? Char. Plato differs 
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come lay them byz 
Let them agree at leiſure. Char. Man's Life, Sir, being 
So ſhort, and then the way that leads unto | 
The knowledge of our ſelves, ſo long and tedious, 
Each minute ſhou'd be precious. Bri. In our care 
To manage worldly buſineſs, you muſt part with 
This Bookiſh Contemplation, and prepare 
Your ſelf for Action; to thrive in this Age, 
Is held the Palm of Learning. You mult ſtudy 
To know what part of my Land's good for the Plough, 
And what for Paſture z how to buy and ſell 
To the beſt Advantage; how to cure my Oxen 
When they're o'er-grown with labour. | 
f 5 
From what I've read, Sir; for what concerns Tillage, 
Who better can deliver it than Virgil! 
In his Georpicks ? and to cure your Herds, 
His Bucolicks is a Maſter- piece; but when 
He does deſcribe the Common-wealth of Bees, 
Their Induſtry and Knowledge of the Herbs, 
From which they gather Honey, with their care 
To place it with decorum in the Hive, 


% 
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Their Government among themſelves, their order 

In going forth and coming loaden home, 
Their Obedience to their King, and his Rewards 
To ſuch as labour, with his Puniſhments 

Only inflicted on the ſloathful Drone, 

I'm raviſhed with it, and there reap my Harveſt, 
And there receive the gain my Cattle bring me, 
And there find Wax and Honey. Bri. And grow rich 
In your Imagination; Heyday, heyday, 
Georgicks, and Bucolicks, and Bees! Art mad? 

Char. No Sir, the knowledge of thele guard me from it. 
Bri. But can you find among your bundle of Books, 
(And put in all your Dictionaries that ſpeak all Tougues) 

What Pleaſures they enjoy, that do embrace 

A well ſhap'd wealthy Bride? Anſwer me that. 
Char. "Tis frequent Sir in Story, there I read of 

All kind of virtuous and vitious Women, 

The antient Spartan Dames, and Roman Ladies, 

Their Beauties, and Deformities, and when 

I light upon a Portia or Cornelia, (nels, 

Crown'd with ſtill-flouriſhingleaves of Truth and Good- 

With ſuch a tecling I peruſe their Fortunes, 

As if Ithen had liv'd, and freely taſted 

Their raviſhing ſweetneſs; at the preſent loving 

The whole Sex for their Goodneſs and Example. 


But on the contrary, when I look on 
A Clytemneſtra or a Tullia, 


The firſt bath'd in her Husband's Blood) the latter, 


Without a touch of Piety, driving on 
Her Chariot o'er her Father's breathleſs Trunk 
Horror invades my Faculties; and comparing 
The multitudes o? th* Guilty, with the tew 
They did dye Innocents, I deteſt, and loath *em, 
As Ignorance or Atheiſm. Bri. You reſolve then 
Ne'er to make payment of the Debt you owe me. 
Char. What Debt, good Sir? 
Bri. A Debt I paid 1ny Father 
When I begat thee, and made him a Grandſire, 
Which I expe& fromyou. Char. The Children, Sir, 
Which I will leave to all Poſterity, VIE 
5 5 Dd 4 Be- 


108 The Elder Brother. 
Begot and brought up by my painful Studies, 
Shall be my living Iſſue. Bri. Very well, 
And I ſhall have a general Collection 1 
Of all the Quiddits from Adam to this time "fy 
To be my Grandchild. Char. And ſuch a one I hope, Sir, 1 8 
As ſhall not ſhame the Family. Bri. Nor will you 9 
Take care of my Eſtate. Char. But in my wiſhes, —_— 
For know Sir, that the Wings on which my Soul 1 
Is mounted, have long ſince born her too high 1 
To ſtoop to any Prey, that ſoars not upwards. 450 
Sordid and dunghil Minds compos'd of Earth, 1 
In that groſs Element fix all their Happineſs; Ah 
But purer Spirits, purg'd and refin'd, ſhake off 3 
That clog of human Frailty; give me leave 3 
T*enjoy my ſelf. that place that does contain * 
My Books, the beſt Companions, is to me 1 
A glorious Court, where hourly I converſe 0 
With theold Sages and Philoſophers, | 1 
And ſometimes for variety, I confer 1 
With Kings and Emperors, and weigh their Counſels, 3 
Calling their Victories, if unjuſtly got, 1 
Unto a ſtrict accompt, and in my Fancy, i 
Deface their ill plac'd Statues. Can I then = 
Part with ſuch conſtant pleaſures, to imbrace by 
Uncertain vanities? No; be it your care . = 
I' augment your heap of Wealth; it{hallbe mine *F 
Teencreaſe in Knowledge Lights there for my Tr, © 
| a IF. 5 *. fx 
Bri. Was ever Man, that had Reaſon, thus tranſported yg 1 
From all ſenſe and feeling of his proper good? . 
It vexes me, and if I found not comfort 1 
In my young Euftace, I might well conclude _ 9 
My Name were at a Period! Lew. He's indeed Sir J 
The ſurer baſe to build oon. Xo 3 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, Cowſy, and Andrew. 1 
Bri. Euſtace. „ 5 1 
Euſt. Sir. 0 2 | Se | | = 
Bri. Vou are in private. And. I ſuſpect my Maſter * 
Has found harſh welcome, he's gone ſupperleſs 
Into his Study; cou'd I find out the cauſe, __ 
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It may be borrowing ot his Books, or ſo, 

J ſhall be ſatisfi'd. Euſt. My Duty ſhall, Sir, 
Take any Form you pleaſe, and in your Motion 
To have me married, you cut off all dangers 
The violent heats of Vouth might bear me to. 


Lew. It is well anſwer d. Euſt. Norſhall you, my Lord, 


Nor your fair Daughter, ever find juſt Cauſe 


To mourn your choice of me; the name of Husband, 


Nor the Authority it carries in it, 
Shall ever teach me to forget to be 
As Iam now her Servant, and your Lordſhip's; 
And but that Modeſty forbids, that I - 
Should ſound the Trumpet of my own Deſerts, 
I cou'd ſay my choice Manners have been ſuch 
As render me lov'd and remarkable 
To th' Princes of the Blood. 
Cow. Nay to the King. | 
Egre. Nay to the King and Council. 
And. Theſe are Court Admirers, 
And ever eccho him that bears the Bag, 
Though I be dull Ey'd, I ſee through this jugling. 
Euſt. Then for my hopes. | 
Cow, Nay certainties. Euſt. They ſtand 
As fair as any Man's. W hat can there fall 
In compaſs of her wiſhes, which ſhe ſhall not 
poſſeſs'd of? Loves ſhe Titles? 
By th' grace and favour of my princely Friends, 
I am what the would have me. Bri. He ſpeaks well, 
And I believe him. Lew. I cou'd with 1 did fo. 
Pray you a word Sir, He's a Peet Gentleman, 
And promiſes nothing but what is poſhble. 
So far I will go with you: Nay I add, 
He hath won much upon me, and were he 
But one thing that his Brother is, the bargain 
Were ſoon ſtruck up. Bri. What's that, my Lord? 
Lew. The Heir. 
And. Which he is not, and I truſt never ſhall be. 
Bri. Come, that ſhall breed no difference, youſee 
Charles has giv'n o'er the World; T1 undertake, 
And with much eaſe, to buy his birthright of him 
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For a dry- fat of new Books; nor ſhall my State 
Alone make way for him, but my Elder Brother's, 
Who being Iſſueleſs, t' advance our Name, 

I doubt not will add his. Your reſolution? 


Lew. I'll firſt acquaint my Daughter with the proceed- 


On theſe terms I am yours, as ſhe ſhall be, (ings, 
Make you no ſcruple, get the Writings ready, | 
She ſhall be tractable; to morrow we will hol 

A ſecond Conference. Farewelnoble Enſtace, 
And you brave Gallants. Euſt. Full increaſe of Honour 
Wait ever on your Lordſhip. And. The Gout rather, 
And a perpetual Meagrim. Bri. You ſee, Euſtace, 
How I travel to poſſeſs you of a Fortune 

You were not born to, be you worthy of it, 

P11 furniſh you for a Suitor; viſit her, 

And proſper in't. Euſt. She's mine Sir, fear it not: 

In all my Travels, I ne'er met a Virgin 

That could reſiſt my yen amr If this take now, 
Ware made for ever, and will revel it.  [Exennr. 


And. In tough WelchParſly, which in our vulgar Tongue 
Strong hempen Halters; my poor Maſter cozen'd, (is 


And Ja looker on! If we have ſtudied 
Our Majors, and our Minors, Antecedents, 
And Conſequents, to be concluded Coxcombs, 


We'vemadeafair hand on't; I'm glad I've found 


Out all their Plots, and their Conſpiracies, | 
This ſhallt* old Monſieur Miramont, one, that though 
He cannot read a Proclamation, yet 
Dotes on Learning, and loves my Maſter Charles 
For being a Scholar, I hear he's coming hither, 


I ſhall meet him, and if he be that old 
Rough teſty Blade he always us'd to be, 


PII ring him ſuch a Peal as ſhall go near 


To ſhake their Bell-room, peradventure, beat 'em, 


. 


For he is Fire and Flax, and fo have at him. Exit. 
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ACT UL. SCENE I. 
Enter Miramont, and Bri ac. 


Mir. AY, Brother, Brother. 

Bri. Pray Sir be not moved, 

I meddle with no buſineſs but my own, 

And in mine own' tis reaſon I ſhould govern. 

Mir. But how to govern then, and underſtand, Sir, 
And be as wiſe as you're haſty, though you be 
My Brother and from one Blood ſprung, I muſt tell ye 
Heartily and home too. 3 | | 

Bri. What, Sir? Mir. What I grieveto find, 
You are a Fool, and an old Fool, and that's two. 

Bri. Well 'em, if you pleaſe. 

Mir. No, they're entail'd to you, 


Seek to deprive an honeſt noble Spirit, 


Your eldeſt Son, Sir, and your very Image, 

(But he's ſo like you that he fares the worſe for't) 

Becauſe he loves his Book, and dotes on that, 

And only ſtudies how to know things excellent, 

Above the reach of ſuch courſe Brains as your 

Such muddy Fancies, that never will know farther 

Then when to cut your Vines, and coz'n Merchants, 

And choak your hide- bound Tenants with muſty Harveſts. 
Bri. You go too faſt. Mir. Im not come to my pace yet, 

Becauſe h has made his Study all his Pleaſure, 

And isretir'd into his Contemplation, 

Not medling with the dirt and chaff of Nature, 

That makes the ſpirit of the Mind mud too, 


Therefore muſt he be flung from his Inheritance? 


Muſt he be diſpoſſeſs'd, and Monſieur gingle Bo 
His younger Brother — Bri. Vou forget your ſelf. 
Mir. Becauſe h*has been at Court, and learn'd newWTongues, 
And how to ſpeak a tedious piece of nothing, 
To vary his Face as Seamen do their Compaſs, 
To worſhip Images of Gold and Silver, 


And 
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= And fall before the ſhe Calves of the Seaſon, i 
tt Therefore muſt he jump into his Brother's Land? 9 
1 Bri. Have you done yet, and have you ſpake enough 
1} In praiſe of Learning, Sir? Mir. Never enough. 1 
1 ri. But Brother, do you know what Learning is? ba 
1 Mir. It is not to be a Juſtice of Peace, as you are, N 
"A And palter out your time 1th” penal Statutes, © 1 
18 To hear the curious Tenets controverted . 
12 Between a Proteſtant Conſtable, and a Jeſuit Cobler, 135 
It Topick natural Philoſophy out of Bawdry, _ . 
Mt When your Worſhip's pleas'd to correctiſie a Lady; '. 
Nor *tis not the main moral of blind Juſtice, a 2 
(Which is deep Learning) when your Worſhip's Tenants N 
Bring a light cauſe, and heavy Hens before ye, 1 5 
Both fat and feaſible, a Gooſe or Pio, 5 
And then you ſit like Equity with both Hands —_ 
3 Weighing indifferently the ſtate o'rh* queſtion, _ M 
"Wi Thele are your quodlibets, but no learning, Brother. 
„ Bri. You are ſo parlouſly in love with Learning, I 
> - That l'd be glad to know what you underſtand, Brother. EC 
I'm ſure you have read all Ariſtotle. Mir. Faith no; * 
But I believe, I have a learned faith, Sir, 8 
And that's it makes a Gentleman of my ſort, . 
Though I can fpeak no Greek, I love the ſound on't, 1 
It goes ſo thundering as it conjur'd Devils; 1 
Charles ſpeaks it loftily, and if thou wert a Man, IF 
All Or hadſt but ever heard of Hower's I/iads, _ 
— 1 Hefiod, and the Greek Poets, thou wouldſt run mad, 8 
bY And hang thy ſelf for joy thou dſt ſuch a Gentleman 
To be thy Son; O he has read ſuch things 
To me! Bri. And you do underſtand em, Brother? 
nl Air. I tell thee no, that's not material; the ſound's 3 
* _ Sufficient to confirm an honeſt Man: 8 
1 Good Brother Briſac, does your young Courtier, * 
1 That wears the fine Cloaths, and is the excellent Gentle- 9 
1 (The Traveller, the Soldier, as you think too) (man, 1 
Underſtand any other pow'r than his Taylor? 
Or knows what motion is, more than an Horſe-race ? = 
What the Moon means, but to light him home from Ta- 
1 verns? * Pl n 
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Or the comfort of the Sun is, but to wear ſlaſh'd Cloaths in? 
And muſt this piece of Ignorance be popt up, 
Becauſe it can Fg the Hand, and cry Sweet Lady? 
Say it had been at Rome, and ſeen the Relicks, 
Drunk your Verdea Wine, and rid at Naples, 


Brought home a box of Venice Treacle, with it 


To cure young Wenches that have eaten aſhes : 
Muſt this thing therefore? Bri. Ves Sir, this thing muſt, 
I will not truſt my Land to one ſo ſotted, 
So grown like a Diſeaſe unto his Study, 
He that will fling off all occahons 
And cares, to make him underſtand what ſtate is, 
And how to govern it, muſt by that reaſon, 
Be flung himſelf aſide from managing: 
My younger Boy is a fine Gentleman. | 
Air. He is an Als, a piece of Ginger-bread, 
Gilt over to pleaſe fooliſh Girls and Puppets. 
Bri. You are my elder Brother. Mir. So I had need, 
And have an elder Wit, thou'dſt ſhame us all elſe, 


Go to, I ſay, Charles ſhall inherit. Bri. I ſay no, 


Unleſs Charles had a Soul to underſtand it: 

Can he manage fix thouſand Crowns a Year 

Out of the Metaphyſicks? Or can all 

His learn'd Aſtronomy look to my Vineyards? 

Can the drunken old Poets make up my Vines? 

(I know they can drink em) or your excellent Humaniſts 
Sell 'em the Merchants for my beſt advantage? 

Can Hiſtory cut my Hay, or get my Corn in? 

And can Geometry vent it in the Market? 

Shall I have my Sheep kept with a Jacob's Staff now? 
I wonder you will magnifie this Mad-man, 
You that are old and ſhou'd underſtand. 

Mir. Show'd, ſaiſt thou, bg 
Thou monſtrous piece of Ignorance in Office! (fuſes, 
Thou that haſt no more knowledge than thy Clerk in- 
Thy dapper Clerk larded with ends of Latin, 


And he no more than cuſtom of Offences z | 


Thou unreprievable Dunce ! that thy formal Bandſtrings 
Thy Ring nor Pomander cannot expiate for, | 


Doſt thou tell me I ſhou'd? I'll poſe thy Worſhip | 
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In thine own Library, an Almanack, 
W hich thou art daily poring on, to pick out 
Days of Iniquity to cozen Fools in, 8 
And full Moons to cut Cattle; doſt thou taint me, 
That have run over Story, Poetry, 
Humanity? Bri, As a cold nipping Shadow 
Does o'er the Ears of Corn, and leave *em blaſted, 
Put up your Anger, what I'll do I'Il do. 
Mir. Thou ſhalt not do. Bri. I will. 
Mir. Thou art an Aſs then, x 
A dull old tedious Aſs, thou'rt ten times worſe 
And of leſs credit than Dunce Hollingſhead 


The Engliſhman, that writes of Shows and Sheriffs. 


Enter Lewis. | 5 
Bri. Well take your Pleaſure, here's one I muſt talk with, 
Lew. Good day Sir. Bri. Fair to you, Sir. 
Lew. May | (peak w' ye? "o__o — (neſs. 
Bri. With all my Heart, I was waiting on your Good- 
Lew. Good morrow, Monſieur Miramont. 
Mir. O ſweet Sir, 
Keep your good morrow ta cool your Worſhip's Pottage, 
A couple of the World's Fools met together 
To raiſe up Dirt and Dunghills. Lew. Are they drawn? 
Bri. They ſhall be ready, Sir, within theſe two Hours, 
And Charles ſet his Hand. Lew. Tis ne 2 
For he being a joint Purchaſer, though your State 
Was got by your own Induſtry, 4 — | | 
He ſeal to the Conveyance, it can be 
Of no validity. Bri. He ſhall be ready,  _ 
And do it willingly. Air. He ſhall be hang'd firſt. 
Bri. 1 hope your Daughter likes. 
Lew. She loves him well Sir; 
Young Euſtace is a Bait to catch a Woman, _ 
A budding ſpritely Fellow, you're reſolv'd then, 
That all thall paſs from Charles. Eri. All, all, he's nothing, 
A bunch of Books ſhall be his Patrimony, SEP 
And morethan he canmanage to. Lew. Will your Brother 
Paſs over his Land too, to your Son Euftace* 
You know he has no Heir. Mir. He will be flead firſt, 
And Horſe-collars made ofs Skin! Bri, Let him — 


* 
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A wilful Man; my State ſhall ſerve the turn, Sir. 
And how does your Daughter? Lew. Ready for the hour; 
And like a bluſhing Roſe that ſtays the pulling. 
. Bri. To morrow then's the day. 
43 Lew. Why then to morrow _ 

I'll bring the Girl, get you the Writings ready. 

Mar. But hark you, Monſieur, have you the virtuous 
To help to rob an Heir, an elder Brother (Conſcience 
Of that which Nature and the Law flings on him ? 

> You were your Father's eldeſt Son, I take it, 
And had his Land, would you had had his Wit too, 

Or his Diſcretion to conſider nobly, 

W hat *tis do deal unworthily in theſe things; 

You'll ſay he's none of yours, he's his Son, 

And he will fay, he is no Son to inherit _ 
Above a Shelf of Books; Why did he get him? (things? 
Why was he brought up to write and read, and know 
Why was he not like his Father, a dumb Juſtice? 

A flat dull piece of Flegm, ſhap'd like a Man, 

A reverend Idol in a piece of Arras? 

= Can you lay Diſobedience, want of Manners, 

5 Or any capital Crime to his Charge? Lew. I do not, 
Nor do not weigh your words, they bite not me, Sir, 
This Man muſt anſwer. Bri. I have don't already, 
And given ſufficient reaſon to ſecure me. 

And ſo good morrow, Brother, to your Patience. 

Lew. Good morrow, Monſieur Miramont. 
Mir. Good Night- caps. 
Keep your Brains warm, or Maggots will breed in 'em. 
Well Charles, thou ſhalt not want to buy thee Books yet, 
The faireſt in thy Study are my gitt, 
And the Univerſity Lovaine for thy ſake 
Hath taſted of my Bounty, and to vex 
Th' old doting Fool thy Father, and thy Brother, 
They ſhall not ſhare a Solz of mine between them; 
1 Nay more, I'll give thee eight thouſand Crowns a Year, 
In ſome high ſtrain to write my Epitaph. Exit 
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SCENE II. 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 
Euſt. HY W do I look now to my elder Brother? 
Nay, tis a handſome Suit. TT 
Cow. All courtly, courtly. 
Euft. I'll aflure ye, Gentlemen, my Taylor has trayel'd, 
And ſpeaks as lofty Language in his Bills too, 
The cover of an old Book wou'd not ſhew thus. 
Fye, fye, what things theſe Academicks are, 
Theſe Book-worms, how they look! 
© Egre. They're meer Images, 
No gentle motion nor behaviour in em, 
They'll prattle ye of primum mobile, 
And tell a ſtory of the ſtate of Heav'n, a 
What Lords and Ladies govern in ſuch Houſes, 


And what wonders they do when they meet together, 


And how they ſpit Snow, Fire, and Hail like a Jugler, 
And make a noiſe when they are drunk, which we call 
Thunder... (temptibleſt; 
Om. They are the ſneaking'ſt things, and the con- 


Such Small Beer Brains, but ask 'em any thing 


Out of the Element of their Underſtanding, 


And they ſtand gaping like a roaſted Pig; 


Do they know what a Court is or a Council, 

Or how th' affairs of Chriſtendom are manag'd? 7 
Do they know any thing but a tyr'd Hackney? 3 
And then they cry abſurdas the Horſe underſtoed em. MN 


They have made a fair Youth of your elder Brother, 


A pretty piece of Fleſh. Euſt. I thank em for it, 
Long may he ſtudy to give me his State. 
Saw you my Miſtreſs? 1 
Egre. Yes, ſhe's a ſweet young Woman, N 
But be ſure you keep her from Learning. Euft. Songs ſhe 
May have, and read a little unbak'd 5 | 8 


Such as the Dablers of our Time contrive, 3 

That has no Weight nor Wheel to move the Mind, 3 

Nor indeed nothing but an empty Sound; bY. 4 

She ſhall have Cloaths but not made by Geometry, 1 
| YO TR OR Horſes 
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Horſes and Coach but of no immortal Race; 

1 will not have a Scholar in mine Houſe 

Above a gentle Reader, they corrupt 

The fooliſh Women with their ſubtle Problems: 
Tl have my Houſe call'd Ignorance, to fright 
Prating Philoſephers from Entertainment. 

Cm. It will do well, love thoſe that love good Faſhions, 
Good Cloaths and rich, they invite Men to admire 'em, 
That ſpeak the liſp of Court, Oh tis great Learning! 
To ride well, dance well, ſing well, or whiſtle courtly, 
They're rare Endowments that they have ſeen far Coun- 

e (Truths, 
And can ſpeak ſtrange things, though they ſpeak no 
For then they make things common. When are you 

married ? | 

Euſt. To morrow, I think, we muſt have a Maſque, Boys, 
And of our own making. 

Egre. Tis not half an hour's work, 

A Cupid and a Fiddle, and the thing's done, 
But let's be handſome, ſhall's be Gods or Nymphs? 

Euſt. What, Nymphs with Beards ? 

Cow. That's true, we'll be Knights then, 

Some wandring Knights, that light here on a ſudden. 

Euſt. Let's go, let's go, I muſt go viſit, Gentlemen, 
And mark what ſweet Lips I muſt kiſs to morrow. ¶ Exe. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Cook, Andrew, and Butler. 


Cook. And how does my Maſter? | 
And. Is it's Book, peace Coxcomb, (him! 


That ſuch an unlearn'd Tongue as thine ſhould ask for 


Cook. Does he not ſtudy conjuring too? And. Have you 


© Loſt any Plate, Butler? But. No, but I know 

I I ſhall to morrow at Dinner. And. Then to morrow 
> You ſhall be turn'd out of your Place for't; we meddle 
> With no Spirits o'rh* Buttry, they taſte too ſmall for us; 
= Keep me a Pye in Folio, I beſeech thee, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how learn'dly I'll tranſlate him; 
Shall's have good cheer to morrow ? 


Vor. I. E e 
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And no noiſe heard, which is the wonder Gilbert, — ; 
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Cook. Excellent good Cheer, Andrew. 

And. The ſpight on't is, that much about that time, 
I ſhall be arguing, or deciding rather, 
W hich are the Males and Females of Red Herrings, 
And whether they be taken in the Red Sea only, 
A queſtion found out by Copernicus, | | 
The learned Motion-maker. Cook. Ay marry, Butler, 
Here are rare things; a Man that look'd upon him, 
Would ſwear he underſtood no more than we do. 

But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. I've ſo much on't, 


And am ſo loaden with ſtrong Underſtanding, 


I fear, they run me mad; here's a new Inſtrument, 
A mathematical Gliſter ro purge the Moon with, 


When ſhe is laden with cold flegmatick Humours, 3 


And here's another to remove the Stars, 


When they grow too thick in the Firmament. 


Ck. O Heav'ns! why do I labour out my Life 
In a Peef- pot? And only ſearch the Secrets 
Of a Sallad; and know no further! And. They are not 
Reveal'd to all Heads; theſe are far above | 
Your Element of Fire, Cook, I cou'd tell you 
Ot Archimedes Glaſs to fire your Coals with, 
And of the Philoſopher's Turf that ne'er goes out; 
And Gilbert Butler, I cou'd raviſh thee, 
With two rare Inventions. But. What are they, Andrew * 
And. The one to blanch your Bread from Chippings baſe, 
And in a moment, as thou wou'dſt an Almond, 
The Scct of the Epicursans invented that; 
The other for thy Trenchers, that's a ſtrong one, 
To cleanſe you twenty dozen in a Minute, 


And this was out of Plato's new Ideas. (drew ? 
But. Why what a learned Maſter doſt thou ſerve, An- 
And. 2 are but the ſcrapings of his Underſtanding, 

Gian. N -_ 

With Gods and Goddeſſes, and ſuch ſtrange People 

He deals, and treats with in ſo plain a Faſhion, 

As thou doſt with thy Boy that draws thy Drink, 

Or Ralph there with his Kitchen Boys and — 
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> Ck, But why ſhou'd he not be familiar and talk ſome- 
As other Chriſtians do, of hearty matters, (times, 
And come into the Kitchin, and there cut his Breakfaſt ? 
Zut. And then retire to the Buttry, and there eat it, 
And drink a luſty Bowl; my younger Maſter, 
That muſt be now the Heir, will do all theſe, 

Ay and be drunk too; theſe are mortal things. 

And. My Maſter ſtudies Immortality. 

> Cook, Now thou talk'ſt of Immortality, 

Ho does thy Wife, Andrew? My old Maſter 
Did you no ſmall pleaſure when he procur'd her, 

And ſtock'd you in a Farm. If he ſhou'd love her now, 

As he hath a Colt's Tooth yet, what ſays your Learning 

And your ſtrange Inſtruments to that, my Andrew f 
Can any of your learned Clerks avoid it? 

Caan ye put by his Mathematical Engine? 

And. Yes, or Il break it; thou awaken'ſt me, 
And I'll peep i'thꝰ Moon this Month but I'll watch for him. 
My Maſter rings, I muſt go make him a fire, 

And conjure o'er his Books. Cook. Adieu good Andrew, 
And ſend thee manly patience with thy Learning. 
3 Exeunt. 


S:-G+E:N Þ. IV, 
Enter Charles. 


Char. I have forgot to eat and ſleep with reading, 
3 '$ ot . . 
And all my Faculties turn into Study, 
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Euter Andrew. | 
And. Wou' d you have any thing? Char. Andrew, I find 
There is a flie grown o'er the Eye o'th' Bull, 
Which will go near to blind the Conſtellation. 
And. Put a Gold: ring in's Noſe, and that will cure him. 
Char. Ariadne's Crown's awry too, two main Stars 
hat held it faſt are ſlip'd out. And. Send it preſently 
to Gallarteo the Italian Star-wright, 
+711 jer it right again with little labour. 
Har. Thouart a pretty Scholar. And. I hope Iſhall be, 
+1ave i wept your Books ſo often to know nothing? 
Char, J hear thou art Married, 
Aud. It hath pleas'd your Father 
Lo match me to a Maid of his own chuſing, 
doubt her Conſtellation's looſe too, and wants nailing, 
And a tweet Farm he has giv'n us a Mile off, Sir. 
Car, Marry thy ſelf to Underſtanding, Andrew, 
Thele Women are Errata in all Authors, 
They're fbr to ſee too, and bound up in Vellam, 
Smooti,whiteand clear, but their Contents are monſtrous ; 
They treat of nothing but dull Age and Diſeaſes. 
Thou haſt not fo much wit in thy Head, as there is 
On thoſe Shelves, Andrew. And. Ithink I have not, Sir. 
Char, No, if thou hadſt thou'dſt ne'er have married 
a Woman 


in thy Boſom, they're Cataplaſms made o'th' deadly fins, 


i ncer faw any yet but mine own Mother, 
Or if ! did, I did regard them but | 
As Shadows that paſs by of under Creatures. (Wife; 


Aud. Shall t brinz you one? I'll truſt you with my own »} 


| wou'd not have your Brother go beyond ye, 

They're the pretrictt natural Philoſophers to play with. 
Char, Negno,they*re Opticks to delude Mens Eyes with. 

Docs my younger Brother ſpeak any Greek yet, Andrew * 


And. No, but he ſpeaks High Dutch, and that goes as 


daintily. | | 
Char. Reach me the Books down I read yeſterday, 
And make a little Fire, and get a Manchet, 
Make clean thoſe Inſtruments of Braſs I ſhew'd you, 


0 


And ſet the great Sphers by, then take the Fox * ; 
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And purge the Books from Duſt, laſt take your Z://y, 
And get your part ready. And. Shall I go home, S 
My Wife's name is Lith there my belt part lies, Sir. 

Char. I mean your Grammar, O thou Dunderhe:: ! 
| Wou'dſt thou be ever in thy Wife's Syntaxis? 
Let me have no noiſe, nor nothing to diſturb me, 
I am to find a ſecret. And. So am I too, 


Which if I do find, I ſhall make ſome ſmart fort. [Ex- 
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ACT HL SCENE I. 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Sylvia, and Notary, 


„Lew. THis is the Day, my Daughter Angelina, 
= The happy Day, that muſt make you a Fortuns, 
A large and full one, my great care bas wrought it, 
And yours muſt be as great to entertain it. 
Young Euſtace is a Gentleman at all points, 
And his Behaviour affable and courtly, 
His Perſon excellent, I know you find that, 
I read it in your Eyes, you like his Youth. 
Loung handſome People ſhould be match'd together, 
} Then follow's handſome Children, handſome Fortuncs; 
Ihe molt part of his Father's Eftate, my Wench, 
> _S ty'd in Jointure, that makes up the Harmony, 
And when ye are Marry'd he's of that ſoft Temper, 
And ſo far will be chain'd to your Obſervance, 


SZ * 


3 That you may rule and turn him as you plcale. 
n What are the Writings drawn on our fide, Sir? 
bt. They are, and here I have ſo fetter'd him, 
Phat if the Elder Brother ſet his Hand ro, 
1. Mot all the pow'r of Law ſhall c'cr releate him. 4 
Lew. Theſe Notaries are notable confident K.naves, 


s And able to do more miſchict than an Army. 
re all your Clauſes ſure? Nor. Sure as proportion, 
hey may turn Rivers ſooner than thele Writings, 
-* Why did you not put all the Lands in, Sir? 
Lew.“ Twas not condition'd. Nor. It it had been ſound, 
bad been but a fault made in the Writing, 
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If not found all the Land. Lew. Theſe are ſmall Devils, 


That care not who has miſchief, ſo they make it; 
They live upon the meer ſcent of Diſſention. 
is well, 'tis well; are you contented, Girl? 
For your will muſt be known. T7 
Ang. A Husband's welcome, 
And as an humble Wife I'll entertain him; 
No Sovereignty J aim at, tis the Man's, Sir; 
For ſhe that ſeeks it, kills her Husband's Honour: 
The Gentleman I have ſeen, and well obſery'd him, 
Vet find not that grac'd Excellence you promiſe z 
A pretty Gentleman, and he may pleaſe too, 
And ſome few flaſhes I have heard come from him, 
But not to Admiration, as to others; 
He's young, and may be good, yet he muſt make it, 
And I may help, and help to thank him alſo. 
It is your pleaſure I ſhould make him mine, 
And 'thas been ſtill my Duty to obſerve you. 
Lew. Why then let's go, and I ſhall love your Modeſty. 
To Horle, and bring the Coach out. Angellina, 
To morrow you will look more Womanly. 


Ang. So 1 look honeſtly, I fear no Eyes, Sir. ¶ Exe. 
SCENE I. 


Enter Briſac, Andrew, Cook, and Lilly. 
Bri. Wait on your Maſter, he ſhall have thatbefits him. 
And. No Inheritance, Sir? | 
Bri. You ſpeak like a Fool, a Coxcomb, 
He ſha!l have annual Means to buy him Books, 
And find him Cloaths and Meat, what would he more ? 
Trouble him with Land ? *tis flat againſt his Nature. 
I love him too, and honour thoſe Gifts in him. 
And. Shall Mafter Euſtace have all? 
Bri. All, all, he knows how _ 
To uſe it, he's a Man bred in the World, 
Th'other ''th' Heav'ns. My Maſters, pray be wary, 
And ſerviceable ; and Co, ſee all your Sawces 
Be ſharp and poynant inthe Palate, that they may (ſomely, 


Commend you, look to your Roaſt and Bak'd Meats ay 
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And what new Kickſhaws and delicate made things 
Is th* Muſick come? | | 
But. Yes, Sir, they're here at Breakfaſt. (clean, 
Bri. There will be a Maſque too, you mult ſee this Room 
And Butler your Door open to all good Fellows; 
But have an Eye to your Plate, for there be Furies. 
My Lilly welcome, you are for the Linnen, 
Sort it, and ſee it ready for the Table, 
And ſee the Bride-bed made, and look the Cords be 
Not cut aſunder by the Gallants too, 
There be ſuch Knacks abroad; hark hither, Lillh, 
To Morrow night at twelve a clock, Ill ſup w'ye : 
Your Husband ſhall be fafe, I'll ſend ye Meat too; 
Before I cannot well {lip from my Company. 
And. Will ye ſo, will ye fo, Sir? V1} make one to eat it, 
I way chance make you ſtagger too. 
Bri. No anſwer, Lilly e. | 
Lil. One word about the Linnen; T'll be ready, 
And reſt your Worſhip's ſtill. And. And VII reſt w'ye, 
You ſhall ſee what reſt *rwill be. Are ye fo nimble: 
A Man had need have ten pair of Ears to watch you. 
Bri. Wait on your Maſter, for I know he wants ye, 
And keep him in his Study, that the Noiſe 
Do not moleſt him: I will not fail, my Lilly - 
Come in, Sweet-hearts, all to their ſeveral Duties. | Exe. 
And. Are you kiſſing ripe, Sir? Double but my Farm, 
And kiſs her till thy Heart ake. Theſe Smock-vermine, 
How eagerly they leap at old Mens kiſſes ; 
They like their Lips at profit, not at pleaſure; 
And if *twere not for the ſcurvy name of Cuckold, 
He ſhould lye with her, I know ſhe'll labour at length 
With a good Lordſhip. If he had a Wife now? 
But that's all one, I'll fit him: I muſt up 5 
Unto my Maſter, he'Il be mad with Study. Exit. 


$CENE Ul. 


Enter Charles. 


Char. What noiſe isin this Houſe, my Headis broken 
With ſeveral noiſes; and in every corner, UP 
- 6 Ego. As 
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As if the Earth were ſhaken with ſome ſtrange Cholicque, 

There are ſtirs and motions. What Planet 1 this Houſe? 
| Enter Andrew. 

Who's there? And. Tis I Sir, faithful Andrew. 


Char. Come near, ö 


And lay thine Ear down; hear'ſt no noiſe? 
And. The Cooks 


Are chopping Herbs and Mince-meat to make Pies, 
And breaking Marrow- bones 
Char. Can they ſet them again? (ſtronger 
And. Yes, yes, in Broths and Puddings, and they grow - 
For th' uſe of any Man. Char. What ſqueaking's that? 
Sure there is a Maſſacre. And. Of Pigs and Geele, Sir, 
And Turkeys, for the Spit. The Cooks are angry, Sir, 
And that makes up the medly. Char. Do they thus 
At every Dinner? I ne'er mark'd them yet, 
Nor know who is a Cook. And. They're ſometimes ſober, 
And then they beat as gently as a Tabor. 
Char. What loads are theſe ? . 
And. Meat, Meat, Sir, for the Kitchin. 
And ſtinking Fowls the Tenants have ſent in, 
They'll ne'er be found out at a general Eating, 
And there's. fat Veniſon, Sir. 1 
Char. What's that? And. Why Deer, 
Thoſe that Men farten for their private pleaſures, 
And let their Tenants ſtarve upon the Commons. 
Char. I've read of Deer, but yet I ne'er cat any. 
And. There's a Fiſhmongers Boy with Caviar, Sir, 
Anchoves, and Potargo, to make ye drink. 
Char. Sure theſe are modern, very modern Meats, 
Tor I underſtand '*em not. And. No more does any Man 
From Caca merda or a Subſtance worſe, 3 25 
Till they be greas'd with Oyl, and rubb'd with Onions, 
And then flung out of Doors, they are rare Sallads. 
Char, And why is all this, prithee tell me, Andrew? 
Are there any Princ:s to dine here to Day? 
By this abundance, ſure there ſhou*d be Princes; 
I've read of Entertainment for the Gods 
At half this charge, will not fix Diſhes ſerve em? 
I never had but one, and that a ſmall one. 


| And. 
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And. Y our Brother's marry'd this Day, he's marry'd, 
Your younger Brother Euſtace. Char. What of that? 
And. And all the Friends about are bidden hither ; 
There's not a Dog that knows the Houſe, but comes too. 
Char. Marry'd | to whom? 
And. Why to a dainty Gentlewoman, 
Young, ſweet, and modeſt. 
Char. Are there modeſt Women? 
How do they look? 
And. O you'd bleſs your ſelf to ſee them. 
He parts with's Books, he ne'er did fo before yet. 
Char. What does my Father for em? 
And. Gives all his Land, 
And makes your Brother Heir. Char. Muſt I have nothing? 
And. Yes, you muſt Study ſtill, and he'll maintain you. 
Char. I am his eldeſt Brother. And. True, you were ſo, 
But he has leap'd o'er your Shoulders, Sir. 
Char "kW well, | 
He'll not inherit my Underſtanding too ? 
And. I think not, he'll ſcarce find Tenants to let it 
Out to. Char. Hark, hark. - 
And. The Coach that brings the fair Lady. 
Enter Lewis, Angellina, Ladies, Notary, &c. 
And. Now you may ſee her. 
Char. Sure this ſhould be modeſt 
Put 1 do not truly know what Women make of it, 
Andrew; ſhe has a Face looks like a Story, 
The Story of the Heav'ns looks very like her. 
Aud. She has a wide Face then. 
Char. She has a Cherubin's, 
Cover'd and vail'd with modeſt Bluſhes. 
Enſtace, be happy whiles poor Charles is patient. 


Get me my Book again, and come in with me, — 


| Exeunt. 
Frter Briſac, Euſtace, Egremont, Cowſy, Miramont. 


Bri. Welcome ſweet Daughter; welcome noble Brother, 
And you are welcome, Sir, with all your Writings; 
Ladies moſt welcome : W hat, my angry Brother! 

You muſt be welcome too, the Feaſt is flat elſe. 
Mair. I am not come for your welcome, I expect none, 


1 
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bring no Joys to bleſs the Bed withall ; 

Nor Songs, nor Maſques to-glorifie the Nuptials; 

bring an angry Mind to ſee your Folly, 

A ſharp one too, to;reprehend you for it. 

Bri. Youll ſtay and Dine though? 

Mir. All your Meat imells muſty, 
Your Table will !hew nothing to content me. 
_ Bri. T'll aſſure you, here's good Meat. 

Mir. But your Sawce is ſcurvy, 

It is not ſeaſon'd with the ſharpeneſs of Diſcretion. 
Euſt. It ſeems your anger is at me, dear Uncle. 
Mir. Thou art not worth my anger, th'art a Boy, 

A lump o'thy Father's lightneſs, made of nothing 

But antick Cloaths and Cringes ; look in thy Head, 

And 'twill appear a Foot-ball full of Fumes 

And rotten Smoke. Lady, I pity you, 

You are a handſom and a ſweet young Lady, 

And ought to have a handſome Man yok'd t ye, 

And underſtanding too; this is a Gincrack, 

That can get nothing but new Faſhions on you, 

For ſay he have a thing ſhap'd like a Child, 

"Twill either prove a Tumbler or a Tailor. 


Euſt. Theſe are but harſh Words, Uncle. 

Mir. So I mean em. 5 hi OS 
Sir, you play harſher: Play w'your elder Brother. 

Euſt. 1 would be loth to give you. 

Mir. Do not venture, =, 
I'll make your Wedding - cloaths fit cloſer t'ye then 
I bur diſturb you, P11 go ſee my Nephew. 

Lew. Pray take a piece of Roſemary. 

Mir. I'll wear it, e U 
But for the Lady's ſake, and none of yours, _ 
May be I'll ſee your Table too. Bri. Pray do, Sir. 

Ang. A mad old Gentleman. bs 

Bri. Yes faith, ſweet Daughter, F 


He has been thus his whole Age to my knowledge, 


He has made Charles his Heir, I know that certainly, 


Then why ſhould he grudge Euſtace any thing? 


Ang. I would not have a light Head, nor one laden 


With too much Learning, as they ſay this Charles is, 


That 
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That makes his Book his Miſtreſs. Sure, there's ſomething 
Hid in this old Man's anger, that declares him 
Not a meer Sot. ' 
Bri. Come, ſhall we go and ſeal, Brother ? 
All things are ready, and the Prieſt is here, 
When Charles has ſet his Hand unto the Writings, 
As he ſhall inſtantly, then to the Wedding, 
And ſo to Dinner. 
Lew, Come, ler's ſeal the Book firſt, 
For my Daughter's Jointure. 
Bri. Let's be private in't, Sir, [ Exeunt, 


$05 NE 2; 


Enter Charles, Miramont, and Andrew. 


7 


Mir. Nay, y'are undone. Char. Hum. 
Mir. Ha'ye no greater feeling? 

And. You were ſenſible of the great Book, Sir, 
When it fell on your Head, and now the Houſe 
Is ready to fall, do you fear nothing? Char. Will 
He have my Books too? Mir. No, he has a Book, 

A fair one too to read on, and read Wonders, 
I wou'd thou hadſt her in thy Study, Nephew, 
And 'twere but to new ſtring her. 36 

Char. Yes, I ſaw her, 

And methought *rwas a curious piece of Learning, 
Handſomly bound, and of a dainty Letter. 

And. He flung away his Book. 

Mir. I like that in him; | 
Wou'd he had flung away his dulneſs too, 

And ſpaketo her. Char. And muſt my Brother have all? 

Mir. All that your Father has. 

Char. And that fair Woman too ? 

Mir. That Woman alſo. Char. He has enough then. 
May I not ſee her ſometimes, and call her Siſter ? | 
I will do him no wrong. Mir. This makes me mad, 
I cou'd now cry for anger theſe old Fools 
Are the moſt ſtubborn and the wilfulleſt Coxcombs. 

Farewell, and fall to your Book, forget your N 1 
* ol 
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You are my Heir, and I'll provide y'a Wife: 
I'll look upon this Marriage 8 I hate it. Exit. 
| Enter Briſac. 

Bri. Where is my Son? 

And. There, Sir, cafting a Figure 

What chopping Children his Brother ſhall have. 
Bri, He does well. How do'ſt Charles? ftillat thy Book? 
And. He's Studying now, Sir, who ſhall be his Father. 


Bri. Peace, you rude Knave—— Come hither Charles, be 
Char, I thank you, Iam buſie at my Book, Sir, [merry. 


Bri. You muſt put your Hand, my Charles, as I wou'd 
Unto a little piece of Parchment here, (have you, 
oo your Name, you write a reaſonable hand. 

ar. But I may do unreaſonably to write it. 
What is it, Sir? Bri. To paſs the Land I have, Sir, 
Unto your younger Brother. Char, Is't no more? 

Bri. No, no, tis nothing, you ſhall be provided for, 

And new Books you ſhall haye ſtill, and new Studies, 


And have your means brought in without the care Boy, 


And one ſtill to attend you. 
Char. This ſhews your Love, Father. ets 
Bri. I'm tender to you. And. Like a Stone, I take it. 
Cbar. Why Father, Ill go down, an t pleaſe you let me, 
Becauſe I'd ſee the thing they call the Gentlewoman, 
I ſee no Women but through Contemplation, 
And there I'll do 't before the Company, 
And wiſh my Brother Fortune. Bri. Do, I prethee. 
Char, I muſt not ſtay, for I have things above 
Require my Study. Bri. No thou ſhalt not ſtay, 
Thou ſhalt have a brave Dinner too. And. Now has.h 
O'erthrown himſelf for ever; I will down | 
Into the Cellar, and be ſtark drunk for anger. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE v. 


Enter Lewis, Angellina, Euſtace, Prieſt, Ladies, 
Cowlſy, Notary, and Miramont. 


Not. Come let him bring his Son's hand, and all's done. 
Is yours ready? Prieſt, Yes, I'll diſpatch ye preſently, 
| | Imme- 
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Immediately, for in truth 1 am a hungry. 

Euſt. Do, ſpeak apace, for we believe exactly: 
Do not we ſtay long, Miſtreſs? Ang. I find no fault, 
Better things well done than want time to do them. 
Uncle, why are you ſad? Mir. Sweet ſmelling Bloſſom, 
Wou'd I were thine Uncle to thine own content, 

I'd make thy Husband's State a thouſand better, 

A yearly thouſand ; thou haſt miſs'd a Man, 

(But that he is addicted to his Study, 

And knows no other Miſtreſs than his Mind) 

Wou'd weigh down bundles of theſe empty kexes. 
Ang. Can he ſpeak, Sir ? 
Mir. Faith yes, but not to Women: 

His Language is to Heav'n, and heav'nly wonder; 

To Nature, and her dark and ſecret Cauſes. 
Ang. And does he ſpeak well there? 

Mir. O, admirably, 

But he's too baſhiul to behold a Woman, 

There's none that ſees him, nor he troubles none. 

Ang. He is a Man. 

Mir. Yes, and a clear ſweet Spirit. 

Ang. Then Converſation methinks— 

Mir. So think I too, 

But it is his rugged Fate, and fo I leave you. 

Ang. I like thy nobleneſs. Euſt. See, my mad Uncle 
Is courting my fair Miſtreſs. Lew. Let him alone, 
There's nothing that allays an angry Mind 
So ſoon as a ſweet Beauty; he'll come to us. 

IHE Enter Briſac, and Charles. 
 Euft. My Father's here, my Brother too! that's a wonder, 
Broke like a Spirit from his Cell. Bri, Come hither, 
Come nearer Charles; twas your deſire to ſee 
My noble Daughter, and the Company, 

And give your Brother Joy, and to ſeal, Boy. 

You do like a good Brother. Zew. Marry does he, 

And he ſhall have my Love for ever for't. 

Put to your hand now. Mer. Here's the Deed Sir, ready. 
Char. No, you muſt pardon me a while, I tell ye, 

I am in Contemplation, do not trouble me. 

Bri. Come, leave thy Study, Charles. 

Char, I'll leave my Life firſt; | 
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Thou haſt ſeen nothing but the face of Countries, 
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I ſtudy now to be a Man, I've found it. | 
Before, what Man was, was but my Argument. 
Mir. I like this beſt of all, he has taken Fire, . 
His dull miſt flies away. Euſt. Will you write, Brother? 
Char, No, Brother, no, I have no time for poor things, 
I'm taking the height of that bright Conſtellation. 
Bri. I ſay, you trifle time, Son. 
Char. 1 will not ſeal, Sir; | 
1 am your Eldeſt, and Tl keep my Birth-right, 
For Heav'n forbid I ſhou'd become example; 
Had y'only ſhew'd me Land, I had deliver'd it, 
And been a proud Man to have parted with it 
"Tis dirt, and labour. Do I ſpeak right, Uncle? 
Mir. Bravely my Boy, and bleſs thy Tongue. 
Char. I'll forward, 
But you have open'd to me ſuch a treaſure, 
I find my Mind free, Heav'n direct my Fortune. 
Mir. Can he ſpeak now ? 1s this a Son to Sacrifice? 
Char, Such an inimitable piece of Beauty, ; 
That I have ſtudicd long, and now found only, 
That I'll part ſooner with my Soul of Reaſon, 
And be a Plant, a Beaſt, a Fiſh, a Flie, 
And only make the Number of Things up, 
Than yield one foot of Land, if ſhe be ty'd to't. 
Lew. He ſpeaks unhappily. 
Ang. And methinks bravely, 


This the meer Scholar? 


Euſt. You but vex your ſelf, Brother, 


And vex your Study too. Char. Go you and ſtudy, 


For'tis time, young Euſtace; you want both Man and Man- 
I've ſtudy' d both, although I made no ſhew on't, (ners: 
Go turn the Volumes over I have read. 1 
Fat and digeſt them, that they may grow in thee, 
Wear out the tedious Night with thy dim Lamps, 
And ſooner loſe the Day than leave a doubt, 
Diſtill the ſweetneſs from the Poets Spring. 

And learn to love; thou know'ſt not what fair is: 
Traverſe the Stories of the greateſt Heroes, 

The wiſe and civil Lives of good Men walk through ; 


And 
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And brought home nothing but their empty Words: 
Why ſhou'dſt thou wear a Jewel of this worth? 
That haſt no worth within thee to preſerve her. 


Beauty clear and fair, 
Mphere the Air 
Rather like a Perfume dwells, 
Where the Violet and the Roſe 
Their blew Veins in bluſh diſcloſe, 
And come to honour nothing elſe. 


Where to live near, 
And planted there, 
Is to live, and ſtill live new, 
Where to gain a Favbur is 
More than Light, perpetual Bliſs, 
Make me live by ſerving you. 


Dear again back recall, 
To this light, 

A Stranger to himſelf and all; 
Both the Wonder and the Story 
Shall be yours, and eke the Glory. 

I am your Servant, aud your Thrall. | 


Mir. Speak ſuch another Ode, and take all yer. 
What ſay ye to the Scholar now? Ang. 1 wonder; 
Is he your Brother, Sir? vor 
Euſt. Ves, wou'd he were buried, 
I fear he'll make an Aſs of me a younger. 
Ang. Speak not ſo ſoftly, Sir, tis very likely. 
| Bri, Come leave your finical talk, and let's diſpatch, 
Char. Diſpatch? What? | (Charles. 
Bri. Why the Land. Char. You are deceiy'd, Sir, 
Now I perceive what 'tis that woes Woman, (here. 
And what maintains her when ſhe's woo'd : I'll ſtop 
A wilful Poverty ne'er made a Beauty, | 
Nor want of Means maintain'd it virtuouſly: 
Though Land and Monies be no happineſe, 
Vet they are counted good Additions. 2 
at 
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That uſe I'll make, he that neglects a Bleſſing, 
Though he want preſent Knowledge how to uſe it, 
Neglects himſelf. May be I have done you wrong, Lady, 
W hoſe Love and Hope went hand in hand together; 
May be my Brother, that has long expected 
The happy Hour, and bleſt my Ignorance: 
Pray give me leave Sir, I ſhall clear all doubts. 
Why did they ſhew me you? Pray tell me that? 
(Mir. He'll talk thee into a Penſion for thy Knavery.) 
Char. You happy you, why did you break unto me ? 
The roſie fingred Morn ne'er broke ſo ſweetly: 
I am a Man and have deſires within me, 


Affections too, though they were drown'd a while, | 


And lay dead, till the Spring of Beauty rais'd them, 
Till I faw thoſe Eyes, I was but a lump, 
A Chaos of confus'dneſs dwelt in me; 
Then from thoſe Eyes ſhot Love, and he diſtinguiſnt, 
And into Form he drew my Faculties x 
And now know my Land, and now I love too. 
Bri. We had beſt remove the Maid. 

Char. It is too late, Sir, 
I have her Figure here. Nay frown not Euſtace, 
There are leſs worthy Souls for younger Brothers, 
This is no form of dilk but Sanctity, 
Which wild laſcivious Hearts can never dignifie. 
Remove her where you will, I walk along till, 
For, like the Light, we make no ſeparation; 
You may ſooner part the Billows of the Sea, 
And put a bar betwixt their Fellowſhips, - 
Than blot out my remembrance; ſooner ſhut Y 
Old time into a Den, and ſtay his motion, "8 
Waſh off the ſwift Hours from his downy Wings, 
Or ſteal Eternity to ſtop his Glaſs, 5 
Than ſhut the ſweet Idea I have in me. 
Room for an Elder Brother, pray give place, Sir. 
— Mir. H'as ſtudied Duel too, take heed, he'll beat thee. 
H'as frighted the old Juſtice into a Fever; 7 


I hope he'll diſinherit him too for an Aſs; a 


For though he be grave with Vears, he's a great BOT: | 
A: Free Cha r. 
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Char. Do not you think me mad? 
Ang. No certain, Sir. 7 

L have heard nothing from you but things excellent. 

Char. You look upon my Cloaths and laugh at me, 
My ſcurvy Cloaths! Ang. They have rich linings, Sir; 

I wou'd your Brother har. His are Gold and gawdy. 
Ang. But touch 'em inwardly, they ſmell of . 
Char. Can ye love me? I am an Heir, ſweet Lady, 

However I appear a poor Dependant; phy 

Love you with Honour, I ſhall love ſo ever: 

Is your eye Ambitious ? I may be a great Man. 

Is't Wealth or Land you covet? My Father muſt Die. 
Mir. That was well put in, I hope he'll take it deeply. 
Char. Old Men are not immortal, as I take it, | 

Is it, you look for, Youth and Handſomeneſs? | 

I do confeſs my Brother's a handſome Gentleman, 

But he ſhall give meleave to lead the way, Lady. 

Can you love for love, and make that theReward ? 

The old Man ſhall not love his heaps of Gold 

With a more doting Superſtition, 

Than I'll love you; the young Man his Delights; 

The Merchant, when he ploughs the angry Seaup, 

And ſees the Mountain B; illows falling on him, 

As if all Elements, and all their Angers, | 

Were turn'd into one vow'd Deſtruction, ; 

Shall not with greater joy embrace his Safety. 

Well live together like two wanton Vines, 

Circling our Souls and Loves in one another; 
We'll Spring together, and we'll bear one Fruit, 
One Joy ſhall make us ſmile, and one Grief mourn, 
One Age go with us, and one hour of Death 
Shall ſhut qur Eycs, and one Grave make us happy. 
Ang. And one hand ſeal the Match, I'm yours for ever. 
Lew. Nay, ſtay, ſtay, ſtay. 21 
Ang. Nay certainly, tis done, Sir. 3 
Bri. There was a contract. Ang. Only conditional, 
That if he had the Land, he had my Love too; 
This Gentleman's the Heir, and he'll maintain it. 
Pray be not angry, Sir, at what I ſay; 
Or if you be, *tis at your own Adventure. 
. 3 You 
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Vou have the outſide of a pretty Gentleman, 
But by my troth your inſide is but barren; 
*Tis not a Face I only am in Love with, 
Nor will I ſay your Face is excellent, 


A reaſonable hunting Face to court the Wind with; 


Nor th'are not Words unleſs they be well plac'd too, 
Nor your ſweet Dam-mees, nor your hired Verſes, 
Nor telling me of Cloaths, nor Coach and Horſes, 
No nor your Viſits each day in new Suits, *' 
Nor your black Patches you wear varicuſly, | 
Somecut like Stars, ſome in half Moons, ſome Lozenges, 
(All which but ſhew you ſtill a Younger Brother) 
Mir. Gramercy Wench, thou haſt a noble Soul too. 
Ang. NoryourlongTravels, nor yourlittle Knowled 


e 
Can make me dote upon you. Faith go ſtudy, Bez 


And glean ſome Goodneſs, that you may ſhew Manly, 
Your Brother at my Suit I'm ſure will teach you, 
Or only ſtudy how to get a Wife, Sir, (choly, 


| Youre caſt far behind, tis good you ſhould be melan- 


It ſhews like a Gameſter that has loſt his Mony, 


And 'tis the faſhion to wear your Arm in a Scarf, Sir, 


For you have had a ſhrewd cut o'er the Fingers. 
Lew. But are you in earneſt ? Ang. Yes, believe me, Father, 
Youſhall ne er chuſe for me, you're old and dim Sir, 
And th' ſhadow of the Earth eclips'd your Judgment, 
You've had your time without controul, dear Fatffer, 
And you muſt give me leave to take mine now Sir. (too? 
Bri. This is the laſt time of asking, will you ſet your Hand 
Char. This is the laſt time of anſwering, I will never. 
Bri. Out of my Doors. Char. Moſt willingly. 
Mir. He ſhall, Jew, 1 
Thou of the Tribe of Sant fe Coxcomb, 
And never trouble thee more till thy chops be cold, Fool. 
Ang. Muſt I be gone too? Lew. Iwill never know thee. 
Ang. Thenthis Manwill, what fortune he ſhall run, Fa- 
Fe't good or bad, I muſt partake it with him. (ther, 
15 Ener Egremont. „ | 
Egre. When ſhall the Maſque begin? Eft. Tis done 
AV, all, is broken off, I am undone, Friend, (alrcady, 


My 
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My Brother's wile again, and has ſpoil'd all, 

Will not releaſe the Land, has won the Wench too. 
Egre. Couꝰ d he not ſtay till th Maſque was paſt? w are rea- 
What a ſcurvy trick's this? Mir. O you may vaniſh, (dy. 
Perform it at ſome Hall, where the Citizens Wives 

May ſee't for {ix pence a Piece, and a cold Supper. 
Come let's go Charles, and now my noble Daughter, 


In ſell the Tiles of my Houſe e' er thou ſhalt want, Wench⸗ 


Rate up your Dinner, Sir, and ſell it cheap, 
Some younger Brother will take'tup in Commodities. 
Send you joy, Nephew Euſtace, if ye ſtudy the Law, 
Keep your great Pippin: pies, they'll go far with ye. 
Char. I'd have your bleſſing. Bri. No, no, meet me no more, 
Fare wel, thou wilt blaſt mine Eyes elſe. Char. Iwill not. 
Lew. Nor ſend not you for Gowns. 
Ang. I'll wear courſe Flannel firſt. 
Bri. Come let's go take ſome Counſel. Lew. Tis too late. 
Bri. Then ſtay and dine, it may be weſhall vex'em. 


® 


EQT.1y..5CEN:E I. 
Enter Briſac, Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 


— 
* 


Bri. N Eer talk to me, you are no Men but Maſquers, 

5 Shapes, Shadows, and the ſigns of Men, Court 
That every Breath or breaks or blows away, (bubbles, 
You have no Souls, no Metal in your Bloods, 

No heat to ſtir ye when ye have occaſion, 

Frozen dull things that muſt be turn'd with Leavers, 
Are you the Courtiers and the travel'd Gallants? 
The ſpritely Fellows, that the People talk of? 
Yowve no more Spirit than three ſleepy Sops. 
Euſt. What would ye have me do, Sir? 

Bri. Follow your Brother, 

And Bet yeout of Doors, and ſeek your Fortune, 

Stand ſtill becalm'd, and let an aged Dotard, 

A hair-brain'd Puppy and a bookiſh Boy, 

That never knew a Blade * a Penknife, 

4 #5 | 


[ Exeunt. 
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Hope! ſhall know thee. 
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And how to cut his Meat in Characters, 478 
Croſs my deſign, and take thy own Wench from thee, 
In mine own Houſe too? Thou deſpis'd poor Fellow ! 
Euſt. The Reverence that Jever bare to you, Sir, 
Then to my Uncle, with whom ' thad been but ſawcineſs 


T' have been ſo rough Egre. And we not ſeeing him 
Strive in his own Cauſe, that was Principal, 


And ſhou'd have led us on; thought it ill Manners 


To begin a Quarrel here. Bri. Vou dare do nothing. 
Do you make your care the excuſe of your Cowardlineſs? 
Three Boys on Hobby-horſes with three penny Halberts, 
Would beat you all. ter al 

Cow. You muſt not ſay ſo. Bri. Ves, 

And ſing it too. Cow. You are a Manof Peace, 
Therefore we mult give way. Bri. I'll make my way, 
And therefore quickly leave me, or Fl force you; 
And having firſt torn off your flaunting Feathers, 

I'll trample on em; and if that cannot teach you 
To quit my Houſe, PII kick ye out of my Gates; 
You gawdy Glow-worms carrying ſeeming Fire, 
Yet have no heat within ye. Cow. O bleſt Travel! 
How much we owe thee for cur pow'r to ſuffer? 

Egre. Some ſpleenative Youths now, that had never ſeen 
More than their Country Smoak, wou'd grow in Choler, 
It would ſhew fine in us. Euſt. Yes marry wou'd it, 
That are prime Courtiers, and muſt know no Angers, 


But give thanks for our Injuries, if we purpoſe 


To hold our Places. Bri. Will you find the Door? 
And find it ſuddenly, you ſhall lead the way, Sir, 
With your perfum'd Retinue, and recover a 
The now loſt Angellina, or build on it, 
J will adopt ſome Beggar's doubtful Iſſue, 
Before thou ſhalt inherit. Euſt. We'll to Counſel, 
And what may be done by Man's Wit or Valour 
We'll put in Execution. Bri. Do, or never 
[Exeunt. 
„ Enter Lewis. "15 5 
Lew. O Sir, have I found you? 
Bri. I never hid my ſelf: Whence flows this fury, A 
„ WIR 
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With which, as it appears, you come to fright me ? 

Lew. I ſmell a Plot, a meer Conſpiracy 
Among ye all, to defeat me of my Daughter; 
And if e be not ſuddenly deliver'd, 
Untainted in her Reputation too, 
The beſt of France ſhall know how I am jugled with. 
She 1s my Heir, and if ſhe may be raviſh'd 
Thus from my care, farewel Nobility 
Honour and Blood are meer neglected nothings. 

Bri. Nay then, my Lord, you go too far, and tax him, 
W hoſe Innocency underſtands not what fear is. 
If your unconſtant Daughter will not dwell 
On certainties, muſt you thenceforth conclude 
That I am fickle? what have I omitted, 
To make good my Integrity and Truth? 
Nor can her Lightneſs, nor your Suppoſition, 
Caſt an Aſperſion on me. Lew. I am wounded 
In fact, nor can words cure it: Do not trifle, 
But ſpeedily, once more I do repeat it, 
Reſtore my Daughter as I brought her hither, 
Or you ſhall hear from me in ſuch a kind, 
As you will bluſh to anſwer. Bri. All the World, 
I think, conſpires to vex me, yet I will not 
Torment my ſelf, ſome ſprightful Mirth muſt baniſh | 
The Rage and Melancholy which hath almoſt choak'd me; 
T*a knowing Man 'tis Phyfick, and 'tis thought on, 
One merry hour I'll have in ſpight of Fortune, 
To chear my Heart, and this is that appointed ; 
This Night I'll hug my Lzly in mine Arms, 
Provocatives are ſent before to chear me; 
We old Men need *em, and though we pay dear 
For our ſtoln Pleaſures, fo it be done ſecurely, 
The charge much like a ſharp Sauce gives em reliſh. 
Well honeſt Andrew, I gave you a Farm, 
And it ſhall have a Beacon, to give warning 


= To my other Tenants when the Foc approaches; 


And preſently, you being beſtow'd elſewhere, 
PI. graff it with dexterity on your Forehead | 
Indeed I will, Lilly, I come, poor Andrew. [ Ex. 


E12 SCENE 


The difference *twixt a | 
To look below and ſpy a younger Brother 


In a rare Glaſs of Beauty, too good for him : 
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SCENE I. 
Enter Miramont, and Andrew. 

Mir. Do they chafe roundly? 
Aud. As they were rub'd with Soap, Sir. 
And now they ſwear aloud, now calm again, | 
Like a ring of Bells, whoſe ſound the Wind {till alters, 
And then they fit in Council what to do, 
And then they jar again what ſhall be done ; 
They talk of Warrants from the Parliament, 
Complaints to the King, and Forces from the Province, 
'They have a thouſand Heads in a thouſand Minutes, | 
Yet ne er a one Head worth a Head of Garlick. (em, 

Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may we laugh at 
A couple of pure Puppies yoak'd together. ZIP 
But what ſays the young Courtier, Maſter Euſtace, 
And his two warlike Friends? And. They ſay but little, 
How much they think I know not, they look rufully, 
As if they had newly come from a Vaulting-Houſe, 
And had been quite ſhot through 'tween Wind and Water 
By a the Dunkirk, and had ſprung a leak, Sir. 
Certain my Maſter was to blame. Mir. Why, Andrew? 

And. To take away the Wench o th' ſudden from him, 
And give him no lawful warning, he is tender, 
And of a young Girl's Conſtitution, Sir, 
Ready to get the Green-ſickneſs with conceit ; 
Had he but ta'en his leave in travelling Language, 
Or bought an Elegy of his condolement, 
That th* World might have ta'en notice he had been 
An Aſs, it had been ſome favour. Mir. Thou ſay'ſt true, 


- Wiſe Andrew, but thoſe Scholars are ſuch things 


When they can prattle. 
And. Very parlous things, Sir. 5 
Mir. And when they gain the liberty to diſtinguiſh 
F ather and a Fool, 


Pruning and dreſſing up his ExpeCtations 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe dreaming Scholars then turn 'Tyrants, Andrew, 

And ſhew no Mercy. And, The more's the pity, Sir. 
Mir. 'Thou told me of a trick to catch my Brother, 

And anger him a little farther, Andrem. | 

It ſhall be only anger I aſſure thee, 

And a little ſhame. And. And I can fit you, Sir; 

Hark in your Ear. Mir. Thy Wife? 
And. So I aſſure ye: 

This Night at Twelve a Clock. 

Mir. Tis neat and handſome; 

There are twenty Crowns due to thy Project, Andrew, 

I've time to viſit Charles, and ſee what Lecture 

He reads to his Miſtreſs. That done, I'll not fail 

To be with you. 
And. Nor I to watch my Maſter. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Angellina, end Sylvia with a Taper. 


That that I love, that that I only dote on; 
He follows me through every Room ] pals, 
And with a ſtrong ſer Eye he gazes on me, 
As if his ſpark of Innocence were blown 
Into a flame of Luſt; Virtue defend me. 
His Uncle too is abſent, and *tis Night; 
And what theſe opportunities may teach him 
What fear and endleſs care tis to be honeſt: 
To be a Maid, what miſery, what miſchief! 
Wou'd I were rid of it, fo it were fairly. 3 
Syl. You need not fear that, will you be a Child ſtill? 
He follows you, but ſtill to look upon you, | 
Or if he did defire to lye with ye, 
'Tis but your own defire, you love for that end; 
I'll lay my life, if he were now a- bed w'ye, 
He is ſo modeſt, he would fall aſleep firaight- 
Ang. Dare you venture that? 
H.. Let him conſent, and have at ye, 


Ang. I'm worſe than &er I was, for now I fear 
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I fear him not, he knows not what a Woman is, 
Nor how to find the Myſtery Men aim at. 
Are you afraid of your own Shadow, Madam ? 
Ang. He follows ſtill, yet with a ſober Face; 
Would I might know the worſt, and then I were ſatisfied. 
Hl. You may both, and let him but go with ye. 
Enter Charles. 1 
Char. Why do you flie me? What have! ſo ill 
About me, or within me, to deſerve it? 
Ang. I am going to Bed, Sir. 
Char. And I am come to light ye, | 
I am a Maid, and 'tis a Maiden's Office; - 
You may have me to Bed without a ſcruple, 
And yet Iam chary too who comes about me. | 
Two Innocents ſhould not fear one another. (Madam. 
ö Syl. The Gentleman ſays true. Pluck up your Heart, 
Char. The glorious Sun both riſing * 4 
We boldly look upon, even then ſweet Lady, 
When like a modeſt Bride he draws Night's Curtains, 
Even then he bluſhes, that Men ſhou'd behold him. 
Ang. 1 fear he will perſuade me to miſtake him. 
Syl. *Tis cafily done, if you will give your mind to't. 
Ang. Pray ye to your ec. bY 
Char. Why not to yours, dear Miſtreſs? 1 
One Heart and one Bed. q 1 
Ang. True Sir, when ' tis lawful: 3 
But yet you know — Hes 5) 3 
Char. 1 wou'd not know, forget it; 1 
Thoſe are but ſickly Loves that hang on Ceremonyc/ Wl 
Nurſt up with doubts and fears, ours high and healthful, 
Full of belief, and fit to teach the Prieſt; Si 
| Love ſhould ſeal firſt, then Hands confirm the bargain. 
| Ang. I ſhall be an Heretick if this continue. 
What wou'd you do a-bed? you make me bluſh, Sir. 
Char. I'd ſee you ſleep, for ſure your ſleeps are excellent: 


You that are waking ſuch a noted Wonder, 
Muſt in your flumbers prove an Admiration : 
I wou'd behold your Dreams too 


| 00, if twere poſſible; 
Thoſe were rich Shows. Ang. Ia 


Tam becoming Traitor. 
Char, 


Me. 
Wes: 
+ 
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Char. Then like blue Neptune courting of an Iſland, 


Where all the Perfumes and the pretious things 

That wait upon great Nature are laid up, 

Pd clip it in mine Arms, and chaſtly kiſs it, 

Dwell in your Boſom like your deareſt Thoughts, 

And figh and weep. 
Ang. T've too much Woman in me. 

Char. And thoſe true Tears falling on your pure Chryſtals 
Should turn to Armelets for great Queens t'adore. 
Ang. I muſt be gone. 

Char. Do not, I will not hurt ye; 
This is to let you know, my worthieſt Lady, 


You've clear'd my Mind, and I can ſpeak of Love too; 


Fear not my Manners, though I never knew 
Before theſe few hours what a Beauty was, 
And ſuch a one that fires all Hearts that feel it; 
Yet I have read of virtuous Temperance, | 
And ſtudied it among my other Secrets, 


And ſooner would I force a ſeparation 


Betwixt this Spirit and the caſe of Fleſh, 


Than but conceive one rudeneſs againſt Chaſtity. 
Ang. Then we may walk. a 


Char. And talk of any thing, 
Any thing fit for your Ears, and my Language; 
Though I was bred up dull, I was ever civil; 


"Tis true, I have found it hard to look on you, 


And not deſire; twill prove a wiſe Man's task; 


Yet thoſe Deſires I have ſo mingled til] 

And temper'd with the quality of Honour, 

That if you ſhou'd yield, I ſhou'd hate you for't. 
I am no Courtier of a light condition, 

Apt to take fire at every beauteous Face, 

That only ſerves his Will and Wantonneſs, 

And lets the ſerious part of Life run b 


| As thin neglected Sand. Whiteneſs of Name, 
Vou muſt be mine; why ſhou'd I rob my ſelf 


Of that that lawfully muſt make me happy? 

Why ſhou'd I ſeek to cuckold my Delights? 

And widow all thoſe Sweets I aim at in you? 3 
4 | Well 
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We'll looſe our ſelves in Venus Groves of Mirtle, 
Where every little Bird ſhall be a Cupid, 
And ling of Love and Youth; each Wind that blows 
And curls the Velvet Leaves ſhall breed delights; 
The wanton Springs ſhall call us to their Banks, 
And on the perfum'd Flow'rs we'll feaſt our Senſes, 
Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their Pleaſures, 
And as they were pure Temples we'll talk in them. 
Ang. To Bed, and pray then, we may have a fair end 
Of our fair Loves; wou'd I were worthy of you, 
Or of ſuch Parents that might give you thanks: 
But I am poor in all but in your Love. 
Once more, good Night. 3 
_ Char. A 7 N Light t'ye, and may 445 
The dew of ſleep fall gently on you, ſweet one, 
And lock up thoſe fair Lights in pleaſing ſlumbers; 
No dreams but chaſte and clear attempt your Fancy, 
And break betimes ſweet Morn, I've loſt my light elſe. 
Ang. Let it be ever Night when I loſe you. 
Si. This Scholar never went to a Free-School, he's 
ſo ſimple. 75 er, wy 
Enter a Servant. 5 
Ser. Your Brother with two Gallants is at Door, Sir, 
And they're ſo violent, they'll take no denial. 157 
Ang. This is no time of Night. 16 
0 Char. Let em in, Miſtreſs. ES hes 
Ser. They ſtay no leave; Shall I raiſe the Houſe on em? 
Char. Not a Man, nor make no murmur of t, I chargeye. 
Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and CR. + - 
Exſt. They're here, my Uncle abſent, ſtand cloſe tome. 
How do you Brother with your curious Story ? 
: Have you not read her yet ſufficiently ? © 
Char. No, Brother, ng, I ſtay yet in the Preface ; 
The.Stile's too hard for you. Euſt. I muſt entreat her, 
She's parcel of my Goods. 5 
Char. She's all, when you have her. 
Ang. Hold off your . unmannerly, rude, Sir; 
Nor I, nor what I have depend on you. 


22 


Char, Do, let her alone, ſhe gives good Counſel; do not 
| | Trouble 
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Trouble your ſelf with Ladies, they are too light; 
Let out your Land, and get a provident Steward. 
Ang. 1 cannot love ye, let that ſatisfie you; 
Such vanities as you are to be laught at. 
Euſt. Nay, then you muſt go, I muſt claim mine own. 
Both. Away, away with her. Char. Let her alone, 
3 [ She ſtrikes of Euſtace's Hat. 
Pray let her alone, and take your Coxcomb up: 
Ler me talk civilly a while with you, Brother, 
It may be on ſome Terms I may part with her. 
Euſt. O, is your Heart come down? 
What are your Terms, Sir? Put up, put up. 
Char. This is the firſt and chiefeſt, let's walk a turn; 


[Snatches away bis Sword. 
Now ſtand off Fools, I adviſe ye, 


Stand as far off as you would hope for Mercy: 


This is the firſt Sword yet I ever handled, 


And a Sword's a beauteous thing to look upon, 
And if it hold, I ſhall fo hunt your Unſolence: 


"Tis ſharp I'm ſure, and if I put it home, 

"Tis ten to one I ſhall new pink your Sattins: 

I find I have Spirit enough to diſpoſe of it, 

And Will enough to make ye all Examples; 

Let me toſs it round, I have the full command on't: 


Fetch me a native Fencer, I defie him 


I feel the fire of ten ſtrong Spirits in me. 
Do you watch me when my Uncle is abſent? 
This is my Grief, I ſhall be fleſhr on Cowards; 
Teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. 
Are ye all gilded Flies, nothing but ſhew in ye? 
Why ſtand ye gaping? Who now touches ber? 


Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me? 


But name her as his own, who dares look on her? 
That ſhall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous. 
Art thou a fit Man to inherit Land, | 
And haſt no Wit nor Spirit to maintain it? 

Stand {till thou ſign of Man, and pray for thy Friends, 
Pray heartily, good Prayers may reſtore ye. 


Ang. Do not kill 'em, Sir. 
5 . wala Char. 
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Char. You ſpeak too late, Dear, 
It is my firſt fight, and I muſt do bravely, 
I muſt not look with partial Eyes on any; 
J cannot ſpare a Button of theſe Gentlemen; 
Did Life lie in their Heel, Achilles like, = 
I'd ſhoot my Anger at thoſe parts, and kill 'em. 0 
Who waits within? Ser. Sir. Mm 

Char. View all theſe, view em well, =, ” 
Go round about em and {till view their Faces, 0 
Round about yet; ſee how Death waits upon 'em, 1 
For thou ſhalt never view em more. 3 8 

Euſt. Pray hold, Sir. wee | 
| Char. I cannot hold, you ſtand fo fair before me, 

1 muſt not hold, *twill darken all my Glories. 
Go to my Uncle, bid him poſt to the King, 
And get my Pardon inſtantly, I have need on't. 

Euſt. Are you ſo unnatural ? Char. Youſhalldielaſt Sir, 
P11 talk thee dead, thou art no Man to fight with. = 
Come, will ye come? Methinks I've fought whole Battels. 

Cow, We have no quarrel to you, that we know on, Sir. 
Egre. We'll quit the Houſe, and ask ye Mercy too- 
* __. Good Lady, let no Murther be done here; 5 
We came but to parly. Char. How my Sword __ 
Thirſts after them? Stand away Sweet. Euſt. Pray Sir, 
Take my Submiſſion, and I diſclaim for ever. 

Char. Away ye poor things, ye deſpicable Creatures! 
Do you come poſt to fetch a Lady from me, 

From a poor School-boy that ye ſcorn'd of late? 

And grow lame in your Hearts when you ſhould execute? 
Pray take her, take her, I am weary of her; 

What did ye bring to carry her? wo 

3 Egre. A Coach and four Horſes. 

3 Char. But are they good? . 
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Egre. As good as France can ſhew, Sir. (ſafeties? 

Char. Are you willing to leave thoſe, and take your 

Speak quickly. Euſt. Yes, with all our Hearts. | 

| Char. Tis done then: Many have got one Horſe, 
Pre got four by th' bargain. hs 
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Enter Miramont. 

Mir. How now, who's here? | 

Ser. Nay now you're gone without Bail. (Sword; 

Mir. What, drawn, my Friends? Fetch me my two-hand 
Iwill not leave a Head on your Shoulders, Wretches. 
Euſt. In truth, Sir, I came but to do my Duty. 

Both. And we to renew our Loves. 

Mir. Bring me a Blanket. 
What came they for? Ang. Toborrow me awhile, Sir; 
But one that never fought yet has ſo curried, 

So baſtinado'd them with manly carriage, 

They ſtand like things Gorgon had turn'd to Stone: 
They watch'd'your being abſent, and then thought 
They might do wonders here, and they have done ſo; 
For by my troth, I wonder at their coldneſs ; 

The nipping North or Froſts never came near them, 
St. George upon a Sign wou'd grow more ſenſible : 

If the name of Honour were for ever to be loſt, 
Theſe were the moſt ſufficient Men to do it 

In all the Worked,” and yet they are but young, 

What will they Tiſe to? They're as full of fire 

As a frozen Glow-worm's Tail, and ſhine as goodly 
Nobility and Patience are match'd rarely 

In theſe three Gentlemen, they have right uſe on't; 
XZ They'll ſtand ftill for an hour and be beaten. 

2X Thele are the Anagrams of three great W orthies. 
Air. They will infect my Houſe with Cowardize, 
If they breath longer in it; my Roof covers 

No bafl'd Monſieurs, walk and air your ſelves 


As I live, they ſtay not here, white-liver'd Wretches|! 
Without one word to ask a reaſon why; 

XX Vaniſh, tis the laſt warning, and with ſpeed, 

XX For if I take ye in Hand, I ſhall diſſect you, 
And read upon your flegmatick dull Carcaſes. 
My Horſe again there: I have other buſineſs, 
Which you ſhall hear hereafter, and laugh at it- 
= Good night, Charles, fair goodneſs to you dear Lady. 


Ti late, tis late. Ang. Pray Sir be careful of us. 
Air. It is enough, my beſt care ſhall attend ye. [ Exe. 
ö SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 5 
Enter Andrew. ee, 
And. Are you come, old Maſter? Yor good,your Horſe 
Is well ſet up, but e er ye part, Til ride you, 
And ſpur your reverend Juſticeſhip ſuch a queſtion, 
As I ſhall make the ſides o' your 3 bleed, 
Truly Iwill. Now mult 1 play at Bo-peep _—_—- 
A Banquet—-well, Potatoes and Eringoes, 
And as I take it, Cantharides, — Excellent, 
A Priapiſme follows, and as I'll handle it, 
It ſhall old lecherous Goat in Authority. 
Now they 7 4 to Bill; how he flavers her. 
Gramercy Lilly, ſhe {pits his Kiſſes out, 
And now he offers to fumble ſhe falls off, 
(That's a good Wench) and cries fair play above board. 
Who are they in the corner? As I live, 
A covey of Fidlers; I ſhall have ſome Mufick yet 
At my making Free o'th* Company of Horners; 
There's the comfort, and a Song too! Hebeckons for one 
Sure 'tis no Anthem, nor no borrowed Rhymes 
Out of the School of Virtue; I will liſten [4 Song. 
This was never pen d at Geneva, the Nott's too ſpritely- 
So, ſo, the Muſick's paid for, and now what follows? 
O that Monſieur Airamont would but keep his word, 
Here were a Feaſt to make him fat with laughter, 
At the moſt tis not fix minutes riding from his Houle, 
Nor will he break, I hope O are you come, Sir? 
Enter Miramont. 
The Prey is in the Net, and will break in 
Upon occaſion. Mir. Thou ſhalt rule me, Andrew. 
O th' infinite fright that will aſſail this Gentleman! 
The Quarterns, Tertians, and Quotidians 
That will hang like Serjeants on his W orſhip's Shoulders 
The Humiliation of the Fleſh of this Man! | 
This grave auſtere Man will be wondred at. 
How will thoſe ſolemn Looks appear to me, 
And that ſevere Face, that ſpake Chains and Shackles? 
OW 
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NowlT take him in the Nick, e'er I have done with him, 
He had better have ſtood between two panes of Wainſcot, 
And made his recantation in the Market, 
Than hear me conjure him. 
And. He mult paſs this way, 
To th' only Bed I have; he comes, ſtand cloſe. 
Enter Briſac, and Lilly. 

Bri, Well done, well done, give me my Night-cap. So. 
Quick, quick, untruſs me; I will truſs and trounce thee; 
Come, Wench, a Kiſs between each point; kiſs cloſe ; 
It is a ſweet Parentheſis. Lil. You're merry, Sir. 

Bri, Merry J will be anon, and thou ſhalt feel it, 
Thou ſhalt, my Lilly. © Lil. Shall I air your Bed, Sir? 

Bri. No, no, I'll uſe no Warming-panbut thine, Girl; 
That's all. Come kiſs me again. Lil. Ha' ye done yet? 

Bri. No; but I will do, and do wonders, Lilly. 
Shew me the way. Lil. Vou cannot miſs it, Sir; 
You ſhall have a Cawdle in the morning, for 
Your Worſhip's Breakfaſt. Bri. How i'th' morning Lilly? 


Th'art ſuch a witt thing to draw me on. 


Leave fooling, Lillh, I am hungry now, 


And th'haſt another Kickſhaw, I mult taſte it. 


Lil. "Twill make you ſurfeit, I am tender of you, 


Yhave all y'are like to have. Aud. Can this be earneſt? 


ir. It ſeems fo, and ſhe honeſt. Bri. Have I not 
Thy promiſe, Lilly? Lil. Yes, and have perform'd 
Enough to a Man of your Years, this is truth, 
And you ſhall find, Sir, you have kiſs'd and tous'd me, 
Handl'd my Leg and Foot; what wou'd you more, Sir? 
As for the reſt, it requires Vouth and Strength, 
And the labour in an old Man would breed Agues, 
Sciatica's, and Cramps; you ſhall not curſe me, 
For taking from you what you cannot ſpare, Sir. 
Be good unto your ſelf, y'have ta en already 
All you can take with eaſe; you are palt threſhing, 
It is a work too boiſterous for you, leave 
Such drudgery to Andrew. Mir. How ſhe jeers him? 

Lil. Let Andrew alone with his own Tillage, 

He's tough, and can manure it. Bri. Yare a Quean, 
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Aſcoffing jeering Quean. Lil. It may be fo, but 


Liihy is a Weft, a Stray, ſhe's yours to uſe, Sir, 
I claim no intereſt in her. Bri. Art thou ſerious? 


I'm ſure, PII ne er be yours. Bri. Do not provoke me, 
If thou doſt, I'll have my Farm again, and turn 
Thee out a begging. Lil. Though you have the Will, 
And want of Honeſty to deny your Deed, Sir, 
Yet I hope Andrew has got fo much Learning 
From my young Maſter, as to keep his own; 

At the worſt, I'll tell a ſhort tale to the Judges, 

For what grave ends you ſign'd your Leaſe, and on 
What Terms you wou'd revoke it. 

Bri. Whore, thou darſt not. | 
Yield, or I'll have thee whipt; how my Blood boils, 
As if *twere o'er a Furnace! Mir. I ſhall cool it. 

Bri. Vet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me, 

Pl] bea Friend to ye, ſuch a loving bountiful Friend 

Lil. To avoid Suits in Law, I wou'd grant a little, 
But ſhould fierce Andrew know it, what wou'd become 
Of me? And. A Whore, a Whore. 

Bri, Nothing but well, Wench, 
I will put ſuch a ſtrong Bit in his Mouth 
As thou ſhalt ride him how thou wilt, my Lilly: 
Nay, he ſhall hold the Door, as I will work him, 
And thank thee for the Office. Mir. Take heed, Andrew, 
Theſe are ſhrew'd Temptations. And. Pray you know 
Your Cue, and ſecond me, Sir; By your Worſhip's favour. 

Bri. Andrew 3 | I 

And. J come in time to take Poſſeſſion 2 
Of th' Office you aſſign me; hold the Door, 1 
Alas 'tis nothing for a ſimple Man 3 1 
To ſtay without, when a deep Underſtanding 
Holds Conference within, ſay with his Wife: 

A trifle, Sir, I know I hold my Farm ; 7 
In Cuckold*s Tenure; you are Lord o'th' Soil, Sir, 
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Speak honeſt Andrew, ſince thou haſt o erheard us, 
And wink at ſmall faults, Man; Pm but a pidler, 
A little will ſerve my turn, thou'lt find enough 
When I've my Belly full; Wilt thou be private __ 
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Sure, you ve an Ague, you ſhake ſo with Choler; 
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And filent? Aud. By all means, I'll only have 
A Ballad made oft, ſung to ſome lewd Tune, 
And the Name of it ſhall be the Juſtice Trap: 
It will fell rarely with your Worſhip's Name, 
And Zitly's on the top. Bri. Seek not the ruin 
O' my Reputation, Andrew. And. Tis for your credit; 
Monſieur Briſac printed in Capital Letters 
Then paſted upon all the Poſts in Paris. 

Bri. No mercy, Andrew? 

And. O, it will proclaim you 
From th* City to the Court, and prove Sport Royal. 
Bri. Thou ſhalt keep thy Farm. 
Mir. He does afflict him rarely. 
And. You trouble me. Then his intent arriving, 


WW The Vizard of his Hypocriſie pull'd of 
= To the Jud ge Criminal. 


Bri. O, I am undone. - 
And. He's put out of Commiſſion with Diſgrace, 

And held uncapable of bearing Office 

Ever hereafter. This is my revenge, 

And this PII put in practice. Bri. Do but hear me. 
_ To bring me back from my Grammar to my Horn- 

It is unpardonable. Bri. Do not play the Tyrant; 


= Accept of compoſition. Lil. Hear him, Andrew. 


And. What compoſition? Bri, I'll confirm thy Farm, 
And add unto't an hundred Acres more | 
Adjoyning to it. And. Umb, this mollifies; 
But you're ſo fickle, and will again deny this, 
There being no Witneſs by. Bri. Call any Witneſs, 
preſently aſſure it. And. Say you ſo? 
Troth there's a Friend of mine, Sir, within hearing, 
That is familiar with all that's paſt, 
His Teſtimony will be authentical. 

Bri. Will he be ſecret? 

And. You may tye his Tongue up, 
As you would do your Purſe-ſtrings. 

Bri. Miramont. Mir. Ha, ha, ha. IE 

And. This is my Witneſs. Lord how you are troubled ?. 


Vol. I. Gs He's 
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He's your loving Brother, Sir, and will tell no Body, 
Bur all he meets, that you have eat a Snake, 


And are grown young, gameſome, and rampant. 
Bri. Caught thus? 


And. If he were one that would make jeſts of you, 
Or plague ye with rhe) Shiny religious Gravity 
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Ridiculous to your Neighbours, then you had 
Some cauſe to be N d. Bri. I ſhall become 
Diſcourſe for Nene and Taptters. 
And. Quick, Ly, quick. 
He's now paſt king, between point and point. 
He ſwoons, fetch him ſome Cordial — Now put in, Sir. 
Mir. Who may this be? Sure this is ſome miſtake : 
Let me ſee his Face, wears he not a falſe Beard? 
It cannot be Brzſac, that worthy Gentleman, 
The Pillar, and the Patron, of his Country; 
He is tco prudent and too cautelous, 
Experience has taught him to avoid theſe Fooleries, 
He is the Puniſher and not the Doer, 3 
Peſides he's old and cold, unfit for Women; 3 
This is {ome Counterfeit, he ſhall be whipt for't, Re 
Some baſe Abuſer of my worthy Brother. (Judges? 
Bri Open the Doors, will ye impriſon me? Are ye my 
Air. l he Man raves! T his is not judicious Briſac- 
Let now | think on't, a' has a kind of Dog look 
Like my Brother, 4 guilty hanging Face. 
Bri. I'll ſuffer bravely, do your worſt, do, do. x 
Mir. Why, it's manly in you. 7 
Bri. Nor will I rail, nor-curſe, - Bp 
You Slave, you W hore, I will not meddle with you, 6 
But all the Torments that e'er fell on Men, ; 
That fed on miſchief, fall heavily on you all. Exit. 
Lil. You have giv'n him a heat, Sir. bs 
Mir. He will ride you the better, Lilly. | 
And. We'll teach him to meddle As 38 
Mir. He ſhall mike good his promiſe to encreaſe thy 
Farm, Anarew, 
Or L' jeer him to Death; fear nothing, L:lly, 
I am uy Champion. This Jeſt goes to Charles, 
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And then I'll hunt him out, and Monſieur Euſtace 


The gallant Courtier, and laugh heartily 
To ſee em mourn together. And. "Twill be rare, Sir. 
| | Exeunt. 


ACT Y..$SCENE. 1. 


Enter Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 


Euft, T Urn'd out of Doors and baffled! 
Egre. We ſhare with you 
In the affront. Cow. Yet bear it not like you, 
With ſuch dejection. Euſt. My Coach and Horſes made 


The Ranſom of our Cowardice. 


Cw. Piſh, that's nothing, 
Tis Damnum reparabile, and ſoon recover d. 

Egre. It is but feeding a Suitor with falſe hopes, 
And after ſqueeze him with a dozen of Oaths. | 
You are new rigg'd, and this no more remembred. 
Euſt. And does the Court, that ſhould be the Example 
And Oracle of the Kingdom, read to us 
No other Doctrine? Egre. None that thrives ſo well 
As that, within my Knowledge, Cw. Flatt'ry rubs out, 


But fince great Men learn to admire themſelves, 
'Tis ſomething creſt-fallen. Egre. To be of no Religion, 


Argues a ſubtle moral Underſtanding, 

And is often cheriſhr. Euſt. Piety then, 

And Valour, nor to do nor ſuffer wrong, 

Are there no Virtues. Epre. Rather Vices, Euſtace, 
Fighting! What's fighting? It may be in faſhion, 
Among Prevant Swords, and 3 Men: 

But when us that ſwim in choice of Silks and Tiſſues, 
Though in defence of that word Reputation, Y 
Which is indeed a kind of glorious nothing, 

To loſe a dram of Blood muſt needs appear 

As coarſe as to be honeſt. Euſt. And all this 

You ſeriouſly believe, Cow. It is a Faith, 
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That we will die in, fince from the black Guard 
To the grim Sir, in Office, there are few | 
Hold other Tenets. Eyft. Now thy Eyes are open, 
And 1 behold a ſtrong neceſſity 
That keeps me Knave and Coward. 
Cow. Yeare the wiſer. 
Euſt. Nor can I change my Copy, if I purpoſe 
To be of your Society. Egre.. By no means. 
Euſt. Honour is nothing with you? 
Cw. A meer bubble; | 
For what's grown common, is no more regarded. 
Euſt. My Sword forc'd from me too, and ſtill detain'd, 
You think's no blemiſh. Egre. Get me a Battoon, 
*Tis twenty times more Courtlike, and leſs trouble. 
Ernſt. And yet you wear a Sword. 
Cow. Yes, and a good one, 
A Millan Hilt, and a Damaſco Blade, 
For Ornament, not Uſe, the Cotirt allows it. 
Euſt. Will't not fight of it ſelf? 
_Cw. Ir nya ms  } } }Þ _ 
Yet I have worn as fair as any Man, 
I'm fure I've made my Cutler rich, and paid 
For ſeveral Weapons, Turkiſh and Toledv's, . 
Two thouſand Crowns, and yet could never light 
Upon a fighting one. Euft. I'll borrow this, 
T like it well. Cw. *Tis at you ſervice, Sir, 
A Lath in a Velvet Scabbard will ſerve my turn- 
Hul. And now I have it, leave me; Y are infectious, 
The Plague and Leptofie of your baſeneſs ſpreading 
On all that do come near you; fach as you 
Render the Throne of Majeſty, the Court, 
Suſpected and contemptible; you are Scarabce's 
That batten in her dung, and have no Patats 
To taſte her curious Viands, and like Owls, 
Can only fee her night Deformities 
But with the glorious ſplendor of her Beautics 
You are ſtruck blind as Moles, that undermine 
The ſumptuous Building that allow'd you ſhelter: 
Lou ſtick like running Ulcers on her Face, by , 
* \n 


The Elder Brother. 453 


And taint the pureneſs of her native Candor, 
And being bad Servants, cauſe your Maſter's goodneſs 
To be diſputed of; make you the Court, 
Thar 1s the abſtract of all Academies, 
To teach and practice noble undertakings 
(Where Courage fits triumphant crown'd with Lawrel, 
And Wiſdom loaded with the weight of Honour) 
A School of Vices. Egre. What ſudden Rapture's this? 
Euſt. A Heavy nly one, that raiſing me from Sloth and 
F · ": - 
In which your Converſation long hath charm'd me) 
Carries me up into the air of Action, 
And knowledge of my ſelf ; even now I feel, 
But pleading only in the Court's defence, 
Though far ſhort of her merits and bright luſtre, 
A happy alteration, and full ſtrength | 
To ſtand her Champion againſt all the World, 
That throw Aſperſions on her. 
Cow. Sure he'll beat us, - 
I ſee it in his Eyes. Egre. A ſecond Charles, 
Pray look not, Sir, ſo furiouſly. Euſt. Recant 
What you have ſaid, ye Mungrils, and lick up 
The Vomit you have caſt upon the Court, we 
W here you unworthily have had warmth and brecding, 
And ſwear that you, like Spiders, have made Poiſon 
Of that which was a ſaving Antidote. 
 #pre. We will ſwear any thing. 
Cow. We honour the Court 8 
As a moſt ſacred Place. Egre. And will make Oath, 
If you enjoyn us to't, nor Knave, nor Fool, 
Nor Coward living in't. Euſt. Except you two, 
You Raſcals! Cow. Yes, we are all theſe, and more, 
If you will have it ſo. Euſt. And that until 
You are again reform'd and grown new Men, 
You ne'er preſume to name the Court, or preſs 
Into the Porter's Lodge bur for a penance,, 
To be diſciplin'd for your Roguery, and this done 
With true contrition. Both. Yes, Sir. Eſt, You again, 
May eat ſcraps, and be thankful. I 
„ ee Cm. 
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Gow. Here's a cold Breakfaſt 
After a ſhap Night'swalking. Euſt. HP your Oaths, 
And without grumbling vaniſh. . 

* We are gone, Sir. - [Exennt. 

ft. May all te poorneſs of my Spirit D with you. 
The hr on my Thraldom are fil'd. off, | 
And I at liberty to right my ſelf; _ 
And though my hope in Angelina s little, 
My Honour, unto which compar'd ſhe's nothing, 
Shall like the Sun di ſperſe thoſe lowring Clouds, 
'That yer obſcure and dim it ; not the name 
Of Brother ſhall divert me, but from him, 
That in the World's Opinion ruin'd me, 
I will ſeek Reparation, and call him _ | 
Unto a ſtrict Accompt. Ha! 'tis near Day, 
And if the Muſes Friend, Roſe-cheek'd e 
Invite him to this ſolitary Grove, 
As I much hope ſhe will, he ſeldom miſſing © 
Io pay his Vows here to her, I ſhall hazard 
To hinder his Devotions — The door opens. 
: Enter Charles. * 
'Tis he moſt certain, and by's ſide my Sword: 
Bleſt opportunity. Char. I have o'erſſept my ſelf, 
And loſt part of the Morn, but Þ'll recover it. TI 
Before I went to Ed, I wrote ſome Notes within my 
Table-book, which [ will now conſider. 
Ha! what means this? What do I with a Sword? 
 Learn'd Mercury needs not th'aid of Mars, and Innocence 
Is to it ſelf x Guard, yet ſince Arms ever 
Protect Arts, I may juſtly wear and uſc it, 
For fince 'twas mide my prize, I know not how 
I'm grown in Love with't, and cannot cat nor ſtudy, 
And much leſs walk without it. But I trifle, 
Matters of more weight ask my Judgement. 
Euſt. Now, Sir, 
Treat of no other Them, TM keep you to Met. 
And ſee v*expound it well. Char. Enſtacs! 
Diff. The ne, Fr, 
Your younger Erother, who as Duty binds him, Rt 
at 


The Elder Brother. 455 


Hath all this Night, turn'd out of Doors, attended, 
To bid Good-morrow t'ye. Char. This not in ſcorn, 
Commands me to return it. Wou'd you ought eiſe? 
Eꝛuſt. O much, Sir, here I end not, but begin; 

I muſt ſpeak to you in another ſtrain 

Than yet I ever us'd, and if the Language 

Appear in the delivery rough and harſh, 

You, being my Tutor, muſt condemn your ſelf, 
From whom ] learn'd it. Char. When | underſtand, 
Be't in what ſtyle you pleaſe, what's your demand, 

I ſhall endeavour in the ſelf- ſame Phraſe 

To make an anſwer to the point. Euſt. I come not 
To lay claim to your Birth-right, 'tis your own, 
And tis fit you enjoy it, nor ask I from you 


Your Learning and deep Knowledge; though I am not 


A Scholar as you are, I know them Diamonds 
By your ſole InduſtryF Patience and Labour 


Forc'd from ſteep Rocks, and with much toil attain'd, 


And but to few, that prize their value, granted, 
And therefore without Rival freely wear them. 


Char. Theſe not repin'd at, as you ſeem t'inform me, 


The motion muſt be of a ſtrange condit on, 
If I refuſe to yield to't; therefore, Euſtace, 
Without this tempeſt in your looks, propound it, 
And fear not a denial. Euſt. I require then, 
As from an Enemy and not a Brother, | 
The Reputation of a Man, the Honour, 
Not by a fair War won when I was waking, 
But in my ſleep of Folly raviſh'd from me; 
With theſe, the reſtitution of my Sword, 
With large acknowledgement of Satisfaction, 
My Coach, my Horſes, I will part with Life, 
F'er loſe one hair of them, and what concludes all, 
My Miſtreſs Angellina, as ſhe was 
Before the muſical Magick of thy Tongue 
Inchanted and ſedue'd her. Theſe perform'd, 
And with ſubmiſſion, and done publickly,” 
At my Father's and my Uncle's interceſſion, 
(That I put in to) I perhaps may liſten 1 
. Gg 4 To 
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To terms of Reconcilement; but if theſe 
In every circumſtance are not ſubſcrib'd to, 
To the laſt gaſp I defie thee. Char. Theſe are ſtrict 
Conditions to a Brother. Hit. My. reſt is up, 
Nor will I go leſs. Char. I'm no Gameſter, Euſtace, 
Yet I can gueſs your reſolution ſtands * 
To win or loſe all; I rejoyce to find ye 
Thus tender of your Honour, and that at length 
You underſtand what a wretched thing you were, 
How deeply wounded by your ſelf, and made 
Almoſt incurable, in your own hopes; 
The dead fleſh of pale Cowardiſe growing over 
Your feſtred Reputation, which no Balm 
Or gentle Unguent ever cou'd make way to 
And I am happy, that I was the Surgeon, 
That did apply thoſe burning Corroſives, 
That render you already ſenſible 
Ok'th' danger you were plung'd in, teaching you, 
And by a fair Gradation, how far, I 
And with what curious reſpect and carc 
The peace and credit of a Man within 
(Which you r&er thought till now) ſhould be preferr'd 
Before a gawdy outſide, pray you fix here, 
For ſo far I go with you. Euft. This diſcourſe | 
Is from the ſubje&. Char. I'll come to it, Brother, 
But if you think to build upon my Ruins, 
You'll find a falſe Foundation: Your high offers, 
Taught by the Maſters of Dependencies, 
That by compounding differences *:ween others 
Supply their own neceſſities, with me 
Will never carry't : As you are my Brother, 
I would deſpence a little, but no more 
Than Honour can give way to; nor muſt 1 
Deftroy that in my ſelf I love in you; 
And therefore let not Hopes nor Threats perſuade yon, 
Iwill deſcend to any Compoſi tion | 
For which I may be cenſur'd. Euſt. You ſhall fight then. 
Oo Char, With much unwillingneſs with you, but if 
There's no Exaſion Ei. None. — 
* — : . 
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Char, Hear yet a words. 
As for the Sword and other Fripperics, - _ 
In a fair way ſend for them, you ſhall have em, 
But rather than ſurrender Angellina, 
Or hear it again mention'd, I oppoſe 
My Breaſt unto loud Thunder, caft behind me 


"oY 


All tyes of Nature. Euſt. She detain'd, I'm deaf 


To all Perſuafion. Char. Guard thy ſelf then, Euſtace: 


In uſe no other Rhetorick. 
Enter Miramont. 
Mir. Claſhing of Swords | 
So near my Houſe! Brother oppos'd to Brother 
Here is no fencing at half Sword; hold, hold, 


Charles, Euſtace. *Euſt. Second him, or call in more help. 
Come not between us, I'll not know nor ſpare you; 


D'ye fight by th'Book? 
Char. Tis you that wrong me; off, Sir, 
And ſuddenly Fll conjure down the Spirit 
That I have rais'd wy 5 Euſt. Never Charles, 
Till thine, and in thy Death, be doubled in me. 


Mir. I'm out of Breath, yettruſtnot too much to't, Boys; 


For if you pauſe not ſuddenly, and hear Reaſon. 

Do, kill your Uncle, do, but that I'm patient, 

And not a cholerick old teaſty Foo. 

Like your Father, I'd dance a Matachin with you, 
Shou'd make you ſweat your beſt Blood fort; I wou'd, 
And it may be I will. Charles, I command thee, 

And Euſtace I intreat thee, th art a brave Spark, 

A true tough-metall'd Blade, and | begin | 
To love thee heartily, give me a fighting Courtier, 
Fl cheriſh him for example; in our Age | 
They're not born every Day. Char. You of late, Sir, 
Inmeloy'd Learning. Mir. True, but take me w'ye,Charles; 
"Twas when young Euſtace wore his Heart in's Breeches, 
And fought his Battels in Compliments and Cringes, 
When's Underſtanding wav'd in a flanting Feather, 
And his beſt Contemplation look'd no further 

Than a new-faſhion'd Doublet; I confeſs then 

The lofty noiſe your Greek made, only:pleas'd me, 1 
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But now he's turn'd an Oliver and a Rowland, © 
Nay the whole dozen of Peers are bound up in him ; 
Let me remember, when I was of his Years, 
I did look very like him; and did you ſee 
My Picture as I was then, you would ſwear _ 
That gallant Euſtace, (I mean, now he dares fight) 
Was the true Subſtance and the perfect Figure, 
Nay, nay, no anger, you ſhall have enough, Charles. 
_ Char. Sure, Sir, I ſhall not need addition from him. 
Euſt. Nor I from any, this ſhall decide my Intereſt, 
Though I am loſt to all deſerving Mn. 
To all that Men call good, for ſuff ring tamely 
Infufferable wrongs, and juſtly ſlighted, 
By yielding to a minute of delay © + | 
In my Revenge, and from that made a Stranger 
Unto my Father's Houſe and Favour, o'erwhelm'd 
With all diſgraces, yet I will mount upward, 
And force my ſelf a Fortune, though my Birth | 
And Breeding do deny it. &har. Seek not, Euſtace, 
By violence what will be offer'd to you, 
On eaſter Compoſition; though I was not 
Ally'd unto your weakneſs, you ſhall find me - 
A Brother to your bravery of Spirit. 
And one that not compell'd to't by your Sword, 
(Which I muſt vever fear) will ſhare with you, 
In all but Angelina. Mir. Nobly faid, Charles, 
And learn from my Experience, you may hear Reiſon 
And never maim your fighting; for your credit, (me, 
W hich you thiak you have loſt, ſpare Charles, and ſwinge 
And ſound!y, three or four walking Velvet Cloaks, 
That wear no Swords to guard em, yet deſerve it, 
Thou art made up again. Euſt. All this is Lip-ſalye. 
Mir. It thall be Hearts-eaſe, Euſtace, cer I have done; 
As for they Father's anger, now thou darſt fight, 
Ne'er fear't, for I've the dowcets of his Gravity 
Faſt in a String, and will ſo pinch and wring him, 
That ſpight of his Authority, thou ſhalt make 
Thine own conditions with him. 
Euſt. Vl take leave N 
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A little to conſider. Char. Here comes An 2 
Mir. But without his Comical and learned Face. 


What ſad Diſaſter, Andrew? And. You may read, Sir, 


A Tragedy in my Face. Mir. Art thou in earneſt? 
And. Yes, by my life, Sir, and if now you help not, 
And ſpeedily by Force or by Perſuaſion, 
My good old Maſter (for now I pity him) is | 
Ruin'd for ever. Char. Ha, my Father! And. He, Sir. 
Mir. By what means? Speak. 
And. At the ſuit of Monſieur Lewis, 
His Houſe is ſeiz d upon, and he in Perſon 
Is under Guard, I ſaw it with theſe Eyes, Sir, 
To be convey'd to Paris, and there ſentenc'd. 


Mir. Nay, then there is no jeſting, Char. Dol live, 


And know my Father injur d? 
And. And what's worſe, Sir, 
My Lady Angellina ———Esft. What of her? 
And. She's carried away too. Mir. How? 
And. While you were abſent, | 
A crew of Monſieur Lewis's Friends and Kinſmen 
By force brake in at th' back part of the Houſe, 
And took her away by violence; faithful Andrew, 
As this can Witneſs for him, did his beſt _ | 
In her defence; but *twould not do. Mir. Away, 


- 
* 


And ſee our Horſes ſadled, tis no time 

To talk, but do: Euſtace, you now are offer'd 

A ſpatious Field, and in a pious War 

To exerciſe your Valour, here's a Cauſe, 

And ſuch a one, in which to fall is honourable, 
Your Duty and Reverence due to a Father's Name 
Commanding it; but theſe unnatural jars 

Ariſing between Brothers, ſhould you proſper, 


Wou'd ſhame your Victory. Euſt. I wou d do much, Sir, 


But ſtill my Reputation! Mir. Charles ſhall give you 
All decent Satisfaction; nay, joyn Hands, 
And heartily; why this is done like Brothers; 
And old as J am, in this Cauſe that concerns 
The Honour of our Family, Monſieur Lewis, 
If Reaſon cannot work, ſhall find and feel 


There's 
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There's hot Blood in this Arm, I'll lead you bravely. 
Ernſt. And if I follow not, a Coward's Name 
Be branded on my Forehead. Char. This Spirit makes you 
A ſharer in my Fortunes. Mir. And. in mine, 
Of which (Briſac once freed, and Angellina 


” ve 


Again in our Poſſeſſion) you ſhalt know 
My Heart ſpeaks, in m Tn >a 
Euſt. I dare not doubt it, Sir. 


SCENE II. 


En re Lewis, Briſac, Angellina, Sylvia, aud Officers. 


Lew. Im deaf to all Perſwaſion. Bri. I uſe none, 

Nor doubt I, though a while my Innocence ſuffers, 
But when the King ſhall underſtand how falſely 

Vour Malice hath inform'd him, he in juſtice 
Muſt ſet me right again. Ang. Sir, let not Paſſion 
So far tranſport you as to think in reaſon, 
This violent Courſe repairs, but ruins it; 
That Honour you wou'd build up you deſtroy; 


i * ow * * 


¶Exeunt. 


0 


What you would ſeem to nouriſh, if reſpe& 
Of my Preferment or my Reputation 


May challenge your paternal Love and Care, 
Why do you, now good Fortune has provided 
A better Husband for me than your hopes 
Could ever fancy, ſtrive. to rob me of him? 
In what is my Lord Charles defective, Sir? 
Unleſs deep Learning be a blemiſh in him 
Or well proportiow'd Limbs be Mulcts in Nature, 
Or what you only aim'd at, large Revenues, 
Are on the ſudden grown diſtaſtful to you?? 
Of what can you, accuſe him? Lew. Of a Rape 
Done to my Honour, which thy rav'nous Luſt 
Made thee conſent to. . 
Hl. Her Luſt! Vou are her Father. 
Lew. And you her Bawd. 
Sl. Were you ten Lords, tis falſe, 
The pureneſs of her chaſt Thoughts entertain not VP 
$-- h — uch 
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Such ſpotted Inftruments. Aug. As I have a Soul, Sir. 
Lew. I am not to be alter'd; to fit down 
With this Diſgrace would argue me a Peaſant, 
And not born Noble: All rigour that the Law 
And that encreaſe of Pow'r by favour yields, 
Shall be with all ſeyerity inflicted; 
You have the King's Hand for't ; no Bayl will ſerve, 
And therefore at your Perils, Officers, away with em. 
Bri. This is madneſs. Lem. Tell me ſo in open Court, 
And there I'll anſwer you. 
Enter Miramont, Charles, Euſtace, and Andrew. 
Mir. Well overtaken. 
Char. Ill, if they dare reſiſt. Euſt. He that advances 
But one ſtep forward, dies. Lew. Shewthe King's Writ. 
Mir. Shew your Difcretion, twill become you better. 
Char. You're once more in my power, and if again 
I part with you, let me for ever loſe thee. | 
Euſt. Force willnot'do't, nor threats, accept rhisService 
From your deſpair'd of Euſtace. And. And beware 
Your reverend Worſhip never more attempt 
To ſearch my Lilly-poz, you ſee what follows. 
Lew. Is the King's Pow'r contemn'd? 
Mir. No, but the torrent 
O' your wilful Folly ſtopp'd. And for you, good Sir, 
If you wou'd but be ſenſible, what can you wi 
But the Satisfaction of an obſtinate Will, 
That is not tender'd to you; Rather than 
Be croſs'd in what you purpos'd,. you'll undo 
Your Daughter's Fame, the credit of your Judgment, 
And your old fooliſh Neighbour; make your States, 
And in a Suit not worth a Cardecue, #9 
A prey to Advocates, and their buckram Scribes, = 
And after they have plum'd ye, return home 
Like a couple of naked Fowls without a Feather. 
Char. This is a moſt ſtrong truth, Sir. 
Mir. No, no; Monfieor,  '. 
Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge, 
But when our Follies are repell'd by Reaſon, 


"Tis fit that we retreat, and nc'er come on more: 
| | Obſerve 
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- Obſerve my learned Charles, he'll get thee a Nephew 

On Angellina, ſhall diſpute in her Belly, 

And ſuck the Nurſe by Logick. And here's Euſtace, 

He was an Aſs, but now is grown an Amadis; 

Nor ſhall he want a Wife, if all my Land 

For a Joynture can effect it: You're a good Lord, 

And of a gentle Nature, in your Looks. 

I ſee a kind Conſent, and it ſhews lovely: 

And do you hear old Fool? but ll not chide, 

Hereafter, like me, ever doat on Learning, 

The meer Belief is excellent, twill fave you; 

And next love Valour, though you dare not fight _ 

Yourſelf, or fright a fooliſh Officer; young Euſtace 

Can do it to a hair. And to conclude, 1 

Let Andrew's Farm b'encreas'd, that is your Penance, 

You know for what, and ſee you rut no more, 

You underſtand me. So embrace on all ſides. 
PII pay thoſe Billmen, and make large amends 

Provided we preſerve you ſtill our Friends. 


 [Exeunt omnes. 


* 


. 
2 


* 


* 


— - ” - 
. W — 2 8 
MAS : \\) K 0 
EAR >a," N y 


Ih 


44d 


h 


— 


44 
8 oy > 7 : f fs 
. 2 \ bY g 


THE | 5 
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AIS not the Hands, or Smiles, or common 


Wa 

of . to a well-lik'd Play, 
M' only hope; But that you freely would 
To th Author's Memory, ſo far unfold, 
And fhew your Loves and Liking to bis Nit, 
Not in your Praiſe, but often ſeeing it ; 
That being the grand Aſſurance that can give 
The Poet and the Player Means to live. 
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The End of the Firſt Volume. 
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THE 


PROLOGUE. 


J* roll ye, Gentlemen, we have a Play, 

A new one too, and that tis launch'd to Day, 

The Name ye know, that's nothing to my Story; 

To tell ye, tis familiar, void of Glory, 

Of State, of Bitterneſs; M youll ſay, 

For that is now held Wit, that tends that way, 

Which we avoid: To tell ye ton tis merry, 

And meant to make ye pleaſant, and not weary : 

The Stream that guides ye, eafie to attend: 

To tell ye that tis good, is to no end, 

IF you 58 not. Nay, to go thus far, 

To ſwear it, if you ſwear againſt, is War. 

To aſſure you any thing, unleſs you ſee, 

And ſo concerue, is Vanity in me; 

Therefore ] leave it to it 0 and pray, 

Like a good Bark, it may work out to day, 

And ſtem all Doubts, iwas built for ſuch a proof, 

And we hope highly : if ſbe lye aloof 

For her own vantage, t0 give Wind at will, 

Why let ber work, only be you but ſtill, 

And ſweet opinion d, and we are bound to ſay, 
Tou are " Judges, and you crown the Play. 
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| Dramatis Perſone. 
M - E N. 


ON Henrique, an uxorious Lord, cruel to 
his Brother. 


Lon Jamie, younger Brother to Don Henrique. 


Bartolus, a covetous Lawyer, Husband ts Amaranta. 


Leandro, a Gentleman who ad loves the 
Lawyjer's Wife. „ 

Angelo, 8. | | 

Milanes, Three Gentlemen Friends ro Leandro 

Arſenio, 5 

Aſcanio, Fon to Don Henrique. 

Octavio, „eee Husband to Jacintha. 

Lopez, the Spaniſh Curate. 

Diego, his Sexton. 

Aſſiſt nt, which we call a Judge. 

Algaziers, whom we call Jerfeants.. 


Four Pariſhioners, Appariter Singers, 8 ervants. 


WOMEN. 


Violante, ſuppoſed: nile to Don Se 
Jacintha, formerly contracted to Don Henrique. 
Amaranta, Wife to Bartolus. 
A Waman Moor, Servant to Amaranta. 


SCENE SPAIN. 
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LATE 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Enter Angelo, Milanes, and Arſenio. 
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Arſ. Fie upon 


This is prophane. 1 

ctor, do not ſchool me 

For a fault you are not free from: On my life, 
Were all Heirs in Corduba p 


Mil. Good Do 


ARSENTO. 
Eandro paid all. 

Mil. Tis his uſual cuſtom, 
And requiſite he ſhould : He has now pur 
The Funeral black, (your rich Hei 


with Joy, 


thee. 


A3 


ut to their Oaths, 


(off 


T Wears 


ther 


When he pretends to weep for his dead Fa- 
Your gathering Sires ſo long heap muck together, 
That their kind Sons, to rid them of their care, 
With them in Heav'n; or if they take a taſte 

Of Purgatory by the way, it matters not, 

Provided they remove hence; what is befaln 

To his Father, in the other World, I ask not; 

I am ſure his Prayer is heard: Would I could uſe one 
For mine, in the ſame method. 


They 
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They would confeſs with me, tis a ſound Tenet : 
1 am ſure Leandro does. N | 
Arſ. He is th Owner 
Of a fair Eſtate. - 1 2 
Mil. And fairly he deſerves it, 
He's a Royal Fellow; yet obſerves a mean 
In all his courſes, careful too on whom 
He ſhowers his Bounties: He that's liberal 
To all alike, may do a good by Chance, 
But never out of? Judgment: This invites 
The prime Men of the City to frequent 
All places he reſorts to, and are happy 
In his ſweet Converſe. 
Arſ. Don Jamie, the Brother 
To the Grandee Don Henrique, appears much taken 
With his Behaviour... ; 
Mil. There is ſomething more in't: 
He needs his Purſe, and knows how to make uſe on't. 
*Tis now in faſhion for your Don, that's poor, 
To vow all Leagues of Friendſhip with a Merchant 
That can ſupply his wants, and howſoe'er 
Don Jamie's noble born, his elder Brother 
Don Henrique rich, and his Revenues long ſince 
Enereas d by marrying with a wealthy Heir, 
Call'd Madam Violante, he yet holds 
A hard hand o'er Jamie, allowing him 
A bare Annuity only. 
Arſ. Vet 'tis ſaid 
He hath no Child, and by the Laws of Spain, 
If he die without Iſſue, Don Famie 
Inherits his Eſtate. 
Mil. Why that's the reaſon 385 
Of their ſo many jars: Though the young Lord 
Be ſick of the elder Brother, and in reaſon 
Shou'd flatter, and obſerve him, he's of a Nature 
Too bold and fierce to ſtoop ſo, but bears up, 
Preſuming on his hopes. 
 Arſ. What's the young Lad 
That all of em make ſo much of? 
Mil. Tis a ſweet one, 
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And the beſt condition d Youth I ever ſaw yet, 
So humble, and ſo affable, that he wins 
The love of all that know him, and ſo modeſt, 
That, in deſpight of Poverty, he wou'd ſtarve 
Rather than ask a courteſie. He's the Son 
Of a poor caſt-Captain, one Octavio; 
And She, that once was call'd the fair Facintha, 
Is happy in being his Mother: For his ſake, 

Enter Jamie, Leandro, and Aſcanio. 
Though in their Fortunes faln, they are eſteem'd of, 
And cheriſh'd by the beſt. O here they come. 

I now may ſpare his Character, but obſerve him, 
He'll juſtifie my report. 
Jam. My good Aſcanio, 
Repair more often to me; above Women 
Thou ever ſhalt be welcome. 
Aſc. My Lord, your favours 
May quickly teach a raw untutor'd Youth 
To be both rude and fawcy. 
Lean. You cannot be 
Too frequent where you are ſo much defir'd : 
And give me leave, dear Friend, to be your Rival 
In part of his Affection; I will buy it 
At any rate. +l 
Fam. Stood I but now poſleſs'd 
Of what my future hope preſages to me, 
then would make it clear thou hadſt a Patron 
That wou'd not ſay but do: Yet as I am, 
Be mine, I'll not receive thee as a Servant, 
But as my Son, and though I want my felt, 
No Page attending in the Court of Hain 
Shall find a kin der Maſter. 
Aſc. I beſcech you 
That my Refuſal of ſo great an offer 
May make no ill Conſtruction, tis not Pride 
(That common Vice is far from my condition} 
That makes you a denial to receive 
A favour I ſhou'd ſue for: Nor the faihion 
Which the Country follows, in which to be a Scrvant 
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Of Poverty, is held an Argument 376-7 


Of a baſe abject Mind, I wiſh, my Years 

Were fit to do you Service in a nature 

That might become a Gentleman (give me leave 

To think my {elf one.) My Father ſerv'd the King 

As a Captain in the Field; and though his Fortune 

Return'd him home a poor Man, he was rich 

In Reputation, and W ounds fairly taken ; 

Nor am I by his ill ſucceſs deterr'd, 

I rather feel a ſtrong deſire that ſways me 

To follow his Profeſſion, and if Heav'n 

Hath mark'd me out to be a Man, how proud, 

In the ſervice of my Country, ſhou'd I be, 

Io trail a Pike under your brave command! | 

There, I wou'd follow you as a Guide to Honour, 

Though all the Horrors of the War made up 
To ſtop my Paſſage. 

Jam. Thou art a hopeful Boy, 

And it was bravely ſpoken : For this anſwer, 

I love thee more than ever. 
Mil. Pity ſuch Seeds 

Of promiſing Courage ſhou'd not grow and proſper. 
Ang. W hatever his reputed Parents be, 

He hath a Mind that ſpeaks him right and noble. 


Lean. You make himbluſh: It needs not, ſweet Aſcanio, 


Me may hear Praiſes when they are deſerv'd, 

Our Modefty unwounded. By my life 

I wou'd add ſomething to the building up 

So fair a Mind. and if till you are fit 

To bear Arms in the Field, you'll fpend ſome Years 
In Salamanca, I'll ſupply your Studies 

With all conveniences. 

Aſc. Your Goodneſs, Signiors, 

And charitable Favours overwhelm me. 

If I were of your Blood, you cou'd not be 
More tender of me: What then can J pay, 

A poor Boy and a Stranger, but a Heart 

Bound to your Service? With what willingneſs 
1 wou'd receive, good Sir, your noble Offer, 

Heay'n can bear witneſs for me: But alas, 


Shou'd 
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Should I embrace the means to raiſe my Fortunes, 
I muſt deſtroy the Lives of my poor Parents, 
To whom I owe my being, they in me 
Place all their comforts ; and, as if I were 
The light of their dim Eyes, are ſo indulgent 
They cannot brook one ſhort day's abſence from me ; 
And, what will hardly win belief, though young, 
I am their Steward and their Nurſe : The ounties 
Which others beſtow on me ſerves to ſuſtain em, 
And to forſake them in their Age, in me 
Were more than Murther, 
-__—.  Euter Henrique. 

Ang. This is a kind of begging 
Would make a Broker charitable. 

Mil. Here, ſweet heart, I wiſh it were more. 
Lean. When this is ſpent, ſeek for ſupply from me. 
Fam. Thy Piety , 

For ever be remembred: Nay take all, 
Though 'twere my Exhibition to a Ryal 
For one whole year. 
Aſc. High Heav'ns reward your Goodneſs. 
Hen. So Sir, is this a Slip of your own Grafting, 
You are fo prodigal ? 
Fam, A Slip, Sir? 
Be. Ye," 
A Slip; or call it bythe proper Name, 
Your Baſtard. 
Fam. You are foul-mouth'd; do not provoke me, 
I ſhall forget your Birth if you proceed, ; 
And uſe you, as your Manners do deſerve, uncivilly. 
Hen. So brave! Pray you give me hearing, 
Who am I, Sir? 
Jam. My Elder Brother: One - 
That might have been born a Fool, and ſo reputed, 
But that you had the luck to creep into” 
The World a Year before me. 
Lean. Be more temperate. 
Fam. 1 neither can nor will, unleſs I learn it 
Py this Example: Let him uſe his harſh 
Unſavoury Reprehenſions upon thoſe 4 
hat 


J 
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And in mine own defence, I am no Gull 


That are his Hinds, and not on me. The Land 
Our Father left to him alone rewards hi 

For being twelve Months elder; let that be 
Forgotten, and let his Paraſites remember 
One quality of Worth or Virtue in him, 
That may authorize him to be a Cenſurer 

Of me, or my Manners, and I will 


Acknowledge him for a Tutor ; till then, never. 


Hen. From whom have you your means, Sir ? 
Fam. From the Will 


Of my dead Father; I am ſure I ſpendnot, 


Nor give't upon your Purſe. 


Hen. But will it hold out without my help? 
Fam. I am ſure it ſhall, I'll ſink elſe, 
For ſooner I will ſeek aid from a Whore, 
Than a courteſie from you. 
Hen. Tis well; you are proud of 
Vour new Exchequer, when you have cheated him, 
And worn him to the quick, I may be found 
In the Liſt of your acquaintance. 
Leon. Pray you hood. 
And give me leave, my Lord, to ſay thus much, 


Tobe wrought on by perſuaſion; nor no Coward 

To be beaten out of my means, but know to whom 

And whyl give or lend, and will do nothing 

But what my Reaſon warrants; you may be 

As ſparing as you pleaſe, I muſt be hold 

To make uſe of my own, without your Licence. 

Fam. Pray thee let him alone, he is not worth thy 


All that he do's, Leandro, is for my good; (Anger. 


I rhink there's not a Gentleman of Spain 


That has a better Steward, than I have of him. 


Hen. Your Steward, Sir? 

Fam. Yes, and a provident one. 
Why, he knows I am giv'n to large Expence, 
And therefore lays 5 me: Could you believeelſe 
That he, that ſixteen years hath worn the Yoke 
Of barren Wedlock, without hope of Iſſue, 
His Coffers full, his Lands and Vineyards fruitful, PEO 

| | ou 
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Take uſe upon uſe, and cut the Throats of Heirs 
With coz'ning Mortgages: Rack your poor Tenar ts, 
Till they look like ſo many Skeletons : 


Have hurried you to the Devil, ever remember 
All was rak' d up for me, your thankful Brother, 


ut 
Li 3 ARS. 


To keep your Ghoſt from walking. 


| Pluto's flame-colour'd Daughter ſhall be free. 
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Cou'd be ſo ſold to baſe and ſordid Thrift, 
As almoſt to deny himſelf the means 
And neceſſaries of Life? Alas, he knows 
The Laws of Spain appoint me for his Heir, 
Thar all muſt come to me, if I out-live hi 
Which ſure I muſt do, by the courſe of Nature, 
And the aſſiſtance of good Mirth, and Sack, 
How ever you prove Melancholy. 
Hen. If I live, thou dearly ſhalt repent this. 
Jam. When thouart dead, I am ſure I ſhall not. 
Mil. Now they begin to burn like oppos'd Meteors. 
Arſ. Give them line, and way, my Life for Don Jamie. 
Jam. Continue ſtill 
The excellent Husband, and join Farm to Farm, 
Suffer no Lordſhip, that in a clear day 
Falls in the proſpect of your covetous Eye 
To be anothers; forget you are a Grandee; 


For want of Food; and when that Widows Curſes, 
The Ruins of antient Families, Tears of Orphans 


That will dance merrily upon your Grave, 
And perhaps give a double Piſtolet 
To ſome poor needy Frier, to ſay a Ma's 


Hen. Thar the Law 
Should force me to endure this! 

Fam. Verily, : | 
When this ſhall come to pals, as ſure it will, 
If you can find a Loop-hole, though in Hell, 
To look on my Behaviour, you ſhall ſee me 
Ranſack your Iron Cheſts, and once again 


To domineer in Taverns, Maſques, and Revels, 
As ſhe was us'd before ſhe was your Captive. 
Methinks the meer conceit of it ſhould make you 
So home ſick, and diſtemper'd; if it do's, 4 
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I'll ſend gu a Doctor of mine own, and after 
Take order for your Funeral. 
Hen. You have ſaid, Sir; 
I will not fight with Words, but Deeds to tame you, 
Reſt confident I will, and thou ſhalt wiſh 
This day thou hadſt been Dumb. —— [Exit 
Mil. Vou have giv'n him a heat, SET 
But with your own Diſtemper. 
Jam. Not a whit, | | 
Now heis from mine Eye, I can be merry, 
Forget the cauſe and him : All Plagues go with him, 
Let's talk of ſomething elſe: What News is ſtirring ? 
Nothing to paſs the time? | 
Mil. Faith it is ſaid 
That the next Summer will determine much 
Of that we long have talk'd of, touching the Wars. 
Lean. What have we todo with them? Let us diſcourſe 
Of what concerns our ſelves. Tis now in Faſhion | 
To have your Gallants ſet down in a Tavern, (what 
What the Arch-Duke's Purpoſe is the next Spring, and 
Defence my Lords, the States, preparez what courſe 
The Emperor takes againſt the encroaching Turk, 
And whether his Moony-ſtandards are deſign'd 
For Perſia or Polonia; and all this WW 2 
The wiſer ſort of State-Worms ſeem to know” 


Better than their own Affairs: This is Diſcourſe” 


Fit for the Council it concerns; we are young, 
And if that I might give the Theme, twere better 
To talk of handſome Women. - 
Mil. And that's one, almoſt as general. 
Arſ. Vet none agree who are the faireſt. 
Lean. Some web» the French, 
For their conceited Dreſſings: Some the plump 


Tralian Bona-Robas, ſome the State 


That ours obſerve; and I have hear | cone ſwear, 
A merry Friend of mine, that once in Londom 
He did enjoy the Company of a Gameſter, + 

A common Gameſter too, that in one Night 
Met him th' Iralian, French, and Spaniſh ways, 
And ended in the Dutch; for to cool her 1c, | 
| x She 
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She kiſs'd him drunk in the Morning. 
Jam. We may ſpare 

The Travel of our Tongues in foreign Nations, 
When in Corduba, if you dare give Credit 
To my Report, tor I have ſeen her, Gallants, 
Therelives a Woman, ofa mean Birth too, 
And meanly match'd, whoſe all-excelling Form 
Diſdains Compariſon with any She 
That puts in fora fair one, and though you borrow 
From every Country of the Earth the beſt 
Of thoſe Perfections, which the Climate yields 
To help to make her up, if put in Ballance 
This will weigh down the Scale. 
Lean. You talk of Wonders. 
Fam. She is indeed a wonder, and ſo kept, 
And, as the World deſerv'd not to behold 
W hat curious Nature made without a Pattern, 
Whoſe Copy ſhe hath loſt too, ſhe's ſhut up, 
Sequeſtred from the World. 
Lean. Who is the Owner of ſuch a Jem? I am fu'd: 

Jam. One Bartolus, 
A wrangling Advocate. 
Arſ. A Knave on Record. . 
Mil. T am ſure he cheated me of the belt part 
Of my Eſtate. 
Jam. Some Buſineſs calls me hence, 
And of importance, which denies me leiſure 
To give you his full Character: In few words, 
Though rich, he's covetous beyond Expreſſion, 
And to encreaſe his heap, will dare the Devil, 
And all the plagues of Darkneſs: Andto theſe 
So Jealous, as if you wou'd parallel 
Old Argus to him, you muſt multiply 
His Eyes an hundred times: Of theſe none ſleep. 
He that would charm the heavieſt Lid muſt hire 
A better Mercury, than Fove made uſe of: 

| Bleſs your ſelves from the Thought of him and her, 
For 'twill be labour loſt : So farewel Signiors. [ Ext. 
Ji. Leandro? In a Dream? Wake Man, for ſhame. 


— 


478 The Spaniſh Curate. 
Mil. Trained into a Foot's Paradiſe, with a Tale 


Of an imagin'd Form. 
Lean. is is 
And with a forg'd Tale +} not wrong his Friend, 
Nor am I fo much fir d with Luſt as Envy, 
That ſuch a Churl as Barrolus ſhould reap 
So ſweet a Harveſt ; half wy State to any 
To help me to a ſhare. 
Arſ. Tuſh, do not hope bor Impoſhbiliies. 
Lean. I muſt enjoy her, 
And my prophetick Love tells me 1 ſhall, 
Lend me but your Aſſiſtance. 
Arſe. Give it o'er. 
Mil. I would not have thee fool'd. 
Lean. I have ſtrange Engines 
Faſhioning here, FR pp" yon. We on the Anvil; 
Diſſwade me not, but help me. 
Mil. Take your Fortune, 
If you come off well, praiſe your Wit; if not, 
Expect to be the fubjeR of our Laughter, ¶ Exeunt. 


ki $ C BN E H. 
= Enter Octavio, and Jacintha. 
1 Fac. You mer Don Henrique « 2 


G. Yeu 
Fac. W hat comfort bring you ? 
Speak chearfully: How did my Letter work 

On his hard Tempe? I am fure I wrote it 
So fcelingly, and with the Pen of Sorrow, 
That it muſt force Compunction. 

OZ. You are ——_ ; 
Can you with one Hand a falling Tow'r? 
Or with the other ſtop the raging Main, 
When it breaks in on the Uſurped Shore? 
Or any thing that is impoffible? 
And then conclude that there is ſome way left, 
To move him to Compaſſion. 

Fac. Is there a Juftice 

Thunder, my Octavio, and he 


Not 
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Nor ſunk unto the Center ? 

Od. Good FJacintba, 
With your long practis'd Patience bear Afflictions; 
And by provoking call not on Heav'ns anger; 
He did not only ſcorn to read your Letter, 
But, moſt Inhuman as he is, he curs'd you, 
Curs'd you moſt bitterly. 8 hom 

Fac. The bad Man's Charity. 
Oh that I cou'd forget there were a Tye, 
In me, upon him! or the relief I ſeek, 
If given, were Bounty in him, and not Debt, 
Dept of a dear Accompt! 

&. Touch not that String, | 
*Twill but increaſe your Sorrow; and tame Silence, 
The Balm of the oppreſſed, which hitherto 
Hath eas'd your griev'd Soul, and preſerv'd your Fame, 
Muſt be your Surgeon ſtill. | | 

Fac. It the Contagion ER 
Of my Misfortunes had not ſpread it ſelf 
Upon my Son Aſcanio, —_ my wants 
Were centuply'd upon my felf, I cou'd be patient: 
But he is fo good, I ſo miſerable, 
His pious Care, his Dury, and Obedience, 
And all that can be wiſh'd for from a Son, 
Diſcharg'd to me, and I, barr'd of all means 
To return any ſcruple of the Debt 
I owe him as a Mother, is a Torment, 
Too painfull to be born. 

_ OF. I ſuffer with you, 

In that; yet find in this aſſurance Comfort, 
High Heav'n ordains, whoſe Purpoſes cannot alter, 
Children, that pay Obedience to their Parents, 
Shall never beg their Bread. 

MY Enter Aſcanio. 
Fac. Here comes our Joy, 
Where has my deareſt been? 
Aſc. J have made, Mother, 

A fortunate Voyage, and brought home rich Prize, 
In a few hours: The Owners too contended, 
From whom I took it. See here's Gold, good ſtore too, 


Nay, pray you take it. Fac, 
. - 2 
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Fac. Mens Charities are ſo cold, _ 
That if I knew not thou wert made of Goodneſs, . 
"T would breed a Jealouſie in me, by what means 
Thou cam'ſt by ſuch a Sum. 
Aſc.. Were it ill got, "REO 
I am ſure it could not be employ'd ſo well, 
As to relieve your Wants. Some noble Friends, 
Rais'd by Heav*ns Mercy to me, not my Merits, 
Beſtow'd it on me. 4 
Od. It were a Sacrilege 
To rob thee of their Bounty, ſince they gave it 
To thy ule only. 5 
Fac. Buy thee brave Cloaths with it, 
And fit thee for a Fortune, and leave us 
To our neceſſities; why do'ſt thou weep? 
Aſc. Out of my Fear I have offended you; 
For had I not, I am ſure you are too kind, 
Foot to accept the Offer of my Service, 
n which I am a Gainer ; I have heard 
My Tutor ſay, of all aereal Fowl 
The Stork's the Embleme of true Piety; 
Becauſe when Age hath ſeiz d upon her Dam, 
And made unfit for flight, the re oung one 
Takes her upon his Back, provides her Food, 
Repaying ſo her tender care of him, 
E'er he was fit to fly, by bearing her 
Shall I then, that have Reaſon and Diſcourſe, 
That tell me all I can do is too little, 
Be more unnatural than a filly Bird? 
Or feed or cloath my ſelf ſuperfluouſly, : on. 
And know, nay ſay ſee you want? holy Saints keep me. 
Fac. Can I be wretched, _ | 4+ 500; 
And know my ſelf the Mother to ſuch Goodneſs? 
Oct. Come let us dry our Eyes, we'll have a Feaſt, 
Thanks to our little Steward. T7. 60 
Fac. And in him, 
Belicve that we are rich. \ 


Aſc. I'm ſure J am, ® 


While I have Pow'r to comfort you, and ſerve you. 
Exeunt. 


SCENE 


9. 
or" 
5 * 


* 
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%%% RENE HO, 


Enter Henrique, and Violante. 


Viol. Is it my Fault, Don Henrique, or my Fate? 
What's my Offence? I came young to your Bed, 
I had a fruitful Mother, and you met me ö 
With equal Ardour in your May of Blood; 
And why then am I barren? 

Hen. Tis not in Man 
To yield a Reaſon for the will of Heav'n, 
Which is inſcrutable. . | 

Viol. To what ule ſcrve i 
Full Fortunes, and the meaner ſort of Bleſſings, 
When that, which is the Crown of all our Wiſhes, 
The period of human Happineſs, - qr 
One only Child that may poſſeſs what's ours, 
Is cruelly deny'd us? 5 

JJͤĩ1 ;20iꝗ. beer +5 cs 
Of great Eſtates to want thoſe Pledges, which 
The Poor are happy in: They in a Cottage, 
With Joy, behold the Models of their Youth, 
And as their Root decays, thoſe budding Branches 
Sprout forth and flouriſh, to renew their Age; 
But this is the beginning, not the end 
Of Miſery to me, that 'gainſt my will, 
Since Heay'n denies us Iſſue of our own, 
Muſt leave the fruit of all my Care and Travel 
To an unthankful Brother that inſults 
On my Calamity. es, 

Viol. I will rather chuſe | 
A Baſtard from the Hoſpital and adopt him, 
And nouriſh him as mine own. | 

Hen. Such an Evaſion, _ 
My Violante, is forbid to us; 
Happy the Roman State, where it was lawful, 
If our own Sons were vicious, to chuſe one 
Out of a virtuos Stock, though of poor Parents, 
And make him Noble. But the Laws of Spatn, 
Intending to preſerve all ancient Houſes, 
VO. II. 1 Prevent 
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Prevent ſuch free Elections; with this, my Brother's 
Too well acquainted, and this makes him bold 
To reign o'er me, as a Maſter. 

Viol. ] will fire 
The Portion I brought with me, e'er he ſpend 
A Ryal of it: No Quirk left? no Quiddit ; 
That may defeat him? 

Hen. Were 1 but confirm'd, 
That you wou'd take the means I uſe with Patience, 
As 1 mult practiſe it with my Diſhonour, 
I cou'd lay level with the Earth his hopes, 
That ſoar above the Clouds with Expectation, 


To ſee me in my Grave. 


Viol. Effect but this, 


And our Revenge ſhall be to us a Son 
That fhall inherit for us. 

Hen. Do not repent 
When 'tis too late. 

Viol. I fear not what may fall, 


He diſpoſſeſs'd that does Uſurp on all. Exeunt 


PIES. * ST 1 


— —„— 


6—— 


AST H SCENE 1 


Enter Leandro, with a Letter writ out, Milanes, and 
Arſenio. 


Mil. AN any thing but wonder? 
C Lean. Wonder on, SD 
Iam as ye ſee, and, what will follow, Gentlemen? 


Arſ. Why doſt thou put on this Form? what can this do? 
Thou look'ſt moſt ſillily. 


Mil. Like a young Clerk, 1 
A hali-pin'd Puppy that would write for a Ryal. 
Is this a commanding Shape to win a Beauty ? 
To what uſe, what occaſion ? 
Lean. Peace, ye are Fools, 
More ſilly than my Out- ſide ſeems, ye fre ignorant; 
They that pretend to Wonders muſt weave cunningly, 


Arſ. What manner of Acceſs can this get? or if gotten, 
What credit in her Eyes? Lean: 
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Lean. Will ye but leave me? 

Mil. Methinks a young Man and a handſom Gentleman, 

But ſure thou art Lunatick, methinks a brave Man 
That wou'd catch cunningly the Beams of Beauty, 
And fo diſtribute dem unto his Comfort, | 
Shou'd like himſelt appear, Voung, High, and Buxom, 
And in the brighteit torm. * 

Lean. Ye are cozen'd, Gentlemen, 

Neither do I believe this, nor will follow it: 
Thus as I am, I will begin my Voyage. 
When you love, lanch it out in Silks and Velvets, 
Il love in Serge, and will outgo your Sattins. 
To get upon my great Horſe and appcar 

The ſign of ſuch a Man, and trot my Meaſures, 
Or fiddle out whole froſty Nights, my Friends, 
Under the Window, while my Tecth keep Tune, 
I hold no handſomneſs. Let me get in, 

There trot and fiddle where 1 may have fair play. 

Arſ. But how get in? | 

Lean. Leave that to me, your Patience, | 
I have ſome Toys here that I dare well truſt to: 


| have ſmelt a Vicar out, they call him L-pez. 
Lou are ne'er the nearcr now. 


Mil. We do confeſs it. 
Lean. Weak ſimple Men, this Vicar to this Lawyer 
Is the moſt inward Damon. 
Arſ. What can this do? 
Mil. We know the Fellow, and he dwells there. 
Lean. So. 
Arſ. A poor, thin Thief: He help? he? hang the Vicar, 
Can reading of an prefer thee? 
Thou art dead-ſick in Love, and he'll pray for tbee. 
Lean. Have patience, Gentlemen, I ſay this Vicar, 
This thing, I ſay, is all one with the Clole Bartolus, 
For ſo they call the Lawyer, or his Nature 
Which I have ſtudied by Relation : 
And make no doubt I ſhall hit handſomly, 
Will I work cunningly, and home: Underſtand me, 
Enter Lopez, and Diego. 
Next I pray leave me, leave me to my Fortune 


B 2 Diicilia 


They eat nothing here, but Herbs, and get nothing but 


| Produce ſome few pin'd-Butter-prints, that ſcarce hold 


A ftrange fantaſtical Birth, to defraud the Vicar, 


| Lord what a Torment tis! 
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Difficilia pulchra, that's my Motto, Gentlemen, 
oy win this Diamond from the Rock and wear her, 
I Wis Vos 
Mil. Peace, the Vicar: Send ye a full fail, Sir. 
Arſ. There's your Confeſſor, but what ſhall be your Pe- 
Lean. AFool's Head if I fail, and ſo forſake me. (nance ? 
You ſhall hear from me daily. 
Mil. We will be ready. [Exeunt Mil. Arl. 
Lp. Thin World indeed! 
Lean. I'll let him breath, and mark him: 
No Man would think a Stranger as I am 
Should reap any great commodity from his Pigbelly. 
Lop. Poor ſtirring for poor Vicars. 
Die. And poor Sextons. 
Lop. We pray, and pray, but to no purpoſe, 
Thole that enjoy our Lands, choak our Devotions. 
Our poor thin Stipends make us arrant Dunces. 
Die. If you live miſerably, how ſhall we do, Maſter, 
That are fed only with the found of Prayers ? 
We riſe and ring the Bells to get good Stomachs, 
And muſt be fain to eat the Ropes with Reverence. 
Lop. When was there a Chriſtning, Diego ? 
Die. Not this ten Weaks: | 
Alas, they have forgot to get Children, Maſter, 
The Wars, the Seas, and Uſury undo us, 
Takes off our Minds, our Edges, blunts our Plough-ſhares. 


green Sauce: 5 
There are ſome poor Labourers, that perbaps 
Once in ſeven Year, with helping one another, 


The Chriſtning neither. | 
Lip. Your Gallants, they get Honour, 


And the Camp Chriſtens their Iſſues, or the Curtizans, 
Tis a lewd time. 1 | 
Die. They are ſo hard-hearted here too, 
They will not dye; there's nothing got by Burials. 
Lor. Diego, the Air's too pure, they cannot periſh, 
To have a thin Stipend, and an cverlaſting Pariſh, = 
je. 
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Die. Good ſenſible Maſter, 
You are allow d to pray againſt all Weathers, 
Both foul, and fair, as you ſhall find Occaſion, 
Why not againſt all Airs? 
Lap. That's not i'th' Canons. 
I wou'd it had, tis out of our way forty pence. (die here, 
Die. Tis ſtrange, they are ſtarv'd too yet they will not 
They will not earth: A good ſtout Plague amongſt'em, 
Or half a dozen new fantaſtical Fevers 
That would turn up their Heels by whole-fale, Maſter, 
And take the Doctors too, in their grave Counſels, 
That there might be no natural help for Mony: 
How merrily would my Bells go then? 
Lop. Peace Diego, 
The Doctors are our Friends, let's pleaſe them well; 
For though they kill but flow, they are certain, Dzeg2. 
We muſt remove into a muddy Air, 
A moſt contagious Climate. 
Die. We muſt certain, 
An Air that is the nurſery of Agues, 
Such Agues, Maſter, that will ſhake Mens Souls out, 
Ne'er ſtay for Poſſets, nor good old Wives Plaſters, 
Lop. Gouts and dead Palſies. 
Die. The Dead do's well at all times, 
Yet Gouts will hang an arſe a long time, Maſter: 
The Pox, or Exgliſb Surfeits if we had'em; 
Thoſe are rich Marle, they make a Church- yard fat, 
An] make the Sexton ſing, they never miſs, Sir. 
Lp. Then Wills and Funeral Sermons come in Seaſon, 
And Feaſts that make us frolick. 
Die. Wou'd I cou'd ſee *em. | 
Lop. And though I weep i'th' Pulpit for my Brother, 
Yet, Diego, here | laugh. 
Die. The Cauſe requires it. 
Lop. Since People left to die, Jam a Dunce, Diego. 
Die. "Tis a ſtrange thing, I have forgot to dig too. 
Lean. A precious pair of Y ouths! I muſt make toward em. 
Lop. Who's that? look, it ſeems he would ſpeak tr us. 
[ hope a Marriage, or ſome Will to make, Diego. 
B 3 Dis. 
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Die. My Friend, your buſineſs? 
Lean. Tis to that grave Gentleman 
Bleſs your good Learning, Sir, 
Lop.. And bleſs you allo. 


He bears a promiſing Face, there's ſome hope toward. 


Lean. I have a Letter to your Worſhip. 
Lop. Well, Sir, 


From whence I pray you? 


Lean. From Nova Hiſpania, Sir, 
And from an ancient Friend of yours. 

Lop. Tis well, Sir, 
Tis very well: The Devil a oneI know there. (nance, 

Die. Take heed of a Snap, Sir, h'as a cozening Counte- 
I do not like his way. 

Lop. Let him go torward. 
Cantabit vacuus, 2 that have nothing fear nothing, 
All I have to loſe, Diego, is my Learning, 


And when he has gotten that, he may put it in a Nut-ſhell. 


Reads the Letter. 


Qi Lopez, Since my Arrival from Cordova to theſe 
Parts, I have written divers Letters unto you, but as 


Det receiv d no Anſwer of any (Good, and very good) And 


although ſo great a Forgetfulneſs might cauſe a want in my 
due Correſpondence, yet the deſire I have ſtill to ſerve you, 
2nuſt more prevail with me (Better and better: The Devil 
a Man know I yet) and therefore with the preſent occaſion 
offered I am willing to crave a continuance of the Favours 
which ] have heretofore receiv'd from you, and do recom- 
mend my Son Leandro, the Bearer, to jou; withrequeſt that he 
may be admitted in that Univerjity. till ſuch time as I ſhall 
arrive at lunie; his Studies he will make you acquainted 


withal : This Kindneſs ſhall ſupply the want of your ſlack- 


meſs: And ſo Heaven keep you. Tours 


| Alonzo Tiveria. 
Alonzo Tiveria, very well, 
A very ancient Friend of mine, I take it, 


For till this hour I never heard his Name yet. | 
Lean. You look, Sir, as if ye had forgot my Father. 


Lop. No, no, I look, as I would remember . 
f Erna | or 
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For that I never remembred, I cannot forget, Sir, 
Alonzo Tiveria? 

Lean. The ſame, Sir. 

TLop. And now i'th' Indies? 

Lean. Yes. 

Lop. He may be any. where, 
For ought that I conſider. 

Lean. Think again, Sir, 
Lou were Students both at one time in Salamanca, 


And, as I take it, Chamber-fcllows. 


Lop. Ha? 
Lean. Nay, ſure you muſt remember. 
Lop. Wou'd I could. 
Lean. I have heard him ſay, you were Goſſips too. 
Lop. Very likely, 
You did not hear him ſay, to whom? For we Students 
May oft-times over- reach our Memories. 
Doſt thou remember, Diego, this ſame Si gnior? 
Thou haſt been mine theſe twenty Years. 
Die. Remember ? 
Why this Fellow wou'd make ye mad: Wa Hiſpania? 
And Signior Tiveria? What are thelc ? 
He may as well name ye Friends out of Caraya. 
Take heed I beſeech your Worſhip: Do you hear, my 
You have no Letters for me? (Friend? 
| Lean. Not any Letter, ; 
But I was charg'd to do my Father's Love 
To the old honeſt Sexton Diego: Are you he, Sir? 
Die. Ha! have I Friends, and know em not? My Name 
Bur if either I remember you or your Father, (is Diego, 
Or Nova Hiſpania (1 was never there, Sir, 5 
Or any Kindred that you have — for Heav'n ſake, Maſter, 
Let's caſt about a little, and conſider, 
We may dream out our time. 
Lean. It ſeems I am deceiv'd, Sir, 
Yet, that you are Don Lopez all Men tell me, 


WW. The Curate here, and have been ſome time, Sir, 


And _ the Sexton Diego, ſuch Iam ſent to, 
The Letter tells as much ; May be they are dead, (men, 
And you of the like Names ſucceed: 1 thank ye, — 
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Ye have done honeſtly in telling truth, 
I might have been forward elſe. For to that Lopez, 
That was my Father's Friend, I had a charge, 
A charge of Mony to deliver, Gentlemen, 
Five hundred Duckets, a poor ſmall Gratuity, 
But ſince you are not he— — 
Lp. Good Sir, let me think, 
J pray ye be patient, pray ye ſtay a little, 
Nay, let me remember, I beſeech ye ſtay, Sir. 
Die. An honeſt noble Friend, that ſends ſo lovingly; 
An old Friend too; I ſhall remember ſure, Sir. 
Lop. Thou ſay'ſt true, Diego. 
Die. Pray ye conſider quickly, 
Do, do, by any means, methinks already 
A grave ſtaid Gentleman comes to my Memory. 
Lean. Hc's old indeed, Sir. | 


| Die. With a goodly white Beard, 
1 (For now he mult be fo: I know he muſt be) 
| Signior Alonzo, Maſter, | 
| - Lp. | begin to have him. Gir. 
| Die. Has been from hence about ſome twenty years, 
= Lean. Some five and twenty, Sir. 
Die. You ſay molt true, Sir, "ac 
Juſt to an hour; 'tis now juſt five and twenty, 
| A fine {trait timber'd Man, and a brave Soldier, 
He married: Let me ſee, 
Lean. De Caſiro's Daughter. 
Die. The very {ame. 
Lean. Thou art a very Raſcal. | Aſide. 
De Caftro is the Turk to thee, or any thing: 
The Mony rubs em into ſtrange remembrances, 
For as many Duckets more they wou'd remember Adam. 
Lop. Give me your Hand, you are welcome to your 
Now I remember plainly, manifeſtly, (Country, 
As freſhly, as if yeſterday I had ſeen him, 1 
Moſt heartily welcome: ſinful that I am, 
Moſt finful Man! why fhou'd I loſe this Gentleman? 
This loving old Companion? We had all one Soul, Sir, 
He dwelt here hard by, at a handſome 
Lean. Farm, Sir; you ſay molt true. 
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. Alonzo Tiveria ! (thus 
Lord, Lord, that time ſhould play the treacherous Knave 
Why, he was the only Friend I had in Spain, Sir, 
I knew your Mother too, a handſome Gentlewoman, 
She was married very young: I married em: 

I do remember now the Masks and Sports then, 
The Fire-works, and the fine delights ; good faith, Sir, 
Now 1 look in your Face, whoſe Eyes arethoſe, Diego? 
Nay, if he be not juſt Alonzo's Picture — 
Lean. Lord, how I bluſh for theſe two Impudents ! 
| Aſide. 
Die. Well Gentleman, I think your Name's B 
Lean. It is indeed, Sir. ; 
Gra'-mercy Letter thou hadſt never known elſe. [ 4/ide. 
Die. I have dandled ye, and kiſt ye and plaid with ye 
A hundred, and a hundred times, and danc'd ye, 


And ſwong ye in my Bell-ropes, ye lov'd ſwinging. 


Lop. A {ſweet Boy. 
Lean. Sweet lying Knaves. 
What wou'd theſe do for thouſands ? [ Aſide. 
Lop. A wondrous ſweet Boy then it was, ſee now 
Time that conſume us, ſhoots him up ſtill ſweeter. 
How do's the noble Gentleman ? how fares he ? 
When ſhall we ſee him? when will he bleſs his Country? 
Lean. O, very ſhortly, Sir, 'till his return 
He has ſent me over to your charge. 
Lop. And welcome, 
Nay, you ſhall know you are welcome to your Friend, Sir. 
Lean. And to my Study, Sir, which muſt be the Law. 
To further which, he wou'd entreat your care 
To plant me in the favour of ſome Man 
That's expert in that Knowledge: For his pains 
I have three hundred Duckets more: For my Diet, 
Enough, Sir, to defray me: Which I am charg'd 
To take ftill, as I uſe it, from your Cuſtody, 
have the Mony ready, and I am weary. (welcome, 
Lop. Sit down, fit down, and once more ye are moſt 
The Law you have hit upon moſt happily, 
Here is a Maſter in that Art, Bartolus, 
A Neighbour by, to him I will prefer ye, 


When the moſt wholſome Air, my Wife, blows inward, 
When uo Thoughts are the nobleſt Companions, 


490 e Spaniſh Curate. 


A learned Man, and my moſt loving Neighbour, 
II do ye faithful ſeryice, Sir. 
Die. He's an Aſs, 
And fo we'll uſe him; he ſhall be a Lawyer. (Diego, 
Lop. But if ever he recover this Mony again— before, 
And get ſome pretty Pittance: My Pupil's hungry. 
Lean. Pray ye, Sir, unlade nme. 
Lop. I'll refreſh ye, Sir; 
When ye want, you know your Exchequer. 
Lean, If all this get me but acceſs, I am happy. 
Ap. Come, I am tender of ye. 
Lean. I'll go with ye. 
To have this Fort betray'd theſe Fools muſt fleece me. 


SCENE IL 
Enter Bartolus, and Amaranta. 


Bar. My Amaranta, a retir'd ſweet Life, 
Private and cloſe, and ſtill, and houſwifely, 
Becomes a Wife, ſets off the Grace of Woman. 
At home to be beliey'd both young, and handſome, 
As Lillies that are cas d in cryſtal Glaſſes, 
Makes up the wonder: Shew it abroad *tis ſtale, 
And {till the more Eyes cheapen it 'tis more ſlubber'd, 
And what need Windows open to inviting ? 
Or evening Tarraſſes, to take Opinions? 


And old chaſt Stories, Wife, the beſt Diſcourſes; 

But why do I talk thus, that know thy Nature? (louſie, 
Ama. You know your own Diſeaſe; Diſtrult, and Jea- 

And thoſe two give theſe Leſſons, not good meaning. 

What trial is there of my Honeſty, 

When I am mew'd at home? To what end, Husband, 

Serves all the virtuous Thoughts, and chaſt Behaviour, 

Without their uſes ? Then they are known molt excellent, 

When by their contraries they are ſet off, and burniſn'd. 

If ye both hold me fair, and chaſt, and virtuous, 

Let me go fearleſs out, and win that Greatneſs: » 


Theſe 
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Set em i'th' 


Let me but lay up for a handſome Office, 
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Theſe Seeds . not in Shades, and conceal'd Places: 


at of all, then they riſe glorious. 
Bar. Peace, ye are too loud. 


Ama. You are too covetous. 
If that be rank'd a Virtue, you have a rich one. 
Set me, like other Lawyers Wives, off handſomely, 
Attended as I ought, and as they have it, 
My Coach, my People, and my handſome Women, 
My will in honeſt things. 

ar. Peace, Amaranta. (cures 'em, 

Ama. They have Content, rich Cloaths, and that ſe- 
Binds, to their careful Husbands, their Obfervance, 
They are merry, ride abroad, meet, laugh. 

Bar. Thou ſhalt too. | 


Ama. And freely may converſe with proper Gentlemen, 


Suffer Temptations daily to their Honour. 
Enter Woman Moor. 

Bar. You are now too far again : Thou ſhalt have an 
(thing, 
And then my Amaranta—— 

Ama. Here's a thing now, 
Ye place as Pleaſure to me: All my Retinue, 
My Chamber-maid, my Kitchin-maid, my Friend, 
And what ſhe fails in, I muſt do my ſelf. 
A Foil to ſet my Beauty off, I thank ye, 
You will place the Devil next for a Companion. 

Bar. No more ſuch words, good Wife. 

What would you have, Maid? 

Moor. Maſter Curate, and the Sexton,and a Stranger, Sir, 
Attend to ſpeak with your Worſhip. 
Bar. A Stranger? 

Ama. V ou had beſt to be jealous of the Man youknow 

Bar. Pray thee no more of that. 

Ana. Pray ye go out to em, 
That will be ſafeſt for ye, I am well here, ö 
1 only love your Peace, and ſerve like a Slave for it. 

Bar. No, no, thou ſhalt not; tis ſome honeſt Client, 

Rich, and litigious, the Curate has brought to me; 


Prithee go in, my Duck, I'll but ſpeak to em, 


And return inſtantly. 4 
£ ma. 
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Ama. 1 am commanded, 


One day you will know my ſufferance, — Exit. 


Bar. And reward it. 
So, ſo, faſt bind, faſt find; Come in my Neighbours, 
My loving Neighbours pray ye come in, ye are welcome. 
Enter Lopez, Leandro, and Diego. 
Lop. Bleſs your good Reverence. 
Bar. Good-day, good Maſter Curate, 

And Neighbour Diego, welcome: what's your buſineſs? 
And *pray ye be ſhort, good Friends, the time is precious, 
Welcome, good Sir. 

Tap. To be ſhort then with your Maſterſnip, 

For I know your ſeveral hours are full of buſineſs, 

We have brought ye this young Man, of honeſt Parents, 
And of an honeſt Face, | 7 

Bar. It ſeems ſo, Neighbours, 

But to what end? 

Top. To be your Pupil, Sir, 

Your Servant, if you pleaſe. 

Lean. I have travell'd far, Sir, 

To ſeek a worthy Man. 

Bar. Alas, good Gentleman, \ 

I am a poor Man, and a private too, 

Unfit to keep a Servant of your Reckoning z 
My Houſe a little Cottage, and ſcarce able 
To hold my ſelf, and thoſe poor few live under it; 
Beſides, you mult not blame me Gentlemen, 

If I were able to receive a Servant, 

To be a little ſcrupulous of his dealing, 

For in theſe times — 6-5 

Lop. Pray let me anſwer that, Sir, 

Here is five hundred Duckets, to ſecure him, 

He cannot want, Sr, to make good his credit, 

Good Gold, and Coin. 

Bar. And that's an honeſt pledge; 

Vet ſure, that needs not, for his Face and Carriage, 

Seem to declare an in-bred Honeſty. 


[ 


Lean. And {for I have a ripe mind to the Law, Sir, | 


In which I underſtand you live a Maſter) 
The leaſt poor Corner in your Houſe, poor Bed, Sir, 
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(Let me not ſeem intruding to your Worſhip) 
With ſome Books to inſtruct me, and your Counſel, 
Shall I reſt moſt content with: Other Acquaintance 
Than your grave Preſence, and the grounds of Law 
I dare not covet, nor I will not ſeek, Sir, 
For ſurely mine own Nature deſires Privacy. 
Next, for your monthly pains, to ſhew my thanks, 
I do proportion out ſome twenty Duckets; 
As I grow riper, more: Three hundred now, Sir, 
To ſhew my love to Learning, and my Maſter, 
My Diet I'll defray too, without trouble. 
Lep. Note but his mind to Learning. (Mony. 
Bar. I do ſtrangely, yes, and I like it too, thanks to his 
Die. Wou'd he would live with me, and learn to dig 


Lop. A wondrous modeſt Man, Sir. (too. 


Bar. So it ſeems, 
His dear love to his Study muſt be nouriſh'd, 
Neighbour, he's like to prove. 

Lop. With your good Counſel, 

And with your diligence, as you will ply him; 
His Parents, when they know your care 

Bar. Come hither. 
Die. An honeſter young Man, your W orſhip ne'er kept, 

But he is ſo baſhful 4 
Bar. O! like him better. 

Say I ſhould undertake ye, which indeed, Sir, 

Will be no little ſtraitneſs to my living, 

Conſidering my Affairs, and my ſmall Houſe, Sir, 

For I ſee ſome promiſes that pull me to ye; 
Cou'd you content your felt, at firſt thus meanly, 

To lie hard, in an out-part of my Houſe, Sir? 

For I have not many Lodgings to allow ye; 

And Study ſhou'd be ſtill remote from Company; 
A little Fire ſometimes too, to retreſh ye; 

A Student mult be frugal: Sometimes Lights too, 
According to your Labour. Lean. Any thing, Sir, 
That's dry, and wholſome: I am no bred-wanton. 

Bar. Then I receive you: Bur I mult deſire ye 
To keep within your Confines. Lean. Ever, Sir; 
There's the Gold, and ever be your Servant, 


Take 
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Take it and give me Books: May I but prove, Sir, 
According to my wiſh, and theſe ſhall multiply. 
Lp. Do, ſtudy hard, pray ye take him in, and ſettle him, 
He's only fir for you; Shew him his Cell, Sir. (yer, 
Die. Take a good heart; and when ye are a cunning Law- 
III ſell my Bells, and you ſhall prove it lawful. (gence. 
Bar. Come, Sir, with me: Neighbours I thank your dili- 
Lop. ll come ſometimes, and crack a cafe with ye. 


Bar, Welcome | [ Exit, 
Lop. Here's Mony got with eaſe: here, ſpend that jo- 
And pray for the Fool, the Founder. hy, 


Die. Many more Fools 
I heartily pray may follow his Example, 
Lawyers, or Lubbers, or of what condition, 
And many ſuch ſweet Friends in Nov Hiſpanta. 
Lyp. It will do well; let *em but ſend their Monies, 
Come from what Quarter of the Word, I care not, 
FIl know em inſtantly ;' nay I'll be Kin to em; 
I cannot miſs a Man, that ſends me Mony: 
Let him Law there, long as his Duckets laſt, Boy, 
Fil grace him, and prefer him. 
Die. T'Il turn Trade, Maſter, and now live by the living, 
Let the dead ſtink, *tis a poor ſtinking Trade. 88 
Lop. If the young Fool now _ 
Should chance to chop upon his fair Wife, Diego? 
Die. And handle her Caſe, Maſter, that's a Law point, 
A point would make him ſtart, and put on his Spectacles, 
A hidden point, were worth the jig | 
Lop. Now furely, ſurely, I ſhou'd'love him, Diego, 
And love him heartily : Nay, I ſhou'd love my ſelf, 
Or any thing that had but that good Fortune, 

For to ſay truth, the Lawyer is a Dog- bolt. 
An arrant Worm: And though I call him worſhipful, 
t wiſh him a canoniz d Cuckold, Diego, | | 
Now, if my Youth do dub him—— 

Die. He is too demure, Sir. Lap. If he do ſting her home. 
Die. There's no ſuch matter, | 
The Woman was not born to ſo much Bleſſedneſs, 
He has no heat: Study conſumes his Oil, Maſter. 


Lap. 


4 
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Lop. Let's leave it to the Will of Fate, and preſently 
Over a cup of luſty Sack, let's Propheſie. 
Jam like a Man that dreamt he was an Emperor, 


Come Diego, hope, and whilſt he laſts, we'Il lay it on. [ Ex. 
SCENE III. 
Enter Jamie, Milanes, and Arſenio. 

Fam. Angelo, Milanes, did you ſee this wonder? 

Mil. Yes, yes. Fam. And you Arſenio? 

Arſ. Yes he's gone, Sir, | 
Strangely diſguis'd, he's ſet upon his Voyage. 
Love guide his Thoughts: He's a brave honeſt Fellow. 
Sit cloſe, Don Lawyer, O that arrant Knave now, 
How he will ſtink, will ſmoak again, will burſt! 
He's the moſt arrant Beaſt. 

Mil. He may be more Beaſt. 


Fam. Let him bear fix, and fix, that all may blaze him, 


The villany he has ſowed into my Brother, 
And from his State, the Revenue he has reach'd at: 


Pay him, my good Leandro, take my Prayers. ( Heifer. 
Arſ. And all our Wiſhes plough with his fine white 
Fam, Mark him, mydear Friend, for a famous Cuckold, 


Let it out-live his Books, his Pains, and hear me, 

The more he ſeeks to ſmother it with Juſtice, 
Enter a Servant. 

Let it blaze out the more: What News Andrea? 


Andr. News lam loth to tell ye: but Iam charg'd, Sir, 


Your Brother lays a ſtrièt command upon ye, 

No more to know his Houſe, upon your danger 

I am ſorry, Sir. | 
Jam. Faith never be: Iam glad on't; 

He keeps the Houſe of Pride, and Foolery : 
I mean to ſhun it; ſo return my anſwer ; 
T will ſhortly ſpew him out; Come, let's be merry, 
And lay our Heads together, carefully 


How we may help our Friend; and let's lodge near him, 


Be ſtill at hand: I wou'd not for my Patrimony, 
But he ſhou'd crown his Lawyer, a learn'd Monſter; 


Come, let's away, I am ſtark mad 'till I fce him. [ Exe: 
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S CEN E IV. 
Enrer Bartolus, and Amaranta. 
Ams. Why will ye bring Men in, and yet be jealous? 


Why will ye lodge a young Man, a Man able, 


And yet repine ? 

Bar. He ſhall not trouble thee, Sweet, 
A modeſt poor {light thing, did I not tell thee 
He was only giv'n to the Book, and for that 
How Royally he pays? finds his own Meat too. 


Ama. I will not have him here: Iknow your courſes, | 
And what fits you will fall into of madneſs. 


Bar. Faith, I will not, Wife. 
Ama. 1 will not try ye. 

Bar. He comes not near thee: Shall not dare to trend 

Within thy Lodgings : In an old Out-Room, 

Where Logs and Coles were laid. yo 
Ama. Now ye lay fire; fire to conſume your Quier 
Bar. Didſt thou know him 

Thou wou'dft think as I do: He wet thee? (him. 


Thou may'{t wear him next thy Heart, and yet not warm 


His Mind, poor Man, is o'th' Law, how to live after, 
And not on Lewdneſs : On my Conſcience 
He knows not how to look upon a Woman 


More than by reading what Sex ſhe is. 


Ama. I do not like it, Sir. 

Bar. Doſt thou not ſee, Fool, 
W hat Preſents he ſends hourly in his gratefulncls? 
What delicate Meats? 

Ama. You had beſt truſt him at your Table, 
Do, and repent it, do. 

Bar. If thou beſt willing, 
By my troth, I think he might come, he's ſo ad, 
He never ſpeaks : There's part of that he gave me, 
He'll eat but half a dozen bits, and riſe immediately, 
Ev'n as he Eats, he Studies: He Il not diſquiet thee, 
Do as thou pleaſeſt, Wife. 

Ama. W hat means this Wood-cock ? | Knock within. 

Bar. Retire, Sweet, there” sone knocks: Come in, your 

buſineſs. N | Enter 
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Enter Servant. 

Ser, My Lord, Don Henrique, would entreat ye, Sit 
To come immediately, and ſpeak with him, | 
He has buſineſs of ſome moment. 

Bar. I'll attend him, 3 
I muſt be gone: I prithee think the beſt, Wife, 

At my return, I'll tell thee more, good morrow. 
Sir, keep ye clole, and ſtudy hard: An hour hence 
I'll read a new Cale to ye. Exit, | Lian. within. 

Lean. I'll be ready. 

Ama. So many hundred Duckets, to lie ſcurvily, 
And learn the pelting Law? This ſounds bur ſlenderly, 
But very poorly: I would ſee this Fellow, 

Very fain ſee him, how he looks: I will find | 

To what end, and what ſtudy: There's the place: 

Il go o'th* other fide, and take my Fortune, 

I think there is a Window. r 
Enter Leandro. 

Lean. He's gone out 
Now, if I cou'd but ſee her: She is not this way: 
How naſtily he keeps his Houle? My Chamber; 

If I continue long, will choak me up, 
It is fo damp: I thall be mortified 


For any Woman, if I ſtay a Month here: 


PI. in, and ſtrike my Lute, that ſound may call her. [ Ex, 
Enter Amaranta. 


Ama. He keeps very cloſe: Lord, how I long to ſec him! 


A Lute ſtrook handſomely, a Voice too; III hear that: 


LUTE and SO NG. 
1 
Deareſt, do not you delay me, 

Since thou know'ſt I muſt be gone 
Wind and Tide "tis thnught doth ſtay me, 
But tis Wind that muſt be blown © 

From that Breath, whoſe native ſmell 
Indian Odours far excel. ; 
II. 
O then ſpeak thou faireſt fair, 
Kill jp him A jo ſerve thee, 
But perfume this neighbouring Air; 
Vol. II. hh C 
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Elſe dull Silence ſure will ſtarve me: 


Tis a word that's quickly ſpoken, 
Which being reſtrain d a heart is broken. 


"Theſe Verſes are no Law, they ſound too ſweetly, 
Now I am more defironss {Leandro peeping. 
Lean. Tis the certain. | "FEA 

Ama. What's that that peeps? 
Lean. O admirable Pace! * 
Ama. Sure tis the Man. 
Lean. I will go our a little. | 4 
Ama. He looks not like a Fool, his Face is noble: 
How ſtill he ſtands! _ ENF 
Lean. I am ſtrucken dumb with wonder, 


Sure all the Excellence of Earth dwells here. (Torches, 
Ama. How pale he looks! yet, how his Eyes, like 
Fling their Beams round: How manly his Face ſhews! 
He comes on: Surely he will ſpeak: He is made moſt hand- 
This is no Clerk behaviour; now I have feenye, (ſomly: 
ll tale my time: Husband, ye have brought home Tinder. 


Lean. Sure ſhe has transform'd me, 
I had forgot my Tongue clean, 1 
I-never ſaw a Face yet, but this rare one, 
But I was able boldly to encounter it, | 
And ſpeak my Mind, my Lips were lockt up here. 
This is Divine, and only ſerv'd with Reverence. 
O moſt fair cover of a Hand far fairer, 
Thou bleſſed Innocence, that guards that whiteneſs, 
Live next my Heart. I am glad I have got a Relick, 
A Relick when I pray to it, may work wonders. 

2 5 ä [4 moife within. 
Hark, there's ſome noiſe: I muſt retire again. 
This bleſſed Apparition makes me happy; 

I'll ſuffer, and PI facrifice my Subſtance, 15 
But I'll enjoy. Now ſoftly to my Kennel. [Exit. 


ACT 


| Exit. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Henrique and Bartolus. 


Hen. Y OU know my Caule ſufficiently ? 
41 Bar. I go, Sir. 

Hen. And though it will impair my Honeſty, 
And ſtrike deep at my Credit, yet, my Barzolus, 
There being no other evaſion left to fi me 
From the vexation of my ſpightful Brother, 
That moſt inſultingly reigns over me, 
I muſt and will go torward. 

Bar. Do, my Lord, 
And look nor after Credit, we ſhall cure that, 
Your bended Honeſty we ſhall ſer right, Sir, 
We Surgeons of the Law do deſperate Cures, Sir, 
And you ſhall ſee how heartily I'll handle it: 
Mark how I'll knock it home: Be of good chear, Sir, 
Yau give good Fees, and thoſe beget good Cauſes, 


The Prerogative of your Crowns will carry the matter, 


| Carry it ſheer; the Aſſiſtant fits to morrow, 
And he's your Friend, your monied Men love naturally, 
And as your Loves are clear, ſo are your Cauſes. 
Hen. He ſhall not want for thar. 
Bar, No, no, he muſt not; 5 
Line your Cauſe warmly, Sir, the Times are Aguiſh, 
That holds a Plea in Heart z hang the penurious, 
Their Cauſes, like their Purſes, have poor Iſſues. 
Hen. That way, I was ever bountiful. 
Bar. Tis true, Sir, 


- 


That makes ye fear'd, forces the Snakes to kneel to ye. 


' 


Live full of Mony, and ſupply the Lawyer, 
And take your choice of what Man's Lands you pleaſe, Sir, 
What Pleaſures, or what Profits, what Revenges, 
They are all your own. I muſt have Witneſſes 
Enough, and ready. = . 
Hen, You ſhall not want, my Bartolus. n 
2 Bar. 
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Bar. Subſtantial fearleſs Souls, that will ſwear ſuddenly, 
That will ſwear any thing. 

Hen. They ſhall ſwear Truth too. 

Bar. That's no great matter : For varicty . 
They may ſwear Truth, elſe tis not much look'd after: 
} will ſerve Proceſs, preſently, and ſtrongly, 

Upon your Brother, and Octavio, | 
Facintha, and the Boy; provide your proofs, Sir, 
And {er 'em fairly off, be ſure of Witneſſes, 


Though they coſt Mony, want no ſtore of Witneſſes ; 


J have ſeen a handſome Cauſe fo foully loſt, Sir, 
So beaſtly caſt away for want of Witneſſes. 

Hen. There ſhall want nothing. 

Bar. Then be gone, be provident, | 
S.nd to the Judge a ſecret way: You have me, 

And ler him underſtand the Heart. 

Hen. I ſhall, Sir. 

Bar. And feel the Pulſcs ſtrongly beat, Pl ſtudy, + 
And at my hour, but mark me, go, be happy, 
Go and believe 1'tl Law. ala | 

Hen. I hope 'twill help me. | Exeunt. 


V 


Enter Lopez, Diego, Fur Pariſhioners, and Singers. 
Lap. Neer talk to me, I will not ſtay amongſt ye, 
Bebauch'd and ignorant lazy Knaves I found ye, 
Ari! Fools 1 leMe ye. I have thaught theſe twenty Years, 
Preacht Spoon-meat to ye, that a Child might ſwallow, 
Yer ye are Block-heads ſtill: What ſhow'd I ſay to ye? 
Ye have neither Faith, nor Mony left to ſave ye, 
Am lafit Companion for ſuch Beggars? (Si. 
i Por. If the Shepherd will ſuffer the Sheep to be ſcab'd, 
Lap. No, no, e 7” N 
Die. Wou'd they were, for my fake. 5 
Las. I have Nointed ye, and Tarr'd ye with my Doctrine, 
And yer the Murren ſticks to ye, yet ye are Mangy, 
F will avoid ye. dg | 5 
2 Par. Pray ye, Sir, be not angry, ; 
in the pride of your new Caſlock, do not part with us, 
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We do acknowledge ye are a careful Curate, 
And one that ſeldom troubles us with Sermons, 
A ſhort ſlice of a Reading ſerves us, Sir, 
We do acknowledge ye a quiet Teacher, 
Before you'll vex your Audience, you'll fleep with 'em, 
And that's a loving thing. 
3 Par. We grant ye, Sir, 
The only Benctactor to our Bowling, 
To all our merry Sports the firſt Provoker, 
And at our Feails, we know there is no Reaſon, 
But you that edifie us moſt, ſhould eat moſt, 
Lop. 1 will not ſtay for all this, ye ſhall know me 
A Man born to a more beſeeming Fortur e 
Than ringing all-in, to a rout ot Dunces. (Eggs too, 
4 Par. We will increaſe your Tithes, you ſmall have 
Though they may prove moſt dangerous to our Iſſues. 
1 Par. lam a Smith; yet thus tar out of my Love, 
You ſhall have the tenth Horſe I prick, to pray for, 
I am ſure I prick five hundred in a Ver, Sir. 
2 Par. I am a Cook, a Man of a ary'd Conſcience, 
vet thus far Irelent : You ſhall have with Pottage. (Diægo. 
3 Par. Your Stipend ſhall be rais'd too, good Neighbour 
Die. Wou'd ye have me ſpeak for ye? lam morc angry, 
Ten times more vex'd, not to be pacihed : 
No, there be other places for poor Sextons, 
Places of profit, Friends, fine ſtirring Places, 
And People that know how to uſe our Offices, 
Know what they were made for: I ſpeak for ſuch Capons? 
Ve ſhall find the Key o'th' Church . 


You may go in, and drive away the Daws. 

Lap. My Surpliſs, with one Sleeve, you ſhall find there, 
For to that dearth of Linnen you have driven me; 
And the old Cutwork Cope, that hangs by Geometry: 


Pray ye turn 'em carcfully, they are very tender; 
The remnant of theBooks lye where they did, Neighbours, 


Ha f puft away with the Church-wardens Pipings, 
Such ſmoaky Zeals they have againſt hard Places. 

The Poor-mans Box is there too : If ye find any thing 
Beſide the Poſie, and that halt rub'd out too, £ 
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For fear it ſhould awake too much Charity, 
Give it to pious uſes, that is, ſpend it. 
Die. The Bell-ropes, they are ſtrong enough to hang ye, 
So we bequeath ye to your Deſtiny. 4 
I Par. Pray ye be not fo haſty. 
Die. VII ſpeak a proud Word to ye, 
Would ye have us ſtay? 
2 Par, We do mult heartily pray ye. 
$9 I'!l draw as mighty drink, Sir. 
9p. A itrong Motive, 
The ſtronger ſtill, the more ye come unto me. 
Par. And l' ſend for my Daughter. 
TLop. This may ſtir too: : 
The Maiden is of Age, and muſt be edified. 
4 Par. Y ou ſhall have any thing. Loſe our learned Vicar? 
And our moſt conſtant Friend; honeſt dear Diego? 
Die. Vet all this will not do: Pll tell ye, Neighbours, 
And tell ye true: If ye will have us ſtay, | 
If you will have the comforts of our Companies, 
You ſhall be bound to do us right in theſe points, 
You ſhall be bound, and this the Obligation, 
Dye when 'tis fir, that we may have fit Duties, 
And not ſeek to draw out our undoings, 
Marry try'd Women, that are free, and fruitful, 
Get Children in abundance, for your Chriſtnings, 
Or ſuffer to be got, *tis equal Juſticc, 4 
Ly. Let Weddings, Chriſtnings, Churchings, Funerals, 
And merry Goflipings go round, go round ſtill, 
Round as a Pig, hat we may find the profit. 
Die. And let your old Men fall ſick handſomely, 
And dye immediately, their Sons may ſhoot up: 
Let Women dye o'th' Sullens too, tis natural, 
But be ſure their Daughters be of Age firſt, . 
That they may ſtock us {till : your queazie young Wives 
That periſh undeliver'd, Jam vext with, See 
And vext abundantly, it mach concerns me, 
There's a Child's Burial loſt, look that be mended. 
Lop.Let'em be brought to Bed,then dye when they pleaſe. 
Theſe things conſider'd, Country-men, and ſworn to. 
2 Far, All theſe, and all our Sports again, and — 
2 5 ET Low 3 Par. 
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3 Par. We muſt dye, and we mult live, and we'll be 
Ev'ry Man ſhall be Rich by one another. (merry, 

2 Par. Weare here to Morrow and gone to Day; for my 
If getting Children can befriend my Neighbours, (part 

I'll labour hard but I'll fill your Font, Sir. | 
1 Far. I have a Mother now, and an old Father, 

They are as ſure your own, within theſe two Months 

4 Par. My Sitter muſt be pray'd for too, the is deſperate, 
Deſperate in Love. 

Dis. Keep deſperate Men far from her, 
Then *twill go hard: Do you fee how Melancholy? 
Do you mark the Man? do you profeſs ye love him? 
And would do any thing to ſtay his Fury? 
And are ye unprovided to refreſh him, | 
To make him know your Loves? fie Neighbours, 

2 Par, We'll do any thing. 
We have brought Muſick to appeaſe his Spirit, 
And the beſt Song we'll give him. | 

Dis. Pray ye fit down, Sir, | 
They know their Duties now, and they ſtand ready 
Io tender their beſt Mirth. 

Lop. Tis well, proceed Neighbours, 17 
I am glad I have brought ye to underſtand good manners, 
Ve had Puritan Hearts a-while, ſpurn d at all Paſtimes, 
But I ſee ſome hope now. 
Die, We are ſet, proceed Neighbours. 


V 
* 
Let the Bells ring, and let the Boys ſing, 
The young Laſſes ip and play, 
Let the Cups go round, till round goes. the Ground, 
Our Learned old Vicar will ftay. 
15 II. 
Zet the Pig turn merrily, merrily ab, 
And let the fat Gooſe ſwim, 


For verily, verily, verily ab, 


Vicar tht all be Trim. 
* DOPE © 5 III. Tho 


\ 
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The ſtem' d Cock ſhall Crow, Chck-a-loodle-loo, 
A loud Cock-a-loodle ſhall be Crow 


The Duck and the Drake, ſhall ſwim in a Lake 
Of Onions and Claret below. 


IV. 
Our Wives ſhall be neat, to bring in our Meat 
| To thee our moſt noble Adviſer, . 


Our pains ſhall be great, and Bottles ſhall ſweat, 
And we our ſelves will be wiſer, 


| V: 
We'll labour and ſwink, we'll kiſs and we'll drink, 
. And Tithes ſhall come thicker and thicker, 
ell fall to our Plow, and get Children enough, 
And thou ſhalt be Learned old Vicar. 


Enter Arſenio and Milanes. 
A,. What ails this Prieſt? how highly the thing takes it? 
Mil. Lord how it looks? has he not bought ſome Pre- 
Leandros Mony makes the Raſcal merry, (bend? 
Merry at Heart; he ſpies us. 
Lop. Be gone Neighbours, 
Here are ſome Gentlemen: be gone good Neighbours, 
Be gone, and labour to redeem my favour, 
No more Words, but be gone: Theſe two are Gentlemen, 
No Company for cruſty- handed Fellows. 
Die. We will ſtay for a Year or two, and try ye. 
Top. Fill all ydur Hearts with Joy, we will ſtay with ye. 
Be gone, no more; I take your paſtimes graciouſly. ¶ Exe. 
Would ye with me, my Friends? [ Pariſhioners. 
As.ſ. We would look upon ye, | 
For methinks ye look lovely. 
Cop. Ye have no Letters? 
Nor any kind Remembrances? 
Mil. Remembrances ? | | 
Lp. From Nova Hiſpania, or ſome Part remote, Sir, 
You look like TravePd Men: May be ſome old Friends 
That happily I have forgot; ſome Signiors | 
In China or Cataya z ſome Companions 


Die. 
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Die. In the Mvguls Court, or elſewhere. 
Arſe They are mad ſure. 


Ve came not from Peru? Do they look, Diego, 
As it they had ſome Myſtery at out em? 
Another Don Alonzo now ? 
Die. Ay marry, 


And ſo much Mony, Sir, from one you know not, 
Let it be who it will. 


Lop. They have gracious Favours. 
Would ye be private? 
Mil. There's no need on't, Sir, 
We come to bring yea Remembrance from a Merchant. 


3 'Tis very well, tis like 1 LANE him. 
Arſ. No, Sir, 


I x not think ye do. 
Lop. A new miſtake, Diego, 
Let's carry it decently. 
Arſ. We come to tell ye, 
You have receiv'd great Sums from a young Factor 
They call Leandro, that has rob'd his Matter, 
Rob'd him, and run away. 
Die. Let's keep cloſe, Maſter; 
This News comes from a cold Count | 
Lop. By my faith it Freezes, (Curate ? 


Mil. Is not this true? do you ſhrink now good-man 
Do I not touch ye? 


——— 
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Lop. We have a hundred Duckets | '4 

Vet left, we do beſcech ye, Sir ——— be 
Mil. You'll hang both. £5 


Ly. One may ſuffice. 
Die. 1 will not hang alone, Maſter, 
I had the leaſt Part, you ſhall hang the higheſt. 
Plague o' this Iberia, and the Letter, 
The Devil ſent it poſt, to pepper us, 
From Nova Hiſpania, we ſhall hang at home now. 
Arſe. I ſce ye are Penitent, and I have Compaſſion : 
Ye are ſecure both; do but what we charge yc, 
Ye ſhall have more Gold too, and be ſhall give it, 
Yet nc'er indanger ye. 


Lop. Command us, Maſter, 
| Com- 
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Command us preſently, and ſee how nimb 
Die. And if we do not handſomely endeavour ——— 
Aiſ. Go home, and 'till ye hear more, keep private, 
Till we appear again, no Words, Vicar, 
There's ſomething added. 
Mil. For you too. 
Lop. We are ready. 
Mil. Go and expect us hourly: If ye falter, 
Though ye had twenty Lives 
Die. We are fit to loſe em. 
Lop. Tis moſt expedient that we ſhould hang both. 
Die. It we be hang'd, we cannot blame our Fortune. 
Mil. Farewel, and be your own Friends. 
Ly. We expect ye... E [Exennt. 


SCEN E III. 4 Bar: A Table-book, two 
Chairs, Paper, and a Standiſh ſet out. 


Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Aleanio. 


O. We cited to the Court! 

Fac. It is my wonder. 

Oct. But not our fear, Facintha ; wealthy Men, 
That have Eſtates to loſe, whoſe conſcious 8 
Are full of inward Guilt, may ſhake with horrour 
To have their Actions ſiſted, or appear 
Before the Judge. But we, that know our ſelves 
As innocent, as poor, that have no Fleece 
On which the 'Talons of the griping Ta: 
Can take ſure hold, may ſmile with ſcorn on all | 
That can be urg'd again(t us. 

Fac. I am confident 
There is no Man ſo covetous, that defires 
To raviſh our wants from us, and leſs ho 
There can be fo much Juſtice left on Earth, 
Though ſued, and call'd upon, to eaſe us ot | 
'The burthen of our wrongs. 

Od. What thinks Aſcanio? 

Shou'd we be call'd in queſtion, or accus'd 
- Vnjuſtly, what would you do to redeem us 


From. 
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From tyrannous Oppreſſion? . 

Aſc. I cou'd pray | 8 
To him that ever has an open Ear, 

To hear the Innocent, and right their wrongs; 
Nay, by my Troth, I think I cou'd out-plead 
An Advocate, and {weat as much as he 
Do's for a double Fee, &er you ſhould ſuffer 
In an honeſt Cauſe. 
— Enter Jamie and Bartolus 

Oet. Happy Simplicity! Y 

Fac. My deareſt and my beſt one, Don Jamie. 

Od. And the Advocate, that caus'dusto be ſummon'd. 

Aſc. My Lord is mov'd, I ſee it in his looks, 

And that Man, in the Gown, in my Opinion 

Looks like a proguing Knave. | 
Fac. Peace, give them leave, 

Jam. Serve me with Proceſs ? 

Bar. My Lord, you are not lawleſs. 

Jam. Nor thou honeſt; | 
One, that not long ſince was the buckram Scribe, 
That would run on Mens errands for an Aſper, 

And from ſuch baſeneſs, having rais'd a Stock 

To bribe the covetous Judge, call'd to the Bar. 

So poor in Practice too, that you wou'd plead 

A needy Clyent's Cauſe, for a ſtarv'd Hen, 

Or half a little Loin of Veal, though fly-blown, 

And theſe, the greateſt Fees you could arrive at 

For juſt Proceedings; but ſince you turn'd Raſcal— 
Bar. Good words, my Lord. n 
Fam. And grew my Brother's Bawd, 

In all his vitious Courſes, ſoothing him 

In his diſhoneſt Practices, you are grown 

The rich and eminent Knave; in the Devils name, 

What am I cited for? pe) 
Bar. You ihall know anon, 

And then too late repent this bitter Language, 

Or I'll miſs of my Ends. | 

Jum. Were't not in Court, 

I would beat that fat of thine, rais'd by the food 

Snatch'd from poor Clyents Mouths, into a Jelly : 
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1 would, my Man of Law, but I am patient, 
And would obey the Judge. 
Bar. Tis your beſt courſe : 
Would every Enemy I have wou'd beat mes. 
1 would wiſh no better Action. | | 

Oc. Save your Lordſhip. 

Aſc. My humble Service. 

m. My good Boy, how doſt chow? 

Why art thou call'd into the Court? 
Enter Aſſiſtant, Henrique, Officer, and Witneſſes. 

Aſc. I know not, 
Bur tis my Lord the Aſſiſtant's Pleaſure 
I ſhou'd attend here. 

Fam, He will ſoon reſolve us. 

Offi. Make way there for the Judg e. 

Fam, How? my kind Brother? | 
Nay then 'tis rank: There is ſome Villany towards. 
T7 This Seſſions purchas'd at your Suit, Don Hen- 
Hath brought us hither, to hear and determine (vrique, 
Of what you can prefer. 

Hen. I do beſeech 
The honourable Court, I may be heard 
In my Advocate. 
Alt. Tis granted. 

Bar. Humh, humh. 
Jam. That Preface, | 24 

IF left out in a Lawyer, ſpoils the Cauſe, 
Though ne'er ſo good, and honeſt. 

Bar. If I ſtood here, i 
To plead in the Defence of an ill Man, 
Moſt equal Judge, or to accuſe the Innocent 
To both which J profeſs my ſelf a Stranger, 
It wou'd be requiſite I ſhou'd deck my Language 
With Tropes and Figures, and all Flouriſhes 
That grace a Rhetorician, *ris confels'd _ 
Adulterate Metals need the Gold- ſmiths Art, 

To ſet em off; what in it ſelf is perfect | 

Contemns a borrowed Gloſs : This Lord, my Client, 
. Whole honeſt Cauſe, when *ris related truly, ä 
Will challenge Juſtice, finding in his Conſcience 
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A tender ſcruple of a Fault long ſince 

By him committed, thinks it not ſufficient 
To be abſolv'd oft by his Confeſſor, 
If that in open Court he publiſh not 
What was ſo long conceal'd. 

Fam, To what tends this? 

Bar. In his young years (it is no Miracle 
That Youth, and head of Blood, ſhould mix to 
He look'd upon this Woman, on whoſe Face 
The ruins yet remain, of excellent Form, 

He look*d on her, and lov'd her. 

Fac. You good Angels, 

W hat an impudence is this ? 

Bar. And us'd all means 
Of Service, Courtſhip, Preſents, that might win her 
To be at his Deyotion: But in vain; i 
Her Maiden Fort, impregnable, held out, 

Until he promis'd Marriage; and before 
Theſe Witneſſes a ſolemn Contract paſs'd 
To take her as his Wife. 

Aſſiſt. Give them their Oath. 

Jam. They are incompetent Witneſſes, his own Crea- 
And will ſwear any thing for half a Ryal. (tures, 

Off. Silence. =; 

Aſſiſt. Proceed. 

Bar. Upon this ſtrong aſſurance 
He did enjoy his wiſhes to the full, 

Which ſatisfied, and then with Eyes of Judgment, 
Hood-wink'd with Luſt before, conſidering duly 
The inequality of the Match, he being 

Nobly Deſcended, and Allied, but ſhe 

Without a Name, or Family, ſecretly 

He purchas'd a Divorce, to diſanul 

His former Contract, marrying openly 

The Lady Violante. 

Fac. As you fit here | 
The Deputy of the great King, who is 
The Subſtitute of that impartial Judge, £ 
With whom, or Wealth, or Titles prevail nothing, 
Grant to a much wrong'd Widow, or a Wite 


gether) 
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Your Patience, with liberty to ſpeak 
In her own Cauſe, and let me, Face to Face 

To this bad Man, deliver what he is: 
And if my Wrongs, with his Ingratitude ballanc'd, 
Move not Compaſſion, let me die unpitied. e 
His Tears, his Oaths, his Perjuries, I paſs o er; 
To think of them is a Diſeaſe; but Death 
Should 1 repeat them. I dare not deny, 

For Innocence cannot juſtify what's falſe, 

But all the Advecate hath alledg'd concerning 
His Falſhood, and my Shame, in my Conſent, 
To be moſt true. But now I turn to thee, 

To thee Don Henrique, and if impious Acts 
Have left thee Blood enough to make a bluſh, 
PII paint it on thy Checks. Was not the wrong 
Sufficient to defeat me of mine Honour, 

To leave me full of Sorrow; as of Want, 

The witneſs of my Luſt left in my Womb, 
To teſtify thy Falſhood, and my Shame? 

But now ſo many Years I had conceal'd 
Thy moſt inhuman Wickedneſs, and won 
This. Gentleman, to hide it from the World, 
To Father what wus thine {for yet by Heav'n, 
Though in the City he paſs d for my Husband, 


? * 


He never knew me as his Wife.) 
Afi. Tis ſtrange: 
Give him an Oath. 
Oc. I gladly ſwear, and truly. | 
Fac. After all this, I ſay; hen I had born 
Theſe wrongs, with Saint- like Patience, ſaw another 
Freely enjoy, what was in Juſtice mine, 
Vet ſtill ſo tender of thy reſt and quiet, 
I never wou'd divulge it, to diſturb 
Thy Peace at home; yet thou moſt barbarous, 
To be ſo careleſs of me, and my Fame, 
For all reſpect of thine in the firſt ſte 
To thy baſe Luſt, was loſt, in open Court 
To publiſh my Diſgrace? and on Record, 
To write me up an eaſie- yielding Wanton? 
I think can find no Precedent: In my Extreams, 


One 
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One comfort yet is left, that though the Law 
Divorce me from thy Bed, and made free way 
To the unjuſt Embraces of another, 
It cannot yet deny that this my Son, 
(Look up Aſcanio ſince it is come out) 
Is thy legitimate Heir. 
Fam. Confederacy! 
A trick, my Lord, to cheat me; e' er you give 
Your Sentence, grant me hearing. 
Ait. New Chimera's? 
Fam. I am, my Lord, ſince he is without Iſſue, 
Or hope of any, his undoubted Heir, 
And this forg'd by the Advocate, to defeat me 
Of what the Laws of Spain confer upon me, 
A meer Impoſture, and Conſpiracy 5 
Againſt my future Fortunes. 
Alff. You are too bold. 
Speak to the Cauſe, Don Henrique. 
Hen. I confeſs, 
Though the acknowledgment muſt wound mine Honour, 
That all the Court hath heard touching this Cauſe, 
Or with me, or againſt me, is moſt true: 
The latter part my Brother urg'd, excepted: 
For what I now do, is not out of Spleen 
As he pretends, but from remorſe of Conſcience, 
And to repair the wrong that I have done a 
To this poor Woman: And I beſcech your Lordſhip 
To think I have not ſo far loſt my Reaſon, 
To bring into my Family, to ſucceed me, 
The Stranger Iſſuc of another's Bed; 
By proof, this is my Son, I challenge him, 
Accept him, and acknowledge him, and deſire, 
By a definitive Sentence of the Court, ; 
He may be ſo Recorded, and full Pow's 
To me, to take him Home. 
Fac. A ſecond Rape ' 
Jo the poor remnant of Content that's left me, 
If this begranted: Andall my former Wrongs 
Were but beginnings to my Miſeries, 
Bur this the A ht all: Rather than part With 
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With my Aſcanio, Tl deny my Oath, 
Profeſs my ſelf a Strumpet, and endure 
What Puniſhment ſoe'er the Court decrees 
Againſt a Wretch that hath forſworn her ſelf, 
Or plaid the impudent Whore. I Y 
Aſſt.” This taſtes of Paſſion, 
And that muſt not divert the courſe of Juſtice; 
Don Henrique, take your Son, with this condition 
You give him Maintenance, as becomes his Birth, 
And *twill ſtand with your Honour to do ſomething 
For this wrong'd Woman: I will compel nothing, 
But leave it to your Will. Break up the Court: 
It is in vain to move me; my doom's pals'd, | 
And cannot be revok'd. — ES LE. 
Hen. There's your Reward. 
Bar. More Cauſes, and ſuch Fees. Now to my Wife, 
I have toolong been abſent. Health to your Lordſhip. | 
Exir. 
Aſc. You all look 8 and I ſear believe E 
This unexpected Fortune makes me proud, 
Indeed it do's not: I thall ever pay you 
The duty of a Son, and honour you 
Next to my Father: Good my Lord, for yet 
dare not call you Uncle, be not ſad, 
never ſhall forget thoſe noble Favours 
You did me being a Stranger, and if eyer 
I live to be the Maſter of a F ortune, 
Lou ſhall command it. 
Jam. Since it was determin'd 
Iſhou'd cozen d, Iam glad the profit 
Shall fall onthes'; ; I am too tough to melt, 
But ſomething I will do. 
Hen. Pray you take leave 
Ot your Steward, gentle Brother, the good Husband | 
That takes up all for you. 
Jam. Very well, mock on, 8 
Ir is your turn: I may have mine Evie. 
Oct. But do not 
Forget us, dear Aſcanio. 
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I ey'ry day will ſee you: Ev'ry hour 
Remember you in my Pray'rs. 

Oct. My Grief's too great 
To be expreſs'd in Words WR 
Hen. Take that and leave us, | Gives Mony to Jacintha. 
Leave us without reply; nay come back Sirrah, 
And ſtudy to forget ſuch things as theſe _ 
As are not worth the Knowledge. | Aſc. offers ro follw. 

Aſc. O good Sir, 
Theſe are bad Principles 

Hen. Such as you muſt learn : 
Now you are mine, for Wealth and Poverty 


Can hold no Friendſhip: And what is my Will 
You muſt obſerve and do, though good or ill. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Bartolus. 


Bar, Where is my Wife? Fore Heaven, I have done 
Done mighty things to day, my Amaranta, (wonders, 
My Heart rejoycesat my wealthy Gleanings, 

A rich litigious Lord J love to follow, 

A Lord that builds his Happineſs on Brawlings, 

O tis a bleſſed thing to have rich Clients. 

Why, Wife I ſay, how fares my ſtudious Pupil? 

Hard at it till? Ye are too violent, 
All things muſt have their Reſts, they will not laſt elſe, 
Come out and breathe. 5 Leandro within. 

Lean, I do beſeech you pardon me, | 
I am deeply in a ſweet point Sir. 

Bar. I'Il inſtruct ye: 75 

| Enter Amaranta. 1 
I fay take Breath, ſeek Health firſt, then your Study. 
O my ſweet Soul, I have brought thee golden Birds home, 
Birds in abundance : I have done ſtrange wonders: 
There's more a hatching too. | 
Ama. Have ye done; good Husband ? 
Then 'tis a good day ſpent. 
Bar. Good enough Chicken, | 
I have ſpread the Netso'th? Law, to catch rich Booties, 
OL. II. | D | . f 
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And they come fluttering in. How do's my Pupil? 
My modeſt thing, haſt thou yet ſpoken to him? 


Ama. As I paſt by his Chamber I might ſee hi, 
But he is ſo bookiſh. 


Bar. And ſo baſhful too, 
I faith he is, before he will ſpeak, he will ſtarve there. 

Ama. | pity him a little. 

Bar. So do I too. N 
Ama. And if he pleaſe to take the air o'th' See 
Or walk i'th' inward Rooms, ſo he moleſt not (rhee. 

Bar. He ſhall not trouble thee, he dare not ſpeak to 

Enter Moor, with Cheſs-board. 
|  Bringout the Cheſs-board, — come let's have a game 
Ih try your Maſtery, you ſay you are cunning. (Wife, 
Ama. As learned as ye are, Str, I ſhall beat ye. 
Enter Leandro. 

Bar. Here he ſteals out, put him not out of Countenanc 
Prethee look another way, he will be gone elſe. 
Walk and refreſhyour ſelf, I'll be with you preſently. 

Lean. I'll take the Air a little. [lay ar Cheſs. 

Bar. Twill be healthful. | (Man. 

Ama. Will ye be there? Thenhere? I'll ſpare ye that 

| Lean. Wou'd I were ſo near too, and a Mate fitting. 

Ama. What think ye, Sir, to this? Have at your Knight 


now. Vice. 


Par. Twas ſubtily play'd: Your Queen lies at myS.1 r- 
Prethee look off, he is ready to pop in again, 


LAS off I fay, doſt thou not ſee how he bluſhes *? 5 | 5 
Ama. I do not blaſt him. 


Lean. But ye do, and burn 9 5 
What killing Looks the ttea's? 

Bar. I have you now cloſe, 
Now for a Mate. | 

Lean. You are a bleſſed Man Ye may fo leave her. 
Oh chat | might play with her———— [ Knock within 


Bar. Who >there? come, you cannot ape me now 
Wife. I come, I come. uct, 


Lean. Moſt bleſſed Hand that calls him. 
Bar. P ly quickly, 1 
Ame. Pray ye give leave 1 to think, Sir. 


- 


Enter 
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Euter Moor. 
Moor. An honeſt Neighbour that dwells hard by, Sir, 
Would fain ſpeak with your Worſhip about Buſineſs, 

Lean. The Devil blow him off. . 

r 

Amn. I will ſtudy : : 
For if you beat me thus, you will ſtill laugh at me- -¶ Nuocx. 

Bar. He knocks again, I cannot ſtay. Leandro, 
Pray thee come near. 

Lean. 1 am well, Sir, here. 

Bar. Come hither: 
Be not afraid, but come. 

Ama. Here's none will bite, Sir. 

Lean. God forbid, Lady. 

Ama. *Pray come nearer. 

Lean. Yes forſooth. 


Bar. *Prethee obſerve theſe Men: juſt as they ſtand 
And ſee this Lady do not alter *em, (here, 
And be not partial, Pupil. - 

Lean. No indeed, Sir. (ſently, 


Bar. Let her not move a Pawn, I'll come back pre- 
Nay you thall know I am a Conqueror, | 
Have an eye, Pupil Op; E.. 

Ama. Can ye play at Cheſs, Sir? 
Lean. A litfle, Lady. 
Ama. But you cannot tell me 
How to avoid this Mate, and win the Game too; 
H'as noble Eyes: Ye dare not friend me fo far? 

Lean. 1 dare do any thing that's in Man's pow'r, Lady, 
To be a Friend to ſuch a noble Beauty. 5 
Ama. This is no Lawyers Language: I pray ye tell me, 
Whither may I remove, ye ſee I am ſet round, 

To avoid my Hus band? ; 
Lean. I ſhall tell ye happily, 
But happily you will not be inſtructed. 

Ama. Ves and thank ye too, ſhall I move this Man? 

Lean. Thoſe are unſeemly: Move one can ſerve ye, 
Can honour ye, can love ve. = 

Ama. Pray ye tell quickly, 

He will return, and then. © . 
j —_ Lean. 
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Lean. VI] tell ye inſtantly, . 
Move me, and I will move any way to ſerve ye, 
Move your Heart this way, Lady. 

Ama. How? | 

Lean. Pray ye hear me. 

Behold the ſport of Love, when he is imperious, 
Behold the ſlave of Love. 
Ama. Move my Queen this way? 


Sure, he's ſome worthy Man: Then if he hedge me, 
Or here to open him. 


Lean. Do but behold me, 
If there be Pity in you, do but view me, 
But view the Miſery I have undertaken 
For you, the Poverty. 3 18 
Ama. He will come preſently. 
Now play your beſt Sir, though loſe this Rook here, 
Yet I get Liberty. | 
Lean. I'll ſeize your fair Hand, 
And warm it with a hundred, hundred Kiſſes. 
The God of Love warm yourDefires but equal, 
That ſhall play my Game now. 
Ama. What do you mean, Sir? 
Why do you ftop mes? 
Lean. That ye may intend me. 
The time has bleſt us both: Love bids us uſe it. 
I am a Gentleman nobly deſcended, 
VJoung to invite your Love, rich to maintain it. 
I bring a whole Heart to ye, thus I give it, 
And to thoſe burning Altars thus I offer, 
And thus, divine Lips, where perpetual Spring grows 
Ama. Take that, ye are too = | 
Lean. How, proud Lady? 
Strike my Deſerts? 
Ama. I was to blame. | 
| Enter Bartolus. 
Bar. What Wife, there? 
Heav'n keep my Houſe from Thieves. 
Lean. I am wretched: 2 
Open d, diſcover'd, loſt to my Wiſhes. 
I ſhall be hooted at. 


Bar. 
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Bar. What Noiſe was this, Wife? 
Why doſt thou ſmile ? 
Lean. This proud thing will betray me. 
Bar. Why thele lie here? What angry, Dear? 
Ama. No, Sir, 
Only a chance, your Pupil ſaid he plaid well, 
And ſo indeed he do's: Heundertook for ye, 
Becauſe | would not fit fo long time idle, 
I made my Liberty, avoided your Mate, 
And he again as cunningly endanger'd me, 
Indeed he put me ſtrangely to it. When preſently 
Hearing you come, and having broke his Ambuſh too, 
Having the ſecond time brought off my Queen fair, 
] roſe o'th* ſudden ſmilingly to ſhew ye, 1 
My Apron caught the Cheſs-board, and the Men, 
And there the Noiſe was. | 
Bar. Thou art grown a Maſter, 
For all this I ſhall beat ye. 
Lean. Or I, Lawyer, ä 
For now love her more, twas a neat Anſwer, 
And by it hans a mighty Hope, I thank her, 
She gave my Pate a ſound Knock that it rings yet, 
But you ſhall have a ſounder if I live, Lawyer; 
My Heart akes yet, I would not be in that fear 
Bar, I am glad ye are a Gameſter, Sir, ſometimes 
For Recreation we two ſhall fight hard at it. 
Ama. He will prove too hard for me. FP 
Lean. I hope he ſhall do, ( good Lady. 
But your Cheſs-board is too hard for my Head, line that, 
Bar, 1 have been attoning two moſt wrangling Neighs- 
They had no Mony, theretore I made even. (bours, 
Come, let's go in and eat, truly I am hungry. 
Lean. I have eaten already, I muſt intreat your pardon, 
Bar. Do as ye pleaſe, we hall expect ye at Supper. 
He has got a little Heart, now it ſeems handſomely. 
Ama. You'll get no little Head, if Ido not look to ye. 
Lean. If ever Ido catch thee again thou Vanity 
Ama, ] was to blame to be ſo raſh, I am br 
Exeuur. 


D 3 „ 
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ACTIAYSEENET, - 
Enter Don Henrique, Violante, and Aſcanio. 


Hen. E A R but my Rcaſons. 
Vio. O my Patience, hear em! 
Can cunning Falſhood colour an excuſe 
With any ſeeming ſhape of borrow'd Truth, 
Extenuate this woful wrong, not error? 
Hen. Vou gave conſent that, to defeat my Brother, 

I ſhould take any courſe. 
Vio. Bur not to make 
The Cure more loathſom than the foul Diſeaſe: 
Was't not enough you took me to your Bed, 
Tir'd with looſe Dalliance, and with empty Veins, 
All thoſe Abilities ſpent before and waſted, | 
That cou'd confer the Name of Mother on me? 
But that (to perſect my account of Sorrow 

For. my long Barrenneſs) you muſt heighten it 
By ſhewing to my Face, that you were Fruitful 
 Hug'd in the baſe Embraces of another? 

If Solitude, that dwelt beneath my Roof, 

And want of Children was a torment to me, 
What end of my Vexation to behold 
A Baſtard to upbraid me with my wants? 
And hear the name of Father paid to ye, 
Yet know my ſelf no Mother, 

What canIfay? _ . 
Hen. Shall I confeſs my Fault, and ask your Pardon? 
Will that content ye? | 

Vio. If it cou'd make void. | . 
W hat is confirm'd in Court: No, no, Don Henrique, 
Lou ſhall know that I find my ſelf abus'd, 

And add to that, I have a Woman's Anger, 
And while I look ugon this Baſilisk, 


o 


. : 


Whoſe envious Eyes have blaſted all my Comforts, 
Reſt confident I'll ftudy my dark Ends, 2 
; - | ' A n 
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And not your Pleaſures. Po 

Aſc. Noble Lady, hcar me, 
Not as my Father's Son, but as your Servant, 
Vouchſafe to hear me, for ſuch in my Duty 
Jever will appear: And far be it from 
My poor Ambition, ever to look on you, 
But with that Reverence, which a Slave ſtands bound 
To pay a worthy Miſtreſs. I have hearcd 
That Dames of higheſt place, nay Queens themſelves, ' 
Diſdain not to be ſerv'd by ſuch as are 
Of meaneſt Birth: And I ſhall be moſt happy, 
To be employ'd when you pleaſe to command me, 
Even in the courſeſt Office, as your Page, 
I can wait on your Trencher, fill your Wine, 
Carry your Pantofles, and be ſometimes bleſs'(l 
In all Humility to touch your Feet : 
Or if that you eſteem that roo much Grace, 
I can run by your Coach, obſerve your Looks, 
And hope to gain a Fortune by my Service, 
With your good favour, which now, as a Son, 
I dare not challenge. : 

Vio. As a Son? 

Aſc. Forgive me, 
Iwill forget the Name, let it be Death 
For me to call you Mother. hs 

Vio. Still upbraided? | 

Hen. No way left to appeaſe you? 

Vio. None: Now 8 
Hear what I vow before the face of Heav'n, 
And if I break it, all plagues in this Life, 
And thoſe that after Death are fear'd, fall on me. 
While that this Baſtard ſtays under my Roof, 
Look for no Peace at home, for I renounce 
All Offices of a Wite. 1 5 

Hen. W hat am I faln to? 


\ | | 
| $ TOY: 5 
Vio. will not eat, nor ſleep with you, and thoſe hours, 


Which I ſhou'd ſpend in Prayers {or your Health, 
Shall be Bn rs in Curſes. | 
Hen. Terrible. 
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Vio. All the day long, Ill be as tedious to you 
As lingring Feavers, and I'll watch the Nights, 
To ring aloud your Shame, and break your Sleeps. 

Or it you do but flumber, I'll appear 

In the ſhape of all my Wrongs, and like a Fury 

Fright you to Madneſs; and if all this fail 8 
To work out my Revenge, 1 have Friends and Kinſmen, 
That will not fit down tame with the Diſgrace 
That's offer'd to our noble Family 

In what I ſuffer, 

Hen. How am I divided 
Between the Duties 1 owe as a Husband, 

And Piety of a Parent? 

Aſec. 1 am taught, Sir, 
By the inſtinct of Nature, that Obedience 
W hich bids me to prefer your Peace of Mind, 
Before thoſe Pleaſures that are deareſt to me; 
Be wholly hers my Lord, I quit all parts, i 
That I may challenge. May you grow old together, 
And no diſtaſte e'er find you, and before | 
The Characters of Age are printed on you, 
May you ſee many Images of your ſelves, 
Though I, like ſome falſe Glaſs, that's never look'd in, 
Am caſt aſide, and broken. From this hour, | 
Unleſs invited, which I dare not hope for, 
I never will ſet my forbidden Feet 
Over your Threſhold; only give me leave, 
Thouzh caſt off to the World, to mention you 
In my Devotions, tis all I fue for, 
And ſo take my laſt leave. 
Hen. Though I am | 
Devoted to a Wife, nay almoſt ſold 
A lave to ſerve her Pleaſures, yet I cannot 
So part with all Humanity, but I muſt 
Shew ſomething of a Father; thou ſhalt not go 
Unfurnith d = unfriended too: take that | 
To guard thee from Neceſſities; may thy Goodneſs 
Meet many Favours, and thine Innocence 
Deſerve to be the Heir of greater Fortunes, 
Than thou wer t Born to. Scorn me not, Violante, 


This 
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And now, as it were at his Funeral, 
To ſhed a Tear or too, is not unmanly, 
And ſo farewel for ever. One word more, 
Though I mult never ſee thee, my Aſcanio, 
When this is ſpent, for ſo the Judge decreed, 
Send to me for ſupply. Are you pleas'd now ? 
Vio. Yes; I have cauſe to ſeeyou Howl and Blubber 
At the parting of my Torment, and your Shame. 
"Tis well: proceed: ſupply his wants: do do: 
Let the great Dower I brought, ſerve to maintain 
Your Baſtard's Riots: Send my Clothes and Jewels 
To your old acquaintance, your dear Dame his Mother. 
Now you begin to melt, I know *twill follow. 

Hen. Is all I do miſconſtru'd ? 

Vio. will take . 
A Courſe to right my ſelf, a ſpeeding one: 
By the bleſs'd Saints, I will; if I prove cruel, 
The ſhame to ſee thy fooliſh Pity, taught me 
. To loſe my natural Softneſs; keep off from me, 

Thy Flatteries are infectious, and I'll flee thee 

As I would do a Leper. e 

Hen. Let not Fury HED 
Tranſport youſo : You knowl am your Creature, 
All Love, but to your ſelf, with him, hath left me. 
1 with you in any thing. 

70, In vain, | 

Fil take mine own ways, and will have no partners. 

Hen. I will not croſs you. 

Vio. Do not, they ſhall find 
That to a Woman of her hopes beguil'd 
A Viper trod on, or an Aſpick's, mild. Exeunt. 


SCENE ll. 
Enter Lopez, Milanes, and Arſenio. 


L. Sits the Game there? 1 have you by mine order; 

| love. Leandro for't. | 

Mil. But you muſt ſhew it 

In lending him your help, to gain him means 
And opportunity.” _ 

Ip. He ſhall want nothing, 


* 
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1 know my Advocate to a hair, and what | 
Will fetch him from his Pray'rs, if he uſe any, 
T am honyed with the Project: 1 wou 'd have him horn'd 
For a moſt precious Beaſt. | 
Arſ. But you loſe time. 
Lop. 1 am gone, inſtruct you Diego, you will find him 
A ſharp and ſubtle Knave, give him but Hints | 
And he will amplifie. See all things ready, 
PI fetch him with a Vengeance———— [Exit. 
Arſ. If he fail now, | N 
We'll give him over too. 
Mil. Tuſh, he is feſh'd, 
And knows what vein to ſtrike for his own credit. 
Arſ. All things are ready. © | 
Mil. Then we ſhall have a merry Scene, nc'er fear it. 


[Exennt. 


SCENE n. 
Bier A maranta, with a Note, and Moor. 


Ama. Is thy Maſter gone out? 

Moor. Ev'n now, the Cur ie ER him, 
: About a ſerious buſineſs as it | | 
| For he ſnatch'dup his Cloak, tndbraſyd his Hat ſtraight, 
1 Set his Band handſomely, and out he gallop'd. 
| Ama. Tis well, tis very well, he went out, Egla, 
1 mm luckily, as one would ſay, go Husbandz | 
He was call'd by Providence: Fling this ſhort Paper 55 
Into Leandro's Cell, and waken him, 
He is monſtrous vex'd, and muſty, at my Chcſs-playz 3 
But this ſhall ſupple him, whenthe has read i it: 
= Take your own Recreation for two > hows, 
| And hinder ef | OD > 3 

Moor. If I do, III hang for't. „ 


3 


i Eurer Octavio, and Jacintha. 


b OR. If that you lov'd Aſcanio for himſelf, 
1 23 not your n mats ou rather mod 1. 
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Bleſs the fair Opportunity, that reſtores him 
To his Birih-right, and the Honours he was born to, 
Than grieve at his good Fortune, | 

Fac, Grieve, Octavio ? 
would refign my Eflence, that he were 
As happy as my Love cou'd faſhion him, 
Though every Bleſſing that ſhou'd fall on him, 
Might prove a Curſe to me: My ſorrow ſprings 
Out of my fear and doubt he is not ſafe. 
I am acquainted with Don Henrique's Nature, 

And I have heard too much the fiery” Temper 
Of Madam V7olante : Can you think 

That ſhe, that almoſt is at War with Heay'n 
For being barren, will with equal Eyes 
Behold a Son of mine? 

. Ot, His Father's Care, 

Thar for the want of Iſſue, took him home, 
Though with the forfeiture of his own Fame, 
Will look unto his Safety. 

Fac. Step-mothers 
Have many Eyes, to find a way to miſchief, 
Though blind to Goodneſs. | 

Enter Jamie and Aſcanio. 

OX. Here comes Don Fame, 

And with him our Aſcanio. 
Fam. Good Youth leave me, 
I know thou art forbid my Company, 
And. only to be ſeen with me, will call on 
Thy Father's anger. | 
Alſe. Sir, if that to ſerve you 
Cou'd loſe me any thing, as indeed it cannot, 
I ftill wou'd follow you. Alas I was born 
To do you hurt, but not to help my felt, 
1 was, for ſome particular end, took home, 
Bu am caſt off again. | 
Fam. Is' t poſſible ? n 

Aſc. The Lady, whom my Father calls his Wife, 
Abhors my ſight, is ſick of me, and forc'd him 
To turn me out of Doors 


Fax. By my beſt hopes 


— 
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I thank her Cruelty, for it comes near 


A ſaving Charity. 

Aſc. I am only happy 
That yet I can relieve you, pray you ſhare: 
My Father's wondrous kind, and promiſes 
That I ſhou'd be ſupplied: Bur ſure the Ln 
Is a malicious Woman, and 1 fear 
Means me no good. 

Enter Servant, 

Fam. I am turn'd a Stone with wonder, 
And know not what to think. 

Ser. From my Lady, 
Your private Ear, and this 

Fam. New Miracles? 

Ser. She ſays, if you dare make your ſelf a Fortune, 
She will propoſe the Means; my Lord Don Henrique 
Is now from home, and ſhe alone expects you; 


If you dare truſt her, 225 if not, deſpair ot 


A ſecond Offer. 5 [ Exit. 
Fam. Though there were an Ambuſh 
Laid for my Life, I'll on and ſound this Secret. 


| Retire thee, my Aſcanio, with thy Mother: 


But ſtir not forth, fome great Deſign's on Foot, 


Fall what can fall, if &er the Sun be ſet 
I ſee you not, give me for dead. 


Aſc. We will expect you, 


And thoſe bleſs'd Angels, that love Goodneſs, guard you. 


Exeunt. 
SCE NE V. 
Enter Lopez. and MOEN 
Bar. IS 't poſſible he ſhou'd be rich ? 


Lop. Moſt poſſible, 
He hath been long, though he had but little gettings, 


Drawing together, Sir. 
Bar. Accounted a poor Sexton, 


Honeſt poor Diego. 


L aſſure ye, a cloſe Fellow, 


Both cloſe, and — and chat fills the Bags, * 
ar. 
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Bar. A notable good Fellow too? 


Lop. Sometimes, Sir. 

When he hop'd to drink a Man into a Surfeit, 
That he might gain by his Grave. 

Bar. So many thouſands? 

Lop. Heav'n knows what. 

Bar. "Tis ſtrange, 
*Tis very ſtrange; but we ſee by endeavour , « 
And honeſt labour 

Lop. Mil, by continuance 3 
Grew from a ſilly Calf, with your Worſhips Reverence, 
To carry a Bull; from a penny, to a pound, Sir, 
And from a pound to many: *Tis the Progreſs. 

Bar. Ye 45 true, but he lov'd to feed well alſo, 
And that methinks— 

Top. From another Man's Trencher, Sir, 
And there he found it ſeaſon'd with ſmall charge: 
'There he would play the Tyrant, and would devour ye 
More than the Graves he made; at home he liv'd 
Like a Camelion, ſuckt th'Air of Miſery, 
[Table ſet out, Standiſh, Paper, and Stools. 
And grew fat by the Brewis of an Egg-ſhell, 
Wou'd ſmell a Cooks-ſnop, and go dome and Surfeit, 
And be a Month in faſting out chat Fever. a 
Bar. Theſe are good Symptoms: Do's he lye ſo ſic k, ſay ye? 

Lop. Oh, very ſick. | 

Bar. And choſen me Executor? 

Lop. Only your Worſhip. 

Bar. No hope of his Amendment? 

one, that we find. 

Bay. He hath no Kinſmen neither? 

Lop. Truth, very few. --Þ 

Bar, His mind will be the quieter. | 
What Doctors has he? 

Lop. There's none, Sir, he believes in. ROPER 

Bar. They are but needleſs things, in ſuch Extremities. 
Who draws the good Man's Will? CT 

Lop. Marry that do I, Sir, 
V ron 
Bar. Grief will do little now, Sir, 


Draw 


—_— — — — —— —2—v „ — — — , IH ed Cu EE ü 6 « » bo 
* _ 
— 


That wou d pretend to his love, 75 and ſome Gentle- 


Rich Men can want no Heirs, Sir. 


: Pray ye brin — 75 out; now ye may ſee in what State: 


Vour Worſhip I do make my full Executor, 
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Draw it to your comfort, Friend, and as I counſel ye, 
An honeſt Man, but ſuch Men live not always: 
Who are about him? 


Lop. Many, now he is paſſi ing, (men 


That would fain counſel him, and be of his 3 
Bar. They do ill, CENT 
Indeed they do, to trouble him; very ill, Sir. 
But we ſhall take a care. 
Enter, with Diego in a Bed, Milanes, At ſi, 
and Pariſhioners. 
Lop. Will ye come near, Sir? , | 


Give him fre 
Bar. I am ſorry, Neighbour Deigo, 
To find ye in ſo weak a ſtate. 
Die. Ye are welcome, 
But I am fleeting, Sir. 
Bar. Methinks he looks well, 
His Colour freſh, and ſtrong, his ; Eyes are chearful. 
Lop. A glimmering before Death, tis nothing elſe, Sir, 
Do you ſce how he fumbles with the Sheet? do ye 
note hat? (for ye, 
Die. My Learned Sir, pray ye Git: 1 am bold to ſend 
To take a care of what I leave. 
Do ye hear that? 
af. Play the Knave finely. 
Die. So! will, I warrant-ye, 
And carefully. 5 | 
Bar. *Pray ye do not trouble him, - 
You fee he's n ns has a wandring Fancy. 
Die. My honeſt Neighbours, weep not, Imuſt leave: ye, 
I cannot always bear ye Company, 
We muſt drop ſtill, there is no remedy. 
'Pray ye Maſter Curate, will ye write my Teſtament, 
And write it largely it may be remembred, 
And be Witneſs to my Legacies, good Gentlemen; 


You are a Man of Wit and Underſtanding. 18 
Give me a Cup of Wine to raiſe my Spirits, For 


/ 
| 
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For I ſpeak low: I wou'd, before theſe Neighbours, 
Have Ka to ſwear, Sir, that you will ſee it executed, 
And what I give let equally be rendred 
For my Soul's health. 
Bar. I vo it truly, Neighbours, 
Let not that trouble ye, before all theſe, 
Once more I give my Oath. 
Die. Then ſet me higher, 
any vs ye come near me all. 
"We are ready for ye | | 
241 Now ſpur the TY and get our Friend time. 
Die. Firſt then, | | 
After J have given my Body to the Worms, 
For they mult be ſerv'd firſt, they are ſeldom cozen'd. 
Lop. Remember your Pariſh, Neighbour. 
Die. You ſpeak truly, 
I do remember it, a lewd vile Pariſh, 
And pray it may be mended: To the Poor of it, 
Which is to all the Pariſh, I give nothing, 
For nothing, unto nothing is moſt natural, 
Yet leave as much ſpace, as will build an Hoſpial, - 
Their Children may pray for me. 
Bar. What do you give to it? 
Die. Set down two thouſand Duckets. 
Bar. Tis a good gift, 
And will be long remembred. 
Die. To your Worſhip, 
Becauſe you muſt take pains to ſee all finiſh'd, 
1 give two thouſand more, it may be three, Sir, 
A poor Gratuity for your „ 
Bar. Theſe are large Sums. | 
Lop. Nothing to him that has em. | 
Die. To my old Maſter Vicar, I give five hundred; 
Five hundred and five hundred are too tew, Sit, 
But there be more to ſerve. | 
Bar. This Fellow coins ſure. «ll Books, 
Die. Give me more drink. Pray ye buy Books, buy 
You have a learned Head, ſtuff i it with Libraries, DK 
And underſtand'em, when ye have done, tis Juſtice. 
Run not the Pariſh mas WI — | 


Nor 
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Nor preach Abſtinence to longing Women, 
"Twill burge the bottoms of their Conſciences 
I would give the Church new Organs, but I propheſie 
The Church-wardens wou'd quickly pipeꝰ em out o'thꝰ Pa- 
Two hundred Duckets more to mend the Cancel, (riſn, 
And to paint true Orthography, as many, 0 
They write Sunt with a C, which is abominable, 
Pray you ſet that down, to poor Maidens Marriages. 
Lop. Ay that's well thought of, what's your will in that 
A meritorious thing. ee e 4s 
Bar. No end of this will? ; . 


$ 


Die. I give per annum two hundred Ells of Lockram, 
That there be no ftrait dealings in their Linnens, 
But the Sails cut according to their Burthens. 
To all Bell-ringers I bequeath new Ropes, „ 


EE 


X And let them uſe em at their own diſcretions. 54.4» At 
Arſ. You may remember us. 9 
Die. I do, good Gentlemen, „ 


And I bequeath you both good Careful Surgeons, 
A Legacy you have need of, more than Mony, »-- 
I know you want good Diets, and good Lotions, 
And in your pleaſures, good take heed. , _ . 

-. Ja. FS and. Ds a 3 
But twill be quickly off, |  wASans 
Die. I do bequeath ye . ” ANTS 

Commodities of Pins, Brown-papers, Pack-threads, 
Roſt Pork, and Puddings,Ginger-bread, and Jews-trumps, 
Of penny Pipes, and mouldy Pepper, take mm 
Take'em even where you pleaſe and be cozen'd, with'em, 

I ſhoud bequeath ye Executions alſo, . Fs 


ot 4 

But thoſe I'll leave to th' Law. 1 
Lop. Now he grows Temperate. „ 
Bar. You will give no more? 4 * 


Die. I am loth to give more from ye, | 
Becauſe I know you will have a care to execute. 
Only, to pious uſes, Sir, a little. MEET 
Bar. If he be worth all theſe, I am made for ever. 
Dee. I give to fatal Dames, that ſpin Mens Threads out, 
And poor diſtreſſed Damſels, that are Militant 
As Members of our own Afflictions, A 
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A hundred Crowns to buy warm Tubs to work inz 
1 give five hundred pounds to buy a Church-yard, 
A ſpacious Church-yard, to lay Thieves and Knaves in, 
Rich Men and honeſt Men take all the room 1 
Lop. Are ye not weary ? © ia: 
Die. Never of well Sing. 
Bar. Theſe are mad Legacies. 
Die. They were got as madly; | 
My Sheep, and Oxen, and my Moveables, 
My Plate, and Jewels, and five hundred Acres; 
I have no Heirs. ' A 
Bar. This cannot be, tis monſtrous. 
Die. Three Ships at Sea too. 
Bar. Nou have made me full Executor 
Die. Full, full, and total, wou'd I have more to give ye, 
But theſe may ſerve an honeſt Mind. 
Bar. Ye lay true, 
A very honeſt Mind, and make it rich too, 
Rich, wondrous rich, but where ſhall I raiſe theſe Monies, 
About your Houſe ? I ſee no ſuch great Promiſes; 
Where ſhall I find the Sums? © „ 
Die. Even where you pleaſe, Sir, 
You are wiſe and provident, and know buſineſs, 
 Ev'nraiſe*em where you ſhall think good, I am reaſonable. 
Bar. Think good? will that raiſe thouſands £ 
W hat do you make me ? , (fort. 
Die. You have ſworn to ſee it done, that's all my com- 
Bar. Where I pleaſe? this is pack'd ſure to diſgrace me. 
Die. Ve are juſt, and longs, and I know you will doit, 
Ev'n where you pleaſe, for you know where the wealth is. 
Bar. I am abus'd, betray'd, I am laugh'd at, ſcorn'd, 
Bad, and boared, it ſeems. A 
Ai. No, no, ye are fool d. Et 
Lop. Moſt finely fool'd, and handſomely, and neatly, 
Such cunning Maſters muſt be fool'd ſometimes, Sir, 
And have their Worſhips Noſes wip'd, tis healthful, 
We are but quit: You fool us of our Momes | 
In every Cauſe, in every Quiddit wipe us. Gentlemen. 
Die. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ſome more drink, for my Heart, 
This merry Lawyer — la, ha, ha, ha, this Scholar 
01 i To I 


— 


1 
77 
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I think this fit will eure me: This Executor— 
I ſhall laugh out my Lung. | 
Bar. This is Deriſion 2 Suff rance, Villany 
Plotted and ſet againſt me. TH 
Die. Faith 'tis Knavery, 7 
In troth I muſt confeſs, thou art fool'd indeed, Lawyer. 
Mil. Did you think, had this Man been rich 
Bar. Tis well, Sir. ny | 8 
Mil. He wou'd have choſen ſich a Wolf, a Canker, 
A Mazgot-pate, to be his whole Executor? 
Lop. A Lawyer, that entangles all Mens Honeſties, 
And lives like a Spider in a Cobweb lurking, 
And catching at all Flies, that paſs his Pit-falls? 
Puts Powder to all States, to make em caper? 
Wou'd he truſt you? Do you deſerve? _ 
Die. I find, Gentlemen, A Ig 
This Cataplaſm of a well cozen'd Lawyer 
Laid to my Stomach, lenifies my Feaver, 
Methinks I cou'd eat now, and walk a little. 
Bar. ] am aſham'd to feel how flat I am cheated, 
How groſsly, and maliciouſly made a May-game, 
A damn'd trick; my Wife, my Wife, ſome Raſcal: 
My Credit and my Wife, ſome luſtful Villain, 
Some Bawd, ſome Rogue. 
Arſ. Some crafty Fool has found ye: 
This tis, Sir, to teach ye to be too bufic, 
To over all the gains, and all the rumours, 
To have a ſtirring Oare in all Mens Actions. 
Lop. We did this, but to vex your fine Officiouſneſs. 
Bar. Good ye dye, and good thank ye: I am fool'd, 
The Lawyer is an Aſs, I do confeſs it, (Gentlemen; 
A weak, dul, ſhallow Aſs: Good Even to your W orſhips, 
Vicar, remember, Vicar, Raſcal, remember, 
Thou notable rich Raſeal. | 
Die. I do remember, Sir, 
Pray ye ſtay a little, I have ev'n two Legacies 
To make your Mouth up, Sir. | 
Bar. Remember Varlets, | 
Quake and remember, Rogues; . 
I have brine for your Buttocks. 
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Lp. Oh how he frets, and fumes now like a Dunghil! | 
Die. His Gall contains fine ſtuff now to make Poyſons, 
Rare damned Stuff. 

Arſ. Let's after him, and ſtill vex him, 
And take my Friend off: By this time he has proſper'd, 
He cannot loſe this dear time: Tis impoſſible. | 
. Mil. Well Diego, thou haſt done. 

Lop. Haſt done it daintily. | 

Mil. And ſhalt be as well paid, Boy=——— 
+ .Arſ. Go, let's crucifie him. Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Amaranta, and Leandro. 


Lean. J have told ye all my Story, and how deſperately. 
Ama. I do believe: Let's walk on, time is precious, 
Not to be ſpent in Words, here no more wooing, 
The open Air's an Enemy to Lovers, 

Do as I tell ye. N 

Lean. I'll do any thing, 

I am fo over-joy'd, I'll fly to ſerve ye. 

Ama. Take your Joy moderately, as it is miniſtred, 
And as the Cauſe invites : That Man's a Fool 
That at the fight o'th' Bond, dances and leaps, 

Then is the true Joy, when the Mony comes. 

Lean. Vou cannot now deny me. 

Ama. Nay, you know not, 

Women have Crotthers, and ſtrange Fits. 

Lean. You ſhall not | 
Ama. Hold ye to that and ſwear it confidently, 
Then I ſhall make a ſcruple to deny ye : | 
*Pray ye let's ſtep in, and ſee a Friend of ming, 

The weather's ſharp: We'll ſtay but half an hour, 
We may be miſs'd elſe : A private fine Houſe tis, Sir, 
And we may find many good welcomes. 

Lean. Do Lady, 

Do happy Lady. 

Ama. All your Mind's of doing, 

You muſt be modeſte. 

Lean, I will be any thing. [ Exennt. 


E 2 SCENE 


8 
* 


532 The Spaniſh, Curate. 
N EN E VI. 


Enter Bartolus. 


Open the Doors, and give me room to chaſe | ing 
Mine own Room, and my Liberty : Why Maid chere, 


755 I ſay, and do not anger me, 
N ſubject to much fury: When, y eDiſh-clout? 
When do you come? aſleep, ye lazy Hell-hound ? | 
Nothing intended, but your eaſe, and eating? 
No Body here? why Wite, why Wife? why Jewel? 
No Tongue to anſwer me! pre'thee, good Pupil, 
Diſpenſe a little with thy careful Study, 
And ſtep to th'door, and let me in; nor he neither? 
Ha! not at's Study? nor Wop! nor no Body ? 
I'll make ye hear: The Houſe of Ignorance, 
No Sound inhabits here: IT have a Ke 1 
That commands all: I fear I am Metamorphiz'd. Exit. 
Enter Lopez, Arſenio, Milanes, and Diego, 
| Trp. He keeps his fury ſtill, and may do miſchief. 
Mil. He ſhallbe hang'd fit. we l be ſticklers there, Boys. 
Die. The hundred thouſand Dreams now, that poſſeſs 
Of jealouſie, and of revenge, and frailty, . (him 
Of drawing Bills againſt us, and Petitions. 
Dp. And alltivg what his Credit ſhall recoyer. 
Mil. Let him caſt 'till his Maw come up, we care not. 
You ſhall be ſtill ſecur d, [A groat K within. 
Die. We'll pay him home then : $ 
1 what a noiſe he keeps within! | 
Lop. Certain = 
Has ſet his Chimneys o fire, or the Devil r roars there. 
Die. The Codixes o'th' Law are broke W 
Ar He's fighting ſure. 

Die. I'll tell ye that immediately 11 7 
Mil. Or doing ſome ſtrange A ow on \ bimſell. © 
Arſe. Hang bim, he dares not be ſo valiant. 

Euter Diego. 1 
Die. There no Bod y at * actes 
And links withal. 5 Li ſul, 
Lap. No Body? 


, wh Die. 
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Die. Not a Creature, | 
Nothing within, but he and his Law-tempeſt, 
The Ladles, Diſhes, Kettels, how they flie all! 
And how the Glaſſes through the Rooms! 
Enter Bartolus,. 
Arſ. My Friend ſure 


Has got her out, and now he bas made an end on'r. 


Lop. See where the Sea comes? how it foams, and bruſt⸗ 
The great Leviathan o th La, how it tumbles? (les? 


Bar. Made ev'ry way an Aſs? abus d on all mount 
And from all Quarters People come'to lapgh at me 
Riſe like a Comet, to be wonder dat? 

A horrid Comet, for Boys Tongues, and Ballads? 
I will run from my Wits. 
Enter Amaranta, and Leandro. 

Arſ. Do, do, good Lawyer, 

And from thy Mony too, then thou wilt be quiet. 

Mil. Hereſhe cotnes home: Now mark the Salutations; z 
How like an Aſs my Friend goes? 

Arſe She has pull d his Ears down. 

Bar. Now, what ſweet Voyage? to what Garden, Lady? 
Or to what Couſin's Houſe? 

Ama. Is this my welcome? 

I cannot go to Church, but thus I am ſcandal d, 
Uſe no Devotion for my Soul, but Gentlemen — 

Bar. 1 Church! ? 

"Ama. Yes,and ye keep Sweet Youths to wait upon mo, 
Sweet bred-up Youths, to be a credit to me, 

There's your delight again, pray take him to ye, 
 Henevercomesnear me more todebaſe me. (wrong'dye? 
Bur. How's thig? how s this? good Wife, how, has he 

Ama. I was fain to drive him 'ke a Sheep before me, 
I bluſh to think how, People fleer d, and ſcorn'd me. 
Others have handſome, Men, that know Behaviour, 
Place, and Obſervance: This filly thing knows nothing, 
Cannot tell ten; let every Raſcal juſtle me, 

And till I puſh'd him on as he hag been coming. 

Bar. Ha! did ye puſh him on! is he ſo ſtupid? 

Ama. Whenothers were attentive to the Prieſt, 
Good devout Gentleman, then fell he aſl, 


E 3 Fatt, 


I 


A \ 
\ p 

d if y - 

j Kb AL 

5 F 
TT 

1 ' 

WE 4 

ws 

C | 

C * 

7 

1 

4 1 
1 vi 

. 

I 5 

— F 
7 
=_ 

$4 © 

© Ja : 
75 4 
U 0 

1 

"Ah * 

10 1 
11 
4 4 
Ws 

- HE 
"4 - 

* 

75 * 

1 

: . 
. I * 
{ . . 
1 

N 

Ws | ** 
43 KF 
'AE EH 

* 
on 4 *, 

RT E 

$3 * 

1 

3 F- - © 

9 

+ ER WM 
" 1% 

1 2, 

. 

EY. j 

i KY 
— » 

[2648 8 

1 

ns fe Ba 

ES i 
C4.” 

. 
1 
1 

. 

i; \ 4 

. "IR Wb 

7. * A 

"us Y a 

4 

= l 

5 * 1157 = 

SW © * 
q = * 

7 0 
© 6 
| ** l 

4 

18 Tha 

— $$: - 

4 £ 

1 

Fg 

DE a+ | * 

1 43 (© 

44 

43% 

B* in 

*M « 

5 I 1 

EE 
3 N 

11 

J . 
1 
N *% 18 
* FEY 
14 
© * 
n 
5 7 
"FRY 
TY x 
boy 70 

: 1 
1 1 
7 +YL ; 

4 1 

* 3 de 
c ; 

= . ; ; 

£2 1 . 
. * 
1 

+2: 

* x 4 
: 4 & 
? $47 7 
IT 
; 5 

A l 

7 Yo { 
© >; 
W414. 
- 1 * 
1 A 
$9 1 
* ky 
"LE 

4 o 
*> 1 
* : 
1 
+ 4 vu 
* 
17 27 3 
1 * 
* 4 
3 9 
1 
TY 
BIS. 4 
2 575 
1 
«44 * 
1 
1 
1 
[7 54 
5 1 
5 
. 
1 
* 
« 


, 34 The Spaniſh Curate. 
Faſt, ſound aſleep : Then firſt began the Bag-pipes, 
The ſeveral ſtops ons Noſe made a rare Muſick, 
A rare and loud, and thoſe pla'd many an Anthem, 
Put out of that, he fell ſtraight into dreaming. 
rſ. As cunning, as ſhe is ſweet; I like this Carriage. 
Bar. What did he then? 
Ama. Why then he talked in his Sleep too, 
Nay, VI! divulge your moral Virtues, Sheeps-face, 
And talk'd aloud, that every Ear was fixt to him: 
Did not I ſuffer, do you think, in this Time ? 
Talk of your bawling Law, of Appellations, 
Of Declarations, and Excommunications z; 
Warrants, and Executions; and ſuch Devils 
That drove all the Gentlemen out o'th' Church, by hurryes, 
With execrableOaths, they wou d never come there again. 
Thus am I ſerv'd and Man' d. 
Lean. I pray ye forgive me, 
I mult confeſs I am not fit to wait upon ye: 
Alas, I was brought up— | 
Ama. To be an Aſs, 
A Lawyers Aſs, to carry Books, and Buckrams. 
Bar. But what did you at Church? 
Lop. At Church, did you ask her? 
Do you hear Gentlemen. do yo mark that queſtion ? 
Becauſe you are half an Heretick your ſelf, Sir, 
Wou'd ye breed her too? this ſhall to the Inquiſition, 
A pious Gentlewoman reprov'd for praying ? 
I'll fee this filed, and you ſhall hear further, Sir. 
Arſ. Ye have an ill Heart. | 
Up. It ſhall be found out, Gentlemen, 
There be thoſe Vouths will ſearch it. 
Die. You are warm, Signior, g 
But a Faggot will warm ye better: We are Witneſſes. 
Lop. Nad to hang him, do not doubt. 


Mil. Nay certain, 
I do believe Was rather no Religion. (Church, Sir? 
Lap. That muſt be known too, becauſe the goes to 
O monſtrunt informe ingens! 
Die. Let him go on, Sir, _ 
His Wealth will build a Nunnery, a fair one, PEP 
n 
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And this good Lady, when he is hang'd and rotten, 
May there be Abbeſs. 

Bar. You are cozen'd, honeſt Gentlemen, 
I do not forbid the Uſe but the Form, mark me. 

Lp. Form? what do you make of Form? 

Bar. They will undo me, ” Th 
Swear, as I oft have done, and fo betray me; 

I muſt make fair way, and hercafter, Wife, 
Youare welcome home, and henceforth take your pleaſure, 
Go when ye ſhall think fit, I will not hinder ye, 

My Eyes are open now, and I ſee my Error, 

My Shame, as great as that, but I muſt hide it. 

The whole conveyance now I ſmell, but Baſta, 
Another time mult ſerve; you ſee us Friends, now 
Heartily Friends, and no more chiding, Gentlemen, 

I haye been too fooliſh, I confeſs, no more Words, 

No more, ſweet Wife. 

Ama, You know my eaſic Nature. 

Bar. Go get ye in: You ſee ſhe has been angry: 
Forbear her Sight a while, and Time will pacify; 
And learn to be more bold. 

Lean. I would I could, 


Iwill do all I am able. [ Exit, - 


Bar. Do Leandro, 
We will not part, but Friends of all hands. 
Lop. Well ſaid, N 
Now ye are reaſonable, we can look on ye. 
Bar. Ye have jerkt me: Bur for all that I forgive ye, 
Forgive ye heartily, and do invite ye . 
To morrow to a Breakfaſt, I make but ſeldom, 
But now we will be ory: Fw” | / 
Arſ. Now ye are friendly, 
Your Doggedneſs and Niggardize flung from ye. 
And now we will come to Fig X 
Bar. Give me your Hands, all : 
You ſhall be welcome heartily. 
Lop. We will be, 
For we'll eat hade. 
Bar. The harder, the more welcome, 
And till the Morning farewel; 1 have buſineſ. Eis. 
aig I Mil, 
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Mil. — ood bountifulBereoly 63 tig a brave Wench 10 
A ſudden witty Tief, and worth all ſervice: | 
Go, we'll all go, Am uin the Lawyer. 3 
Bie. Vl clap four tire of Teeth into my n we; 
But I will grind his ſubſtance. 
* Arſe „N 1 
hou haſt had a ſtran 2 e bit I ox 
Thou rid'ſt now in 5 7 Ding 9 * 
Mil. Let's go drink, Friends, 
And laugh aloud at all our merry May-games. 


Ty. A match,a match, 'twill wherour Stomachsbetter. | 
[Exeunt. : 


AST: "Bs SCENE 4 
Enter Violante, and Servant. 


Ser. Adam, he's come. [Chair and Stools out. 
Viol. Tis well, how did he look (ſtartlec? 


When he knew from whom you were ſent? \ was he not 
Or confident? or fearful? 


Her. As appear'd 
Like one that knew his Fortune at the worſt, 
And car'd not what cou'd follow. 

FPiol. Tis the better, 


Reach me a Chair: So bring bim in, be careful 
That none diſturh us: I will try his Temper, 
And if L find him apt for my r 


III work him to my ends; if not I mall. 
Find other Engines. | 


Enter Jamie, and 8 | 
Ser. There's my Lady. 
Viol. Leave us. 
Fam. You ſent for me? ? 
Vil. 1 did, and do's the favour, VP 
Your preſent State conſiderd and my Power, Fg 
Deſerve no greater Ceremony ? 
Fam. Ceremony? 


Ile to pay that where I owe a Duty, 5 


— 


Not 
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Not to my Brother's Wife: I cannot.fawn, 
If you expect it from me, you are cozen'd, 
And fo farewel. e 
Viol. He bears up ſtill; I like it. 
Pray you a word. | 
Jam. Yes, I will give you hearing 
On equal terms, and fit by you as a Friend, 
But not ſtand as a Suitor: Now your pleaſure? 
Viol. You are very bold. 
Fam. *Tis fit, ſince you are proud; 
J was not made to feed that fooliſh humour, 
With flattery and obſervance. 
Viol. Yet, with your favour, | 
A little Form foin's with Reſpect to her, 
That can add to your Wants, or free you from 'em, 
Nay raiſe you to a Fate, beyond your hopes, . 
Might well become your Wiſdom. 
Fam. It would rather 
Write me a Fool, ſhou'd I but only think 
That any good to me could flow from you, | 
Whom for ſo many Years I have found and prov'd 
My greateſt Enemy: I am ſtill the ſame, 
My Wants have not transform'd me: I dare tell you, 
To your new cerus'd Face, what I have ſpoken. 
Freely behind your Back, what I think of you; 
You are the proudeſt thing, and have the leaſt 
Reaſon to be fo that I ever read of. 
In Stature you are a Granteſs; and your Tailor 
Takes meaſure of you with a Facob's Staff, 
Or he can never reach you, this by the way 
For your large ſize. Now, in a word or two, 
To treat of your Complexion were decorum : 
You are fo far from fair, I doubt your Mother 
Was too familiar with the Moor that ſerv'd her, 
Your Limbs and Features I paſs briefly over, 
As things not worth deſcription; and come roundly 
To your Soul, if you have any; for 'tis doubtful. 
zol. 1 laugh at this, proceed. 5 
Fam. This Soul I ſpeak of, | 
Or rather Salt to keep this heap of fleſh *' 
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From being a walking ſtench, like a large Inn, 
Stands open for the entertainment of 
All impious Practices: But there's no Corner 
An honeſt thought can take up: And as it were not 
Sufficient in your ſelf to comprehend 
All wicked Plots, you have taught the Fool, my Brother, 
By your Contagion almoſt to put off | 
The Nature of the Man, and turn'd him Devil, 
| Becauſe he ſhould be like you, and I hope 
Will march to Hell together: I have ſpoken, 
And if the Limning you in your true Colours 
Can make the Painter gracious, I ſtand ready 
For my Reward, or if my Words diſtaſte you, 
I weigh it not, for though your Grooms were ready 
To cut my Throat for't, be affur'd I cannot | 
Uſe other Language. 90. 

Viol. You think you have faid now, 
Like a brave Fellow: In this Woman's War 
You ever have been train'd: Spoke big, but ſuffer'd _ 
Like a tame Aſs; and when moſt ſpur'd and galld 
Were never Maſter of the Spleen or Spirit, 
That could raiſe up the anger of a Man, 
And force it into action. 
- yas. YO TTT 7 

Wer't thou a Subject worthy of my Sword, 
Or that thy Death, this moment, could call home 
My baniſh'd hopes, thou now wer't dead; dead, Woman; 
But being as thou art, it is ſufficient 
I ſcorn thee, and contemn thee. 
Viol. This ſhews nobly, 

I muſt confeſs it: I am taken with it, 3 
For had you kneel'd, and whin'd, and ſhew'd a baſe 
And low dejected Mind, I had deſpis'd you. 
This Bravery, in your adverſe Fortune, conquers 
And does command me, and upon the ſudden 
I feel a kind of Pity, growing in me, 
- For your Misfortunes; Pity Pie fay's the Parent 

Of future Love, and I repent my part 
So far in what you have ſuffer'd, that I cou'd, 
But you are cold, do ſomething to repair 
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What your baſe Brother (ſuch, Famie, I think him) 
Hath broughr to ruin. 
Jam. Ha? 
Viol. Be not amaz'd, 
Our Injuries are equal in his Baſtard; 
You are familiar with what I groan for, 
And though the Name of Husband holds a tye 
Beyond à Brother, I, a poor weak Woman, 
Am ſenſible, and tender of a wrong, 
And to revenge it wou'd break through all lets, 
That durſt oppoſe me. 
Fam. Is it poſſible? 
Viol. By this kiſs : ſtart not: thus much, as a Stranger 
You may take from me; but, if you were pleas'd, 
1 ſhould ſelect you as a boſom Friend, 
I would print em thus, and thus. 
Fam. Keep off. 
Viol. Come near, | 
Near into the Cabinet of my Counſels : 
vimplicity and Patience dwell with Fools, 
And let them bear thoſe burthens, which wiſe Men 
Boldly ſhake off; be mine and join with me, 
And when that I have rais'd you to a Fortune, 
Do not deny your ſelf the happy means, 
You'll look on me with more judicious Eyes, 
And ſwear I am moſt fair. 
Jam. What wou'd this Woman? 
The purpoſe of theſe words? ſpeak not in riddles, 
And when I underſtand what you wou'd counſel, 
My anſwer ſhall be ſudden. 
Viol. Thus then Jamie, 
The objects of our fury are the ſame, 
For young Aſcanio, whom you Snake-like hug'd, 
Frozen with wants to Death, in your warm Boſom, 
Lives to ſupplant you in your certain hopes, 
Ard kills in me all comfort. | 
Fam. Now 'tis plain, | 
I apprehend you: And were he remov'd 
Viol. You, once again, were the undoubted Heir. 


Jam. 


. . * 4 
{a N 
499 
4s 

: 18 
i Fn 4 
1 


——_ 
ds 4 4 
22 "= 3 0 


—_— 
2 3 
= _ * 


** 


* * 
X _ a. 7 Þ Yet Nm — * 
* _—_—_ > . 4 * "4 1 * * — ESTs. © : * 
— — — ] 6 r r ot I 2 
2 - * 22 1 = _ 4 . * „ hag), * 
n 


—— — 


2 - 
Kon N + 
8 


4 wy a 4 — a 4 x * 
* * X G 2 IS : 4 A - p . - mme han. — - a =s — 
Z n 1 * — > bw -- 5 "FL. — — 


TING 3 =, os AT ENTS 
„ Ane — a9, 8 wt q 
: l 


— 
E 9 „ 


—— 
— 


* 
LY 
4. 
LH 
24 
1 
4 
% 
| 
4 : 
b 
| 
4 


1 


— 4 


NSD A 4 7 * 2 N 
, A. 4 =, 4 ” 4, = w — At - > — - * _ 
+» As bo . - . * . — 2 = - nt * 5 4 oo 
— — * « SAFES : - * * 5 8 9 
1 KA „5 r 2 2 ——— — 2 — * 5 2 — «. Wo * 
. = By * re n — ty r 5 
— — 14 2 * * — =» © . . af — — 2 
2 . ow - — 
+ - 8 2 — _—— N a 4 4 
det ran . A qu AAS er ie oe 2 £0 IA RAY — — 


WS : . 5 —B TY one ES ok 
a p - — 9 — 2 _— 8 82 . — AL: gen — a 
- — ——— + LOS _ . I, oo ONS; oe ᷣͤ c — — = - TG it b 0 -- ä we 
- 0 — > on K 1 * 4 — . 2 * - 2 
5 1 N * 2 4 2 = * — * = 
| 1 ; 
= my > n — — a . a ” r p Pu” = _ a 
‚ũͤ 7 PTPoPooTToT0T00T0T0T . 
N — Dor me Seer g — wal p 8 . 2 > ne DIS. 3s, > » 2.” ak - P — 3 W 8 o8 9 7 
7 EY "Ss Þ 3b Tr * — & wy 
5 = V 1 — 8 - _—_ — q - eo _—_ 
A R <4 4. 2 . — 5 
1 — 1 — 33 72 2 . — 


5 
— 2 


— 48 
— 


SR 
PT” 4 _— 


%s , Spang Gals. 
um. Tis not to bi deny; I Fas 1 be. A +, 


Bur now ye have fir'd me; En i | 
3 I'll add Fuel 1 5 


2 neafer cut, do gez e . 
10 [ 1 deck you, ell b in far | ke "Ip 
The Port of Ha appinels, „ e or erent 
am. 2 * eee, © Tong ry 
z0l. B ique's Peach Py 
Bur you ont hey he's your tte in great e 
Which are Epitotncs of 1880 an e 
The Politick Ok no Rivals. 5 
Jan. Weht!” © FHF wor 1 
For ſure I think cut of a FORT 15 5 
Is fced in expectation, when I may, 
Diſpenſing but a little with my Conſcience, 
Come into full Poſſeſſion, . not Wa 
One that defir'd to thrive. toned; wind 
Viol. Now you >, „ 
A Man that knows the World. — 3 
n. I needs mult learn = 
That have fo gooda Tutreſs. And hat ink you, | 
Don Henrique and Aſcanio cut 5 
That parts. may live, that ſhall defire to trace us 
In our black Paths, if that Odavio 
His foſter Father, and the fad Facintha, _ mn Y 
Faith pity her, and free her from or Sorrows, " 
Shovld fil Companions with em? When Wea are ref 

With Murther, let us often bath in . 

The colour will be Scarle. 
Viol. And that's A . . 
And will protect the fact. 5 ; 4,” * obo 

Fam: Suppoſe this done : ae bp 
If undiſcovered, we may get for Mony, 
As that you know btys any ad in F 5 3 
A Diſpenſation. - RO i 
Viol. And be married? 5 a 13 
Jam. True. 
Or if it be known, truſs up our Gold IT 9 
And fly to ſome free ed and there with ora 

Viol. Laugh at the Laws of Spain. 

"per admirable. Fam. 
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Jam. We We ſhall beget rare. Children. k Law rapt with 
The meer IMAgINATION.— 


Viol. Shall 10 n 3 at 95 1 5 

Fam. Shall? tis too tedious: Furniſh me ith man. 
To hire the Inſtruments, and to your ſelf 
Say it is done already: I will ſhew you, u. 

E er the Sun ſet, how much you have ach mw 
| Your Province is only to uſe ſome means, 
To ſend my Brother to the Groye that's neigh tibour. 
To the weft Port of th” City; leave the reſt bn 
To my own practice; I have talk d too 1 43 7 
But now will do: This Kiſs, with my Confeſſions... 
'Fo work a fell Revenge : A. Man 8 a * 1 
If not inſtructed in a Woman' $ School. Chor 5 


8 1 £8 


NF | 


* 6.9% | 12958 


Euter 1 Algazeirs, aud a Parktbut. * 1 N 8 
The Table for t out aniFStools. N 


Bar. Vou are well enough diſguis' dz furniſh the Tube, 
Make no ſhew what ye are, till I diſcoyveer 
Not a Soul knows ye here: Be quick and diligent⸗ e 
Theſe Youths I have invited to a Breakfaſt,, 
But what the Sawce will be, I am of opinion 
I ſhall take off the edges of their Appetites, 2} 
And greaſe their Gums for eating heartily. + 
This Month or two; they haye plaid their ies ith me, 
And with their ſeveral Hurts they have ighted dange- 
But ſure I ſhall be quit. I hear em coming. (ouſly, 
Go off and wait the bringing in your ſer vice. 
And do it handſomely: You know where to have it 
Enter Milanes, Arſenio, Lopez, and DicRo.- I 

Welcome i' Faith. | 19 0 71 

Arſ. That's well ſaid honeſt Lawyer. 24.444 2A 

Lop. Said like a Neighbour. 5805 

Bar. Welcome all: All over, 
And let's be merry. 

Mil. To that end weę came, Sir, b 
An hour of Freedom's worth an Age of Juglings. » 

Die. Tam come too, Sir, to ſpecific * — 3 
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A poor Retainer to your Worſhip's Bounty. + -_. 
Bar. And thou ſhalt have it fill'd, my merry Diego, 
My liberal, and my bonny bounteous Diego, 
Even fill'd till it groan again. | 
Die. Let it have fair play, 
And if it founder then- 5 
Bar. I'll tell ye, Neighbours, 8 
Though I were angry yeſterday with ye all, 
And very angry, for methought ye bob'd me. 
Lop. No, no, by no means. 
Bar. No, when I conſidered 
It was a jeſt, and carried off ſo quaintly, 
It made me merry : Very merry, Gentlemen, 
I do confeſs I could not fleep to think on't, 
The Mirth ſo tickled me, I could not ſlumber. 
Lop. Good Mirth does work fo: Honeſt Mirth, 
Now, ſhould we have meant in earneſt—— 
Bar. You ſay true, Neighbour. = 
Lop. It might have bred ſuch a diſtaſt and ſowrneſs, 
Such fond imaginations in your Brains, Sir, 
For things thruſt home in earneſt.— 
Bar. Very certain, | 5 
But I know ye all for merry Wags, and e'er long 
You ſhall know me too in another faſhion, : 
Though you're pamper'd, ye ſhall bear part o'th' burthen. 
Enter Amaranta, and Leandro. Ws 
Come Wife; come, bid em welcome; come, my Jewel: 
And Pupil, you ſhall come too; ne' er hang backward, 
Come, come, the Woman's pleas'd, her Anger's over, 
Come, be not baſhful. „„ 
Ama. What does he prepare here? 
Sure there's no Meat i'th' Houſe, at leaſt not dreſt, 
Does he mean to mock em? Or ſome new bred crotchet 
Come o'er his Brains; I do not like his Kindneſs: 
But Silence beſt becomes me: If he mean foul play, 
Sure they are enough to right themſelves, and let em, 
I'll fit by, ſo they beat him not to Powder, (Neighbour, 
Bar. Bring in the Meat there, ha? Sit down dear 
A little Meat needs little Compliment, 
Sit down, I ſay. 5 


Aua. 
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Ama. What do you mean by this, Sir? 
Bar. Convey away their Weapons handſomly. 
Ama. You know there's none 1'th' Houſe to anſwer ye, 
But the poor Girl; you know there's no Meat neither. 
Bar. Peace and be quiet; I ſhall make you ſmoak elſe: 
There's Men and Meat enough, ſer it down formally. 
Enter Algazeirs, with Diſhes. 
Ama. 1 fear ſome lewd trick, yet I dare not ſpeak on't. 
Ber. 1 have no dainties for ye, Gentlemen, 
Nor loads of Meat, to make the Room ſmell of 'em. 
Only a Dith to ev'ry Man I have dedicated, 
And if 1 have pleas'd his Appetite. 
. Lop. O, a Capon, | 
A Bird of Grace, and be thy Will, I honour it. 
Die, For me ſome forty Pound of lovely Beef, 
Plac'd in a Mediterranean Sea of Brewis. 
Bar. Fall to, fall to, that we may drink and laugh after. 
Wait diligently, Knaves. PEG 
Mil. W hart rare bit's this? 
An Execution! bleſs me! 
Bar. Nay, take it to ye, 
There's no avoiding it, 'tis ſomewhat tough, Sir, 
But a good Stomach will endure it cafily, 
The ſum is but a thouſand Duckets, Sir. 
Arſ. A Capias from my Surgeon, and my Silk-man! 
Bar. Your careful Makers, but they've mar'd your Diet. 
Stir not, your Swords are gone: There's no avoiding me, 
And theſe arc Algazeirs, do you hear that paſſing Bell ? 
Lop. A ſtrong Citation, bleſs me! | 
Bar. Out with your Beads, Curate, 
The Devil's in your Dith: Bell, Book, and Candle. 
Lop. A Warrant to appear before the Judges! 
I muſt needs riſe, and turn to th' Wall. 
Bar. Ye need not, _ 
Your fear I hope will make ye find your Breeches. 
All. We are betray'd. 
Bar. Invited, do not wrong me, 
Fall to, good Gueſts, you have diligent Men about ye, 
Ye ſhall want nothing that may perſecute ye, 
Theſe will not ſee ye ſtart; Have I now found 2 
; 8 ave 


And new invitements to the Whip, 
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Have I requited ye? You foobd the Lawyer, 
And chadghti S 7 858 
A thick ram- headed Knave; you rid, you ſpur'd him, 
And glorified your Wits, the more ye him 
Wichia this hour ye ſhall have all your Creditors, 
A ſecond Dith of new Debts, 3 
Dow iego, 


And Ex communications for the learned Curate, 
A Maſque of all your Furies ſhall dance to ye. 
Af. Y ou dare not uſe us thu ? 
Bar. You thall be bob'd, Gentlemen: 
Stir, and as I have a Life, ye go to Priſon, 
To Priſon, without pity inſtantly. _ 
Before ye {peak another word to Priſon. 
I have a better Guard without, that waits; 
Do you ſee this Man, Don Curate? tis a Paratour 
That comes to tell ye a delightful Stor 
Of an old Whore ye have, ard then to teach ye 
What is the Penalty; Laugh at me now, Sir, 
What Legacy wou d ye bequeath me now, 


(And pay it on the Nail?) to fly my Fury? 


_ Top. O gentle Sir. 
Bar. Do'ſt thou hope I will be gentle, 
Thou fooliſh unconſiderate Curate? 
Lo. Let me go, Sir. 5 
Bar. I'll ſee thee hang firſt. 
Lon. And as Tam a true Vicar, 
Hark in your Ear, hark ſoftly 
Bar. No, no Bribery. 11 FS" 
I'll have my ſwinge upon thee; Sirrah? Raſcal? 
YouLenten Chaps, you that lay ſick, and mockt me, 
Mockt me abominably, abus'd me lewdly, 
Ill make thee ſick at Heart, before I leave thee, 
And groan, and die indeed, and be worth nothing, 
Not worth a blefling, nor a Bell to knell for thee, 
A ſheet to cover thee, but that thou ſteal ſt, (with 
Steal ſt from the Merchant, and the Ring he was buried 
Steal'ſt from his Grave; do you ſmell me now? | 
Die. Have mercy on me! 


road Word fad Wy 


Bar. 


9 he Spaniſh ce. i DES» * 
Bar. No Palm of NMemy ſhall hold me © Grow hanging 
the. N (men, N 


How do you like your Breakfaſt? 00 but ſhort; Gentle- 
But ſweet, and «healthful; Your Puniſhment, and yours, 
For ſome near Reaſons that concern my Credit, (Sir, 
I will take to my ſelf. Nr ts. 
Ama. Do Sir, and ſpare not: „ 12 
I have been too good a Wife, and too obedient, FED, 
But ſince ye dare provoke: me to be-foolith- 2 
Lean. She has, yes, and too worthy of your Vage, 
Before the World I juſtifie her Goodneſs . 
And turn that Man, that dares but taint her Virtues, 
To my Sword's point; that lying Man, chat baſe Via 
Turn him, but Face to Face, that 1 may An him. { 
Bar. What have I here? | 7 Sh £6.97 
Lean. A Gentleman, a free Man, | 


One that made trial of this Lady's Conſtanc %,, 


And found it ſtrong as Fate; leave off your fooling, 
For if you follow this Courſe, you will be Crone! 
For a Devil, whilſt a Saint ſhe is mention de.. 
You know my name indeed; I am now no Lawyer. 
Enter Jamie and Aſßſtant. 4% 


Die. Some comfort now, 1 hope, or elſe wou'd I were! 


And yet the Judge, he makes me ſweat. (hang d ap. 
Bar, What News now? 
Jam. I will juſtifie, upon my Life and Credit, 


W hat have heard you, for Truth, and will make Proof os. 


Aſt. 1 will be ready at the pegel hour there, 
And ſo Ideave ye. 

Bar, Stay I beſeech your Worſlup, 
And do but hear me. WY 
Jam. Good Sir, intend this buſineſs, 

And let this bawling Foolʒ no more words, Lawyer, 

And no more angers, for! guels your Reaſons : 
This Gentleman I'll juſtifie in all Places, 
And that fair Lady s worth; let who dare crols it. 
The Plot was caſt hy me, to make thee jealous, 
But not to wrong your Wife, ſhe's f. ir and virtuous. 
Die. Take us ko mercy too, we beſcech your Honour, 
We ſhall be juſtified the way of all Flesh elſe, 


Vou, II. F | Fam: 
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Ly 9. 

Jam. No more Talk, nor no more Diſſention, Lawyer, 
Iknow your Anger, tis a vain and ſlight one, 
For if you do, III lay your whole Life open, 
A Life that all the World ſhall I'll bring Witneſs, 
And rip before a Judge the ulcerous Villanies, 
You know know ye; and I can bring witneſs. 

Bar. Nay good Sir, noble Sir. 

Fam. Be at peace then preſently, 15 
Immediately take honeſt and fair Truce (tleman; 
With your good Wife, and ſhake hands with that Gen- 
H'as honour'd ye too much, and do it chearfully. 

Lop. Take us along, for Heav'n ſake too. 

Bar. I am Friends, 15 
There is no Remedy, I muſt put up all, 
And like my Neighbours rub it out by th' Shoulders, 
And perfect Friends; Leandro, now I thank ye, 
And there's my Hand, I have no more grudge to ye, 
Bur I am too mean henceforward tor your Company. 
Lean. I ſhall not trouble ye. 
Arſ. We will be Friends too. 

Mil. Nay Lawyer, you ſhall not fright us farther, 

For all your Devils we will bolt. 

Bar. 1 grant ye, 5 

The Gentleman's your Bail, and thank his coming, 
Did not he know me too well, you ſhou'd ſmart for't; 


Go all in peace, but when ye fool next, Gentlemen, 
Come not to me to Breakfaſt. 


Die. 111 be bak'd firſt, 3 | 
Bar. And pray ye remember, when yeare bold and merry, 
TheLawyer's Banquet, and the Sawce he gave ye, 
Fam. Come, go along; I have Employment for ye, 
Employment for your lewd Brains too, to cool ye, 
For all, for every one. 85 | 
All. We are all your Servants. 
Die. All, all for any thing, from this day forward 
I'M hate all Breakfaſts, and depend on Dinners. 
Jam. I am glad you come off fair. 
Lean. The fair has bleſt me. Exeunt. 
. | SCENE 


The Spaniſh Curate. 


SCENE M 
Enter Octavio, Jacintha, and Aſcanio. 


Oct. This is the place, but why we are appointed 
By Don Famie to ſtay here, is a * 
I cannot ſound. 1 
Aſe. Believe't he is too noble |; 
To purpoſe any thing but for our good. 
Had I aſſurance of a thouſand Lives, 
And with them perpetuity of Pleaſure, 
And ſhould loſe all, if he prov'd only falſe, 
Yet I durſt run the hazard. | 
Fac. *Tis our comfort, | 
We cannot be more wretched than we are. 
And Death concludes all Miſery. 
Oct. Undiſcover'd, 
We muſt attend him. | 
Enter Henrique, and Jamie. 
Aſc. Our ſtay is not long. 
With him Don Henrique? 
Fac. Now II fear; 
Be ſilent. 
Hen. Why doſt thou follow me ? 
Faw. To fave your Life, 
A Plot is laid for't, all my wrongs forgot, 
I have a Brother's Love. e 
Hen. But thy falſe ſelf, 
fear no Enemy. 
Fam. You have no Friend, 
But what breathsin me: If youmove a ſtep 
Beyond this Ground you tread on, you are loſt. 1 
Hen. is by thy practice then: I am ſent hither 
To meet her, that prefers my Life and Satery 
Before her own. Lu 
Fam. That you ſhould be abus'd thus 
With weak Credulity! She for whoſe fake 
You have forgot we had one noble Father, 
Or that one Mother bare us, for whoſe Love _ 
You brake a Contract to WINE Heav'n was Witness, 
3 | 2 ö 


To 
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To fatisfic whoſe Pride and wilful Humour 
You have expos'd a ſweet and hopeful Son 
To all the miſeries that Want can bring him, 
And ſuch a Son, though you are moſt obdurate, 
To give whom entertainment Savages 
Would quit their Caves themſelves, to kee him from 
B'eak cold and hunger! This diſſembling Woman, 
"This Idol, whom you worſhip, all your r Love 
And Service trod under her Feet, deſigns you 
To fill a Grave, or dead to lyea Prey 
For Wolves and Vulturs. 

Hen. *Tis falſe; ] defie ther, 
And ſtand upon my Guard. 


Euter Leandro, Milanes, Arſeniq, Bartolus, Lopez, Die- 
go, Octavio, e e Aſcanio, and Servants. 
Jam. Alas tis weak: 
Come on, ſince you will teach me to be cruel, 
By having no Faith in me, take your Fortune ; 
Bring the reſt forth, and bind them f iſt, 
O24. My Lord. 
 Aſe. In what have we offended ? 
+ Fam. I am deaf, F 
And following my will, 1 do not land { 
Accomptable to Re aſon: Sce her Ring, 
The firſt pledge of your Love and Service to her, 
Deliver'd as a Warrant for your Death: 
Theſe Bags of Gold you gave yp to her truſt, 
The ule of which you did deny your ſelf, 
Beſtow'd on me, and with a prodigal Hand: 
W hom ſhe pick'd forth to be the Architect 
Oft her molt bloody Puilding; and to ſee 
Theſe Inſtruments, to bring Materials 
Io raiſe it up, ſhe bad me ſpare no colt, 
And as a ſurpluſage, ofter'd ber ſelf 
To be at my Devotion. 
Hen. O accurs'd! 15 [ 
Fam. But be incredulous flill ; think this my Plot; 
Faſhion Excuſes to your ſelf, and ſwear 
That the is Innocent, that ſhe doats on ye; 
Belicve this, as a feartul Dream, and that 


You 


0 


I will ſhew only: 


Viol. More than if 
All Treaſure that's above the Earth, with that 
That lies conceal'd in both the Indian Mines, 
Were laid down at my Feet: O bold Jamie, 

Thou only canſt deſerve me. 

Fam. 1 am forward, 
And, as you eaſily may perceive, I fleep not 
On your. Commands. | 


To fa 
Vio 


Viol. Vou Sir, that 


1. 


The Spaniſh Curate. 


You lie not at my Mercy, which in this 


She her ſelf ſhall give 
The dreadful Sentence, to remove all ſcruple 
Who tis that ſends you to the other World. 


Enter Violante. 
Appears my Violante? Speak, my deareſt, 
Do's not the Object pleaſe you? 


Enter Aſſiſtant, and 's Xn 
Viol. But yet they live: Ilook'd 

To find them dead. 
Jam. That was deferr'd, that you | 

Might triumph intheir Miſery, and have the power 


they are not. 


Twas well thought upon: 
This Kiſs, and all the pleaſures of my Ped 
This Night, ſhall thank thee. 

Hen. Monſter ! | 


Would have me Mother Baſtards, being unable 


To honour me with one Child of mine own, 
That underneath my Roof kept 
And out of my Revenues wou' 
Her riotous Iſſue; now you find what 'tis 

To tempt a Woman: With as little feeling 


4 


$49 


our caſt-Strumpet, 


maintain 


As I turn off a Slave, that is unfit | 
To do me ſervice; or a Horſe, or Dog, 


That have out- liv'd their uſe, I ſhake thee off, 


To make thy Peace with Heav'n. 


Hen. I do deſerve this, 
And never truly felt before, what Sorrow : 
Attends on wiltul Dotage. 

Viol. For you, Miſtreſs, 
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558 The Spaniſh Curate. 

That had the pleaſure of his Youth before me, 
And triumph'd in the Fruit that you had by him, 
But that think, to have the Baſtard ſtrangled 
Before thy face, and thou with ſpeed to follow . 
The way he leads thee, js ſufficient Torture, 


I would cut off thy Noſe, put out thine Eyes, 


And ſet my Foot on thoſe bewitching Lips, 
That had the ſtart of mine: But as thou art, 
Go to the Grave unpitied. | 
Ait. Who would: believe 
Such rage could be in Woman? 
Viol. For this Fellow, 
He is not worth my Knowledge. 
Fam. Let him live then, 
Since you eſteem him innocent. 
Viol. No, Jamie, N 
He ſhall make up the Meſs: Now ſtrike together, 
And let them fall fro. 
Aſſt. Unheard of Cruelty ! 
I can endure no longer : Seize on her. 
Viol. Am I betray'd? | 
Is this thy Faith, Jamie? 
Fam. Cou'd your deſires 
Challenge performance of a deed ſo horrid ? 
Or, though that you had ſold your ſelf to Hell, 
I ſhould make up the bargain ? Live, dear Brother, 
Live long, and happy: I forgive you freely; 
To have done you this ſervice, is to me 
A fair Inheritance; and howe er harſh Language, 
Call'd on by your rough uſage, paſs d my Lips, 
In my Heart I ever lov'd you: all my labours 
Mere but to ſhew, how much your Love was cozen'd, 
When it beheld it ſelf in this falſe Glaſs, 
That did abuſe you; and I am fo far | 
From envying young Aſcanio his good Fortune, 
Thar if your State were mine, I wou'd adopt him. 
Theſe are the Murtherers my noble Friends, 
Which, to make trial of her bloody purpoſe, 
I won, to come diſguis'd thus. 7 
Hen. I am too full 


* 
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Of Grief and Shame to ſpeak : But what T1 do, TE 
Shall to the World proclaim my Penitence, * 1 7 
And howſoever I have liv'd, I'll die | 4 
A much chang'd Man. | | RF 
Jam. Were it but poſlible „ = 
You could make ſatisfaction to this Woman, Wi 


Our Joys were perfect. 
Hen. That's my only Comfort, 
That it is in my pow'r.: I ne'er was Married 
To this bad Woman, though I doted on her, 
But daily did defer it, ſtill expecting 
When Grief would kill Facintha, 
Aſſt. All is come out, 
And finds a fair ſucceſs: Take her, Don Henrique; 
And once again embrace your Son. 
Hen. Molt gladly. 
Aſſt. Your Brother hath deſerv'd all. 
Hen. And ſhall ſhare . | 
The Moiety of, my State. 
Aſſt. J have heard, Advocate, 
What an ill Inſtrument you have been to him 
From this time {ſtrengthen him with honeſt Counſcls 
As you'll deſerve my Pardon. 
Bar. I'll change my Copy: | 
But I am puniſh'd, for I fear I have had 
A ſmart bow, though unſeen. 
Alt. Curate, and Sexton, 
I have heard of you too, let me hear no more, 
And what's paſt, is forgotten. For this Woman, 
Though her Intent were bloody, yet our Law 
Calls it not Death; yet that her Puniſhment 
May deter others from ſuch bad attempts, 
The Dowry ſhe brought with her, ſhall be employ'd 
To build a Nunnery, where ſhe ſhall ſpend 
The remnant of her Life. 
Viol. Since I have miſs'd my ends, 
I ſcorn what can fall on me. 
Aſt. The tric Diſcipline = 
Of the Church, will teach you better Thoughts. And _—_ 
You that are Batchelors, 5 you ever marry, (Snare ins 
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In Bærtolut you may behold the Iſſue 


Of Covetouſneſs and Jealouſie. And of Dotage, 

And Falſhood in Don Henrique. Keep a Mean then; 
For be aſſur d, that weak Man meets all Ill, 5 
That gives himſelf up to a Woman's Will. [ Exeunt. 


» 


The EPILOGUE. 
＋ H E Play i done, yet our Suit never ends, : 
Still when you part, you would ſtill part our Friends. 


Our nobleſt Friends; if ought have faln amiſs 
O let it be ſufficient, that it is, 


And you have pardon d it. In Buildings great 


All the whole Body cannot be ſo neat, 
But ſomething may be mended; Thoſe are fair, 


And worthy Love, that may deſtroy, but ſpare. 
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Printed in the Lear 171 I 


E 


 Dramatis Per One. 
| M E N. 


Alentine, a Gallant chat will not be per ſwa⸗ 
died to keep his E (tate. 
Franciſco, his younger Brother. 


Mafter Lovegood, their Uncle. 


A Merchant, Friend to. Maſter Lovegood. 
Fountain, 


„ Bellimore, Companions of Valentine, and Sutors 


Hainan to the Widow. 


Lance, 4 Falkner, and an ancient Servant 10 va 
lentine's Father. 


Shorthoſe, the Clown, and Servant to obj Widow. ; 


Roger, Ralph, and H umphry, three Servants to 
the Widow. 


Three Servants. 3 
Muſicians. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Wi 4 Widow: | 
Iſabella, Her $i/ter. | 


Luce, a waiting Genilewoman to the Widow, 


wir 


Z 


Wit without Mony. 


— 


1 


ACT I SCENE L 
| Enter Uncle and Merchant. 


MERCHANT. 


HEN ſaw you Valentine? 

Unc. Not ſince the Horſe-race, he's 
taken up with thoſe that woo the Wi- 
dow. | | 
Mer. How can he live by ſnatches trom 
ſuch People? he bore a worthy Mind. 


Unc. Alas, he's ſunk, his Means are gone, he wants, 


and whigh is worſe, 
Takes a delight in doing fo. 
Mer. That's ſtrange. 
'Unc. Runs Lunatick, if you but talk of States, he cap- 


not be brought, now he has ſpent his own, to think 


there's Inheritance or Means, bur all a common Riches, 
all Men bound to be his Bailiffs. 
Aer. This is ſomething dangerous. 

Unc. No Gentleman that has Eſtate to uſe it in keep- 
ing Houſe, or Followers, for thoſe ways he cries againſt, 
for Eating Sins, dull Surfeits, cramming of Serving-men, 


muſtering of Beggars, maintaining Hoſpitals for Kites, 
and. Curs, grounding their fat Faiths upon old Country 
3 | Proverbs, 
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* Proverbs, God bleſs the Founders; theſe he would have 


ventur'd into more manly uſes, Wit, and Carriage, and. 
never thinks of State, or Means, the ground-works: 
Holding it monſtrous, Men ſhould teed their Bodies, and 
ſtarve their Underſtandings. 

Mer. That's moſt certain. 

Unc. Yes, if he could ſtay there. | 
Mer. Why let him marry, and that way riſe again. 

Unc. It's molt impoſſible, he will not look with any 
handſomeneſs upon a Woman, 

Mer. Is he ſo a to Women? 
uc. 1 know not what it is, a fooliſh glor 
He has got, I know not where, to balk hol Benefits, 
And yet he will converſe and flatter 'em, 

Make 'em, or fair, or foul, rugged, or ſmooth, 

As his impreſſion ſerves, for he affirms, 

They are only Jumps, and undigeſted pieces, 

Lickt over to a Form by our Affections, 

And then they ſhow. The Lovers let em paſs. 
Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain. 

Mer. He might be one, he carries as much Promiſe 
they arc wondrous merry. 

Duc. O their hopes are high, Sir. 

Fount. Is Valentine come to Town? 

Bel. Laſt night, I heard. ; 

Fount. We mils him monſtrouſly in our ene br 
this Widow 1s as ſtately, and as crafty, and ſtands1 war- 
rant you 

Hair. Let her ſtand ſure; ſhe falls before us Ade. 
Come let's go ſeek Valentine. 

Mer. This Widow ſecms a Gallant. 

| Unc. A goodly Woman, and to her Handſomne eſs ſhe 
bears her State reſerv'd, and great Fortune has made her 
Miſtreſs of a full means, and well ſhe knows to uſe it. 

Mer. I would Valentine had her. 

Unc. There's no hope of that, Sir. 

| Mer. O' that condition, he had his Mortgage 1 in: hin 

* Unc. J would he had. 

Mer. Seek means, and ſee what I'll do, 
erer let the Mony be paid in, 


Wit without Mony. 


I never ſought a Gentleman's undoing, . 
Nor eat the Bread of other Mens vexations: 
Lou told me of another Brother. 

Unc. Yes Sir, more miſcrable than he, for he has eat 
him, and drunk him up, a handſome Gentleman, and fine 


Scholar. 
Enter three Tenants. 
Mor. What are theſe? | „ 
Unc. The Tenants, they'll do what they can. 
Mer. It is well prepar'd, be carneſt, honeſt Friends, and 
loud upon him, he is deaf to his own good. 
Lance. We mean to tell him part of our Minds, an't 
pleaſe you. | | 
Mer. Do, and do it home, and in what my care may 
help, or my Perſwaſions, when we meet next. | 
uc. Do but perſwade him fairly; and for your Mony, 
mine, and theſe Mens Thanks too, and what we can be 
able. 9 55 5 
Mer. You're moſt honeſt, you ſhall find me no leſs, and 
{o1leave you, proſper your buſineſs, my Friends, [ Ex. Mer. 
Unc. Pray Heav'n it may, Sir. 
Lance. Nay if he will be mad, Þll be mad with him, 
and tell him that VII not ſpare him, his Father kept good 
Meat, good Drink, good Fellows, good Hawks, good 
Hounds, and bid his Neighbours welcome; kept him 
too, and ſupplied his Prodigal ty, yet kept his State ſtill; 
muſt we turn Tenants now, after we have lived under 
the Race of Gentry, and maintained good Yeomantry, 
to ſome of the City, to a great Shoulder of Mutton and 
a Cuſtard, and have our State turned into Cabbage Gar- 
dens, mult it be ſo? | 
Unc. You mult be milder to him. 
Lance. That's as he makes his Game. 
Unc. Intreat him lovingly, and make him feel. 
Lance. I'll pinch him to the Bones elſe: 
al. within.) And tell the Gentleman, I'll be with 


him preſently, ſay I want Mony too, I muſt not fail, 


Boy. | 
Lance. You'll want Cloaths, I hope. 
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| Enter Valentine. I 
Val. Bid the young Courtier repair to me anon, III 
read to him. oy | 
Unc. He comes, be diligent, but not too rugged, tart 
him, but affright him not. be 
_ Val. Phew, are you there? * 

Unc. We come to ſee you, Nephew, be not angry. 
Val. Why do you dog me thus, with theſe ſtrange 
People? Why, all the World ſhall never make me rich 
more, nor Maſter of theſe Troubles. 

Ten. We beſeech you for our poor Childrens ſake. 

Val. Who bid you get 'em? Have you not threſhing 
work enough, but Children muſt be bang'd out o'th* 
Sheaf too? Other Men with all their Delicates, and 
healthful Diets, can get but wind Eggs: You with a 
Clove of Garlick, a piece of Cheeſe would break a Saw, 
and ſowr Milk, can mount like Stallions; and I muſt 
maintain theſe Tumblers. 

Lance. You ought to maintain us, we have maintain'd 
you, and when you ſlept provided for you; who bought 
the Silk you wear? I think our Labours; reckon, you'll 

find it ſo: Who found your Horſes perpetual pots of 
Ale, maintain'd your Taverns, and who extol'd. you in 
the Half- crown Boxes, where you might fit and muſter 
all the Beauties? we had no hand in theſe; no, we are 
all Puppies? 1 
Your Tenants baſe vexations. 
Val. Very well, Sir. * 5 ho 
Lance. Had you Land, Sir, and honeſt Men to ſerve 
your purpoſes, honeſt and fairhful, and will you run a- 
way from em, betray your ſelf, and your poor Tribe to 
miſery; Mortgage all us, like old Cloaks; where will 
you hunt next? You had a thouſand Acres, fair and 
open: The Kings-bench is enclos'd, there's no good 
riding, the Counter is full of Thorns and Brakes, take 
| heed, Sir, and Bogs, you'll quickly find what Broth 
they're made of. : Pp 
Val. You're ſhort and pithy. | 
Lance. They ſay you're a fine Gentleman, and of excel- 
lent Judgment, they report you havea Wit; keep yourſelf 
"5 „ 
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out o*th*'Rain, and take your Cloak with you, which by 
interpretation 1s your State, Sir, or I ſhall think your 
Fame belied you, you have Mony, and may have Means. 

Val. Iprithee leave prating, does my good lye within 
thy Brain to further, or my undoing inthy Pity ? Go, go, 
get you home, there whiſtle to your Horſes, and let. 
them edifiez away, ſow Hemp to hang your ſelves withal : 
what am I to you, or you to me; am I your Landlord, 
Puppies? 

Unc. This is uncivil. | 

Val. More unmerciful you, to vex me with theſe Ba- 
con Broth and Puddings, they are the walking ſhapes of 
all my Sorrows. | bs EN 

3 Ten. Your Father's Worſhip would. have us'd us 
better. | | 

Yal. My Father's Worſhip was a Fool. | 
Lance. Hey, hey boys, old Valentine i' faith, the old 
Boy ſtill. | 

Unc. Fie, Couſin. | | 
Val. I mean beſotted to his State, he had never left 
me the miſery of ſo much Means elſe, which till 1 ſold, 
was a meer meagrim to me: If you will talk, turn out 
theſe Tenants, they are as killing to my Nature, Uncle, 
as Water to a Feaver. | | 

Lance. We will go, but it is ike Rams, to come a- 
gain the ſtronger, and you ſhall keep your State. 

Val. Thou lyeſt, I will not. 

Lance. Sweet Sir, thou lyeſt, thou ſhalt, and ſo good 
morrow. _ 8 I Exeunt Tenants. 

Val. This was my Man, and of a noble breeding: Now 
to your buſineſs, Uncle. | ts 

Unc. To your State then. 

Val. Tis gone, and I am glad on't, name it no more, 
'tis that I pray againſt, and Heav'n has heard me: I tell 
you, Sir, Jam more fearful of it, I mean, of thinking 
of more Lands, or Livings, than ſickly Men are trave]- 
ling o' Sundays, for being quell'd with Carriers; out up- 
on't, caveat emptor, let the Tool out- ſweat it, that thinks 
he has got a catch on't. N 

Unc. This is Madneſs to be a wilful Beggar. 
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Val. J am mad then, and ſo I mean to be, will that 
content you? How bravely now Ilive, how jocund, how 
near the firſt Inheritance, without fears, how free from 

title-troubles! » | | 
' Unc. And from Means to. 
Val. Means? Why all good Men's my Means; my 

Wit's my Plow, the Town's my Stock, Tavern's m 
Standing-houſe, and all the World knows there's no 
want ; all Gentlemen that love Society, love me; all 
Purſes that Wit and Pleaſure opens, are my Tenants ; 
every Man's Cloaths fit me, the next fair Lodging is 
but my next Remove, and when ] pleaſe to be more emi- 
nent, and take the Air, a Piece 1s levied, and a Coach 
prepared, and I gol care not whither, what need ſtate here? 

Unc. But ſay theſe means were honeſt, will they laſt, 

Sir ? EF e 

Val. Far longer than your Jerkin, and wear fairer, 
ſhould I take ought of you, tis true, I beg'd now, or 
which is worſe than that, I ſtole a kindneſs, and which 
is worlt of all, I loſt my way in't; your Mind's enclos'd, 
nothing lies open nobly, your very Thoughts are Hinds 

that work on nothing but daily ſwear and trouble: Were 
my way ſo full of Dirt as this, tis true I'd ſhift it; are 
my Acquaintance Graſiers? But, Sir, know, no Man that 
Lam allied to, in my living, but makes it equal, whe- 
ther his own uſe, or my neceſſity pull firſt z nor is this 
forc'd, but the meer quality and poiſure of Goodneſs, 

and do you think | venture nothing equal? 
- Unc. You pole me, Couſin. 


360 Wit without Mony. 


Val. What's my Knowledge, Uncle, is't not worth 
Mony ? What's my Underſtanding, Travel, Reading, 
Wit, all theſe digeſted, my daily making Men, ſome to 

ſpeak, that too much flegm had frozen up; ſome that 

ſpoke too much, to hold their Peace, and put their 

Tongues to Penſions; ſome to wear their Cloaths, and 
ſome to keep'em, theſe are nothing Uncle; beſides theſe 

ways, to teach the way of Nature, a manly love, Com- 

munity-to all that are deſervers, not (xamining how 

much, or what's done for them, tis wicked, and ſuch a 

one like you, chews his Thoughts double, making 'em 


_ 


only Food for his Repentancde. Euter 


„ 


Wit without Mony. 561 


Enter two Servants. 

1 Ser. This Cloak and Hat, Sir, and my Maſter's Love. 

Val. Commend's to thy Maſter, and take that, and 

leave em at my Lodging. 

1 Ser. I ſhali do it, Sir. 

Val. 1 do not think of theſe things. : 

2 Ser. Pleaſe you Sir, I have Gold here for you. 

Val. Give it me, drink that and commend me to thy 
Maſter 3 look you, Uncle, do I beg theſe? 

Unc. No ſure, *tis your worth, Sir. 

Val. Tis like enough, but pray fatisfie me, are not 
theſe ways as honeſt as perſecuting the ſtarved Inheri- 
tance, with muſty Corn, the very Rats were fain to run 
away from, or ſelling rotten Wood by the Pound, like 
Spices, which Gentlemen do after burn by th' Ounces ? 

Do not I know your way of feeding Beaſts with Grains, 
and windy ſtuff, to blow up Butchers? your racking Pa- 
ſtures, that have eaten up as many ſinging Shepherds, 
and their Iſſues, as Andeluzia breeds? Theſe are authen- 
tick, I tell you, Sir, I wou'd not change ways with you, 
unleſs it were to ſell your State that hour, and if it were 
poſſible to ſpend it then too, for all your Beans in Rum- 
ni; now you know me. | | 
Duc. I wou'd you knew your ſelf, but ſince you are 
grown ſuch a ſtrange Enemy to all that fits you, give me 
leave to make your Brother's Fortune. 

Val. How? -/ 

Unc. From your Mortgage, which yet you may reco- 
ver, I'll find the means. & 

Val. Pray fave your labour, Sir, my Brother and my 
ſelf will run one Fortune, and I think what I hold a meer 
vexation, cannot be ſafe for him; I love him better, he 
has Wit at will, the World has Means, he ſhall live 

without this trick of State, we are Heirs both, and all 

the World before us. . 7 
Unc. My laſt Offer, and then I am gone. 
Val. What is't, and then I'll anſwer. | 
Unc. What think you of a Wife yet to reſtore you, 
and tell me ſcriouſly without theſe trifles. | 
Val. And you can find one, that can pleaſe my Fancy, 9 
you ſhall not find me ſtubborn. ?! - 
YH G Une. '1 
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Unc. Speak your Woman. 

Val. One without Eyes, that is, Self- commendations, 
for when they find they are handſome, they are un- 
wholſome; one without Ears, not giving time to Plat- 
terers, for ſhe that hears her ſelf commended, wavers, 
and points Men out a way to make 'em wicked; one 
without Subſtance of her ſelf; that Woman without 
the pleaſure of her Life, that's wanton ; though ſhe be 
young, forgetting it, though fair, making her Glaſs the 
Eyes of honeſt Men, not her own Admiration, all her 
ends Obedience, all her hours new Bleſſings, if there may 
be ſuch a Woman. | 
Duc. Yes there may be. 

Val. And without State too. 1 8 

Unc, You are diſpos'd to trifle; well, fare you well, Sir, 
when you want me next, you'll ſeek me out a better 
ſenſe. e | | / 

Val. Farewel, Uncle, and as you love your Eſtate, 
let me not hear on't. —_ „„ Exit. 

Unc. It ſhall not trouble you. Pl watch him ſtill, 
And when his Friends fall off, then bend his Will. [ Exit. 

Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 

Luce. I know the cauſe of all this ſadneſs now, your 
Siſter has ingroſt all the brave Lovers. 

Tab. She has wherewithal, much good may't do her, 
prithee ſpeak ſoftly, we are open to Mens Ears. 

Luce. Fear not, we are ſafe, we may ſee all that pals, 
hear all, and make our ſelves merry with their Language, 
and yet ſtand undiſcover'd; be not melancholy, you are 
as fair as ſhe. e | 

Iſab. Who I? Ithank you, I am as haſte ordain'd me, 
a thing flubber'd, my Siſter is a goodly portly Lady, a 
Woman of a Preſence, ſhe ſpreads Sattins, as the King's 
Ships do Canvas every where, ſhe may ſpare me her 
Miſen, and her Bonnets, ſtrike her main Petticoat, and 
yet out- ſail me, I am a Carvel to her. 

Luce. But a tight one. he 
Iſab. She is excellent, well built too. 

Luce. And yet ſhe's old. 14255 2 
; Jab, She never ſaw above one Voyage, Luce, and credit 

e 22 mez 
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me, aſter another her Hull will ſerve again, a right good 
Merchant: She plays, and ſings too, dances and diſ- 
courſes, comes very near Eſſays, a pretty Poet, begins 
to piddle with Philoſophy, a ſubtil Chymick Wench, 
and can extract the Spirit of Mens Eſtates, the has the 
Light before her, and cannot miſs her choice; for me, tis 
an . F wait my mean Fortune. 

Luce. You are fo baſhful. | 
Iſab. It is not at firſt word up and ride, thou art co- 
zen'd, that wou'd ſhew mad i faith? Beſides, we loſe 
the main part of our politick Government, if we be- 
come provokers; then we are fair, and fit for Mens Em- 
braces, when like Towns, they lie before us Ages, yet 
not carried, hold out their frongett Batteries, then 
compound too without the loſs of Honour, and march 
off with our fair Wedding, Colours flying. Who are 
theſe? Bo | 
"= Enter Franciſco and Lance. 

Lace. I know not, nor I care nor. TT 

Iſab. Prithee peace then, a well built Gentleman. 

Luce. But poorly thatcht. 

Lance. Has he devour'd you too? 

Fran. H'as gulp'd me down, Lance. 

Lance. Left you no Means to ſtudy ? 
Fran, Not a Farthing: Di patcht my poor Annuity, I 
thank him, here's all the hope I have left, one bare ten 
dlnllings. ; | 

Lance. You are fit for great Mens ſervices, | 

Fran. I am fit, but who'll take me thus? Mens mi- 
ſeries are now accounted ſtains in their Natures. I hare 
| bravelled, and J have fludied long, obſerved all King- 

doms, know all the Promiſes of Art and Manners, yer 
that I am not bold, nor cannot flatter, I ſhall not thrive, 
all theſe are but vain Studies; art thou fo rich as to get 
me a Lodging, Lauce? | 


Lance. I'II ſell the Titles of my Houſe elſe, my Horfe, 

my Hawk, nay s'death I Il pawn my Wife: Oh Mr. Fran- 

ci, that I ſhould fee your Father's Houſe fall thus: 
Iſab. An honeſt Fellow. TEE Tr TE eee 

| | G 2 Lance. 
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Lance. Your Father's Houſe, that fed me, that bred 
up all my Name! | 

2 A grateful Fellow. 

nce. And fall by — 

Fran. Peace, I know you are angry, Lance, but Imuſt 
not hear with whom, he is my Brother, and though you 
hold him flight, my moſt dear Brother: A Gentleman, 
excepting ſome few rubs, he were too excellent to live 
here elſe, fraughted as deep with noble and brave Parts, 
the iſſues of a noble and manly Spirit, as any he alive, I 
muſt not hear you; though I am miſerable, and he made 
me ſo, yet ſtill he is my Brother, {till J love him, and 
to that tye of Blood link my Affections. 

Iſab. A noble Nature! doſt thou know him, Luce? 

Luce. No, Miſtreſs. 7 

Iſab. Thou ſhou'dſt ever know ſuch good Men; what 
a fair Body and Mind are married! Did he not ſay he 
wanted? 

Luce. What's that to you? 

Tab. Tis true, but *tis great pity. 

Luce. How ſhe Thanges! ten thouſand more than he, 
as handſome Men too. 1 1 
Tſab. Tis like enough, but as J live, this Gentleman 
among ten thouſand thouſand! Is there no knowing him? 
| why thou'd he want? Fellows of no merit, flight and 
2 puft Souls, that walk like Shadows, by leaving no 
print of what they are, or poiſe, let them complain. 
Luce. Her Colour changes ſtrangely. | 
Iſab. This Man was made, to mark his wants to wa- 
ken us; alas poor Gentleman, but will that wor him 
from cold and hunger? believe me he is well-bred, and 
cannot be but of a noble Lineage, mark him, mark him 
well. OB Fig 
Luce. Is a handſom Man. 

Iſab. The ſweetneſs of his ſufferance ſets him off, O 
e,; 
Luce. Vou cannot hide it. 

Iſab. T wou'd he had what I can ſpare: 

Luce. Tis charitable. . 
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Lance. Come Sir, I'll ſee you lodg'd, you have tied 
my Tongue faſt, III ſteal before you want, tis but a 
hanging. EAN 

Iſab. That's a good Fellow too, an honeſt Fellow, 
why, this would move a Stone, I muſt needs know; but 
that ſome other time. [Exit Lance, and Franciſco. 

Luce. Is the wind there? That makes for me. 


Lab. Come, I forgot a buſineſs. | [ Exennt., 


2 2 4 
_— 


LOT 2;.40ENE. 1. 
Enter Widow, and Luce. 


Wid. MA Siſter, anda Woman of ſo baſe apity! what 


was the Fellow ? | 

Luce. Why, an ordinary Man, Madam, 

Wid. Poor? £ 

Luce. Poor enough, and no Man knows from whence 
neither. | 

Wid. What cou'd ſhe ſee ? . | 

Luce. Only his Miſery, for elſe ſhe might behold a hun- 
dred handſomer. 

Mid. Did ſhe change much? Rs 
Luce. Extreamly, when he ſpoke, and then herPity, 
like an Orator, I fear her love tram'd ſuch a commenda- 
tion, and follow'd it ſo far, as made me wonder. 

Wid. Is ſheſo hot, or ſuch a want of Lovers, that ſhe 
muſt doat upon Afflictions? Why does ſhe not go romage 
all the Priſons, and there beſtow her Youth, bewray her 
Wantonneſs, and flic her Honour, common both to Beg- 
gary, Did ſhe ſpeak to him? 


Luce. No, he ſaw us not, but ever fince ſhe hath 


been mainly troubled. 
Mid. Was he young? 
Luce. Ves, young enough. 
Mid. And look'd he like a Gentleman? 
Luce. Like ſuch a Gentleman, that wou'd pawn ten 
Oaths for twelve Pence. 


Wid. My Siſter, and fink baſely! this muſt not be; | 


docs ſhe uſe means to know him? FE 
| 8 z | Jace, 
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Luce. Ves Madam, and has employ'd a Squire called 
Sortboſe. SF | ; 
Mid. O that's a precious Knave: Keep all this private, 
but ſtill be near her Lodging: Luce, what you can ga- 
ther by any means, let me underſtand: Il ſtop her heat, 
and turn her Charity another way, to bleſs her ſelf firſt; 
be ſtill cloſe to her Counſels; a Beggar and a Stranger! 
There's a bleſsdneſs! I'll none of that; I have a Toy yet, 
Siſter, ſhall tell you this is foul, and make you find it; 
and for your pains take you the laſt Gown I wore; this 
makes me mad, but I ſhall force a Remedy. ¶ Exeunt. 
Enter Fountain, Bellamore, Hairbrain, and Valentine. 
Fount. Sirrah, we have ſo lookt for thee, and long'd 
for thee; this Widow is the ſtrangeſt thing, the ſtateli- 
eſt, and ſtands ſo much upon her Excellencies, 
Bel. She hath putus off, this Month now, for an Anſwer, 
Hair. No Man muſt viſit her, nor look upon her, no, 
not ſay, Good morrow, or good even, till that's paſt. 
Val. She has found what Dough you are made of, and 
ſo kneads you : Are you goodat nothing, but theſe after- 
games? I have told you often enough what things they 
are, what precious things, theſe Widows————— 
Hair, If we had em. 42 95 
Val. Why the Devil has not craft enough to wos 
em there be three kinds of Fools, mark this Note, Gen- 
tlemen, mark it, and underſtand it. 
Fount. Well, go forward. 
Val. An Innocent, a Knave Fool, a Fool Politick : 
The laſt of which are Lovers, Widow Lovers. 
Bel. Will you allow no Fortune? 25 
Val. No ſuch blind one. 
Fount. We gave you Reaſons, why 'twas needſul for us. 
Val. As you are thoſe Fools, I did allow thoſe Reaſons, 


but as my Scholars and Companions damn'd 'em: Do you 


know what it is to woo a Widow? Anſwer me colcly 

now, and underſtandingly. _ wt. 
Hair, Why, to lie with her, and to enjoy her Wealth. 
Val. Why there you are Fools ſtill, crafty to catch 
your ſelves, pure polirick Fools, Hooktfor ſuch an Anſwer 
once more hear me, it is, to wed a Widow, to be doubted 
| 1 main- 
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mainly, whether the ſtate you have be yours or no, or 
thoſe old Boots you ride in. Mark me, Widows are long 
extents in Law upon News, hvings upon their Bodies 
Winding-ſheets, they that enjoy em, lie but wich dead 
Mens Monuments, and beget only theit own ill Epitaphs: 
Is not this plain now? PP, owe 358 

Bel. Plain ſpoken. | 

Val. And plain Truth; bur if you'll needs do things 
of danger, do but loſe your ſelves, not any part concerns 
your Underſtandings, for then you are Meacocks, Fools, 
and Miſerable, march off amain, within an Inch of a 
Fircug, turn me o'th' toe like a Weather- cock, kill every 
day a Serjeant for a twelve Month, rob the Exchequer, 
and burn all the Rolls, and theſe will make a ſnew. 

Hair. And theſe are trifle. 5 

Val. Confider'd to a Widow, empty nothings; for here 
you venture but your Perſons, there the varnith of your 
Perſons, your Diſcretions; why, tis a monſtrous thing to 
marry at all, eſpecially as now 'tis made; methinks a 
Man, an underſtanding Man; is more wiſe to me, and 
of a nobler tie, than all theſe trinkets z what do we get 
by Women, bur our Senſes, which is the rankeſt part. 
about us, ſatisfied, and when that's done, what are we? 
Creſt-fall'n Cowards. What benefit can Children be, 
but Charges and Diſobedience? What's the love they 
render at one and twenty years? I pray die, Father: 
When they are young, they are like Bells rung backwards, 
nothing but noiſe an 
there drops a Son by th' Sword in his Miſtreſs's quarrel, 


a great joy to his Parents: A Daughter ripe too, grows 


high and luſty in her blood, muſt have a heating, runs 
away with a ſupple ham'd Servingman: His twenty No- 
bleſs ſpent, takes to a Trade, and learns to ſpin Mens. 
Hair off; there's another, and moſt are of this Nature, 
will you marry? „„ 

Fount. For my part . for any doubt I feel yet. 

Val. And this fame Widow? _ 

Fonnt. If Imay, and methinks, howev'r you are pleas'd 
to diſpute theſe Dangers, ſuch a warm match, and for 
you, Sir, were not Lurtful. 

Fa | 1 Val. 


iddineſs; and come to years once, 
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Val. Not half ſo killing as for you; for me, ſhe can- 
not with all the Art ſhe has, make me more miſerable, 
or much more fortunate; I have no ſtate left, a benefit 
that none of you can brag of, and there's the Antidote 
againſt a Widow; nothing to loſe, but that my Soul 
inherits, which ſhe can neither law nor claw away; to 
that, but little Fleſh, it were too much elſe; and that 
unwholſom too, it were too rich elſe; and to all this Con- 
tempt of what ſhe do's I can laugh at her Tears, neglect 
her Angers, hear her without a Faith, ſo pity her as if ſhe 
were a Traytor, moan her Perſon, but deadly hate her 
Pride; if you cou'd do theſe, and had but this Diſcre- 
tion, and like Fortune, it were but an equal venture. 
Punt. This is Malice. | 
Val. When ſhe lies with your Land, and not with 
you, grows great with Joyntures, and is brought to bed 
with all the ſtate you have, you'll find this certain; but 


is it come to paſs you muſt Marry, is there no buff will 
hold you? ä | 


Bel. Grant it be ſo. 


Val. Then chuſe the tamer evil, take a Maid, a Maid 
not worth a Penny; make her yours, knead her, and 
mould her yours, a Maid worth nothing, there's a vir- 
tuous Spell in that word Nothing; a Maid makes Con- 
ſcience of halfa Crown a week for Pins and Puppets, a 
Maid will be content with one Coach and two Horles, 
not falling out becauſe they are not matches; with one 
Man ſatisfied, with one Rein guided, with one Faith, 
one Content, one Bed, aged ſhe makes the Wiſe, preſerves 


the Fame and Iſſue; a Widow is a Chriſtmas Box that 
ſweeps all, | 


Fount. Yet all this cannot ſink us. 3 

Val. You are my Friends, and all my loving Friends,! 
ſpend your Mony, yet I deſerve it too, you are my 
Friend? ſtill, I ride your Horſes, when I want Iſell em; 
I eat your Meat, help to wear your Linnen, ſometimes I 
make you drunk, and then you ſeal, for which I'll do 
you this Commodity, be rul'd, and let me try her, I will 
diſcoyer her, the truth is, I will nevcr leave to trouble 
her, till I ſce through her, then if [ find her worthy: | 


Hair. 


of: * - 
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Hair. This was our meaning, Valentine. 
Val. Tis done then, I muſt want nothing. 
Hair. Nothing but the Woman. 


Val. No J ealouſie; for when I marry, the Devil muſt 


be wiſer than I take him; and the Fleſh fooliſher. Come 
let's to Dinner, and when I am well whetted with Wine, 
have at her. [ Exeunt. 
' Enter Iſabella, and Luce. 

Iſab. But art thou ſure? _ 

Luce. No ſurer than I heard. 

Jab. That is was that flouting Fellow's Brother? 

Luce. Yes, Shorthoſe told me ſo. 

Jab. He did ſearch out the truth? 

Luce. It ſeems he did. 


Iſab. Prethee Luce call him hither, if he be no worſe, 


I never repent my pity. Now Sirrah, what was he we 


ſent you after, the Gentleman i'th' black? 
Enter Shorthoſe. 
Short. Pch' torn black? 
Iſab. Yes, the ſame Sir. 
Short. What wou'd your Worſhip with him? 
Iſab. Why, my Worſhip wou'd know his Name, and 
what he is. TEA 3 . 
Short, Is nothing, he is a Man, and yet he is no Man. 
Jab. You muſt needs play the Fool. 
bort. Tis my profeſſion. 
Jab. How is he a Man, and no Man? 
Short, He's a Beggar, only the ſign of a Man, the Buſh 
pull'd down, which ſhows the Houſe ſtands empty. 
Tſab. What's his Calling? 
Short. They call him Beggar. 
Tſab. What's his Kindred? 
bort. Beggars. 
Iſab. His Worth? | 
Short. A learned Beggar, a poor Scholar. 
Iſab. How does he live? | 
Bort. Like Worms, he eats old Books, 
Jab. Is Valentine his Brother? 
_ Short. His begging Brother. 
Jab. What may Fl Name be? 


, Short, 
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Short. Orſon. | 

Tab. Leave your fooli 

Short. You had as good Ry, leave your living. 

Jab. Once more tell me his Name directly. 

Hort. I'll be hang'd firſt, unleſs I heard him Chriſtned, 
bur I can tell what fooliſh People call him. 

Iſab. What? 

Short. Franciſco. 

Iſab. Wherelies this Learning, Sir? 

bort. In Pauls Church-yaard forſooth. 

Iſab. I mean the Gentleman, Fool. 

Sbort. O that Fool, he lies in looſe Sheets every where, 
that's no where. 

Luce. You have glean'd ſince you came to London: In 
the Country, Shortboſe, you were an arrant Fool, a dull 
cold Coxcomb; here every Tavern teaches you, the 
pint Pot has ſo belabour'd you with Wit, your brave Ac- 
quaintance that gives you Ale, ſo fortified your Mazard, 
that now there's no talking to you. 

Jab. Is much improv'd, a Fellow, a fine Diſcourſer. 

ort. J hope fo, I have not waited at the tail of Wit 
ſo long tobe an Aſs. | 

Luce, But ſay now, Wenke, my N ſhou'd remove 
into the Country. 

Short. 1 had as lieve ſhe ſhould remove to Heav'n, and 
as ſoon I would undertake to follow her. 

Luce. Where no old Charnico is, nor no Anchoves, 
nor Maſter ſuch- a- one, to meet at the Roſe, and bring 
my Lady ſuch- aP- ones chief Chamber-maid. 
I ſab. No bouncing Healths to this brave Lad, dear 

Sorthiſe, nor down o o th' knees to that illuſtrious Lady. 

Luce. No Fiddles, nor no luſty noiſe of Drawer, carry 
this pottle to my Father Shorthoſe. 

Iſab. No Plays, nor gally Foiſts, no ſtr ange Embadſſa- 
dots to run n wonder at, till thou bee'ſt 07 yl, and then 
come home again, and lye by th' Le Zend. FE 

Luce. Say the ſhou'd go. 

Slant. If I fay, Pu be Hang 'd, or if I thought ſhe 
wou'd | 
Lite. What? 
3 Short, 
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Sbort. I would go with her. 

Luce. But Shorthoſe, where thy Heart is? 

Lab. Do not fright him. 

Luce. By this Hand Miſtreſs 'tis a Noife, a loud one too, 
and from her own Mouth, preſently to be gone too, but 
why, or to what end? | 

Sbort. May not a Man die firſt? She'll give himſo much 
time. 3 | 
_ Tab. Gone o' th' ſudden ? Thou doſt but jeſt, ſhe muſt 
not mock the Gentlemen. „„ 

Luce. She has put them off a Month, thy dare not ſee 
her, believe me Miſtreſs, what I hear ] tell you. 

Ifab. Is this true, Wench? Gone on ſo ſhort a warning! 
What trick is this? She never told me of it, it muſt not 
be; Sirrah, attend me preſently, you know | have been a 
careful Friend unto you, attend me in the Hall, and nexr 
be faithful, cry not, we ſhall not go. bg 

Short. Her Coach may crack. Exeunt. 
Euter Valentine, Franciſco, and Lance. 
Val. Which way to live! How dareſt thou come to 
Town, to ask ſuch an idle queſtion? 

Fran. Methinks 'tis neceſſary, unleſs you cou'd reſtore 
that Annuity you have tipled up in Taverns. 

Val. Where haſt thou been, and how brought up 
Franciſco, that thou talkeſt thus out of France? Thou 
wert a pretty Fellow, and of a handſom Knowledge; 
who has ſpoiled thee? 

| Lance. He that has ſpoil'd himſelf, to make him ſport, 
and by Copy, will ſpoil all comes near him: Buy but a 
Glaſs, if you be yet ſo wealthy, and look there who? 
Fal. Well faid, old Copihold. 5 

Lance. My Heart's good Frechold, Sir, and ſo you'll find 
it; this Gentleman's your Brother, your hopeful Brother, 
for there is no hope of you, ule him thereafter. 

Val. E'en as well as luic my ſelf; what wou'dſt thou 
have Frans? ee 

Fran. Can you procure me a hundred pound? 

Lance. Hark what he ſays to you, O try your Wits, 
they ſay you are excellent at it, for your Land has lain 
long Bed-rid, and unſenſible. | 
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Fran. And I'll forget all wrongs; you ſee my State 
and to what wretchedneſs your will has brought me; 
but what it may be, by this Benefit, if timely done, and 
like a noble Brother, both you aud I may teel, and to 


our Comforts. 

Val. A hundred pound! doſt thou know what thou 
haſt ſaid, Boy? 8 

Fran. I ſaid a hundred pound. 

Val. Thou haſt ſaid more than any Man can juſtifie, 
believe it. Procure a hundred pounds! I ſay to thee there's 
no ſuch Sum in Nature, forty ſhillings there may be now 
1'th* Mint, and that's a Treaſure; I have ſeen five pound, 
but let me tell it, and 'tis as wonderful as Calves with 
five Legs ; here's five ſhillings, Frank, the harveſt of 
five Weeks, and a good Crop too, take it, and pay thy 
firſt Fruits, I'll come down and eat it out. 

Fran. Tis Patience muſt meet with you Sir, not Love. 
Lance. Deal roundly, and leave theſe fiddle faddles. 
Val. Leave thy prating, thou thinkeſt thou art a no- 
table wiſe Fellow, thou and thy rotten Sparrow Hawk; 

two of the reverent. | 
Lance. I think you are mad, or if you be not, will be, 
with the next Moon; what wou'd you have him do? 
Val. How? © oF BE + 
Lance. To get Mony firſt, that's to live, you have ſhew'd 
him how to want. | ESE - 
Val. Slife howdollive? why, what dull Fool wou'd 
ask that Queſtion? three hundred three pilds more, ay and 
live bravely: The better half o'th' Town live moſt glo- 
riouſly, and ask them what States they have, or what 
Annuities, or when they pray for ſcalonable Harveſts: 
thou haſt a handſome Wit, ſtir into the World, Frank, 
ſtir, ſtir for ſhame, thou art a pretty Scholar: Ask how 
to live? write, write, write any thing, the World's a fine 
| believing World, write News. „„ 4 
Lance. Dragons in Suſſex, Sir, or fiery Battels ſeen in 
the Air at Aſpurge. d 8 
Val. There's the way Frank, and in the tail of theſe, 
| fright me the Kingdom with a ſharp Prognoſtication, 
that ſhall ſcowr them, Dearth upon Dearth, like 15 
| , at⸗ 
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Taffaties, Predictions of Sea-breaches, Wars, and want 
of Herrings on our Coaſt, with bloody Noſes. 

Lance. Whirl-winds, that ſhall take off the top of 
Grantham Steple, and clap it on Pauls, and after theſe, 
a Lenvoy to the City for their Sins. 

Val. Probatum eſt, thou canſt not want a Penſion, go 
ſwitch me up a Covey of young Sholars, there's twent 
Nobles, and two loads of Coals, are not theſe ready 
ways ? Coſmography thou art deeply read in, draw me 
a Map from the Mermaid, I mean a Mid- night Map to 
ſcape the Watches, and ſuch long ſenſleſs Examinations, 
and Gentlemen ſhall feed thee, right good Gentlemen: 
I cannot ſtay long. | 

Lance, You have read learnedly, and wovu'd you have 
him follow theſe Megera's? did you begin with Ballads? 

Fran, Well, I will leave you, I ſee my Wants are 
grown ridiculous, yours may be fo, I will not curſe you 
neither; you may think, when theſe wanton Fits are 
over, who bred me, and who ruin'd me; look to your 
ſelf, Sir, a Providence I wait on. 


Val. Thou art paſſionate, haſt thou been brought up 
with Girls? 
Enter Shorthoſe with a Bag. 

Short. Reſt you merry, Gentlemen. 

Pal. Not ſo merry as you ſuppoſe, Sir. | 

Shore. Pray ſtay a while, and let me take a View of 
You, 1 may put my Spoon into the wrong Pottage-pot 
elle. 
Val. Why, wilt thou muſter us? 


* 


Short. No, you are not he, you are a thought too 
handſome, 


Lance. Who wou' dſt thou ſpeak withal, why doſt thou 
peep ſo ? 
Sborz. Tam looking Birds neſts, I can find none in your 
Buſh-beard, I wou'd ſpeak with you, black Gentleman. 
Fran. With me, my Friend ? 285 
Sbort. Ves ſure, and the beſt Friend, Sir, it ſeems, you 
ſpake withal this Twelve-Month, Gentleman, there's 


* 


— 


Mony for you. 


Short. 
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Short. There's none for you, Sir, be not ſo brief, not a pen- 
ny; law how he itches at it; ſtand off, you ſtir my Choler, 

Lance. Take it, tis Mony. 

Short. Vou are too quick too, firſt be ſure you have it, 
you ſeem to be a Faulkoner, but a fooliſh one. 

Lance. Take it, and ſay nothing. 

Short. You are cozen'd too, tis take it, and ſpend i It: 

Fran. From whom came it, Sir? 

Short. Such another word, and you ſhall have none on't. 

Fran. I thank you, Sir, 1 doubly thank you. 

Sbort. Well, Sir, then buy you better Cloaths, and 
get your Hat dreſt, and your Laundreſs to waſh your 
Boots white. 

Fran. Pray ſtay, Sir, may you not be miſtaken? 

Hort. I think 1 am, give me the Mony again, come 
quick, quick, quick. 

Fran. I wou'd be loth render, till I am ſure it be ſo. 

Short. Hark in your Ear, is not your Name Franciſc of 

Fran. Yes. 

Short, Be quiet then, it may Thunder a hundred times, 
before ſuch Stones fall: Do you not need it? 

Fran. Yes. 

Sort. And *tis thought you have it. 

Fran. I think I have. 

Sbort. Then hold it faſt, tis not fly-blown, you may 
pay for the Poundage, you forget your ſelf, I have not 


ſeen a Gentleman ſo backward, a wanting Gentleman, 


Fran. Your Mercy, Sir. 

Short. Friend, you have Merey, a whole Bag full of 
Mercy, be merry with it, and be wiſe. 

Fran. 1 wou'd fain, if it pleaſe you, but know 


Sbort. It does not pleaſe me, tell over r your Monys and 
be not mad, Boy. 


gal. You have no more fuch Bags? 

Short. More ſuch there are, Sir, but few 1 Ghar for 
you, I have cait your Wan you haye Wir, you need 
no Mony [ Extt. 

Lance. Be not amaz'd, Sir, tis good Gold, good old 
Gold, this is Reſtorative, and in good time, it comes 
5 do you good, keep it and uſe it, let honeſt Fingers 

del it, yours be too quick, Sir. Fran. 
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Han. He nam d me, and he gave it me, but from whom. 
Lance. Let em ſend more, and then examine it, this 
can be but a Preface. | 5 
Fran. Being a Stranger, of whom can | deſerve this? 
Lance. Sir, of any Man that has but Eyes, and manly 
Underſtanding to find Mens wants, good Men arc bound 
W. ET: 

Val. Now you fee, Frank, there are more ways than 
certainties, now you believe: What Plow brought you 
this Harveſt, what fale of Timber, Coals, or what An- 
nuities ? Theſe feed no Hinds, nor wait the Expectation 
of Quarter- days, you ſee it ſhow'rs in to you, you are 
an Aſs, lie plodding, and lie fooling, about this Blazing 
Star, and that bopeep, whining, and faſting, to find the 
natural Reaſon why a Dog turns twice about before he 
he down, what uſe of theſe, or what Joy in Annuitics, 
where every Man's thy ſtudy, and thy Tenant, I am 


aſham'd on thee. | 


Lance. Yes, I have ſeen this Fellow, there's a wealthy 
Widow hard by. 

Val. Ves, marry is there. 

Lance, 1 think he's her Servant, or I am cozen'd elſe, 
I am ſure on't: e 

Fran. I am glad on't. 

Lance. She's a good Woman. 

Fran. I am gladder. 
Lance. And young enough, believe. 

Fran. 1 am gladder of all, Sir. 

Val. Frank, you ſhall lye with me ſoon. 

Fran. I thank my Mony. a h 

Lance. His Mony ſhall lye with me, three in a Bed, 
Sir. will be too much this weather. Cf 


Val. Meet me at the Mermaid, and chou ſhalt ſce what 


things —— | 
Lance. Truſt to your ſelf, Sir. 


. Enter Fountain and Bellamore, 
Fount. O Valentine! 5 

Val. How now, why do you look fo? 
Bel. The Widaw's going, Man. 
Fal. Why let her go, Man. „ 


Exeunt Fran. and Lan. 
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Hair. She's going out © "hi Town. (gone. 
Val. The Town's the happier, I wou'd they were all 
Fount. We cannot come to ſpeak with her; 
Val. Not to ſpeak to her? 

Bel. She will be gone within this hour, either now Val. 

Fount. Hair. Now, now, now, good Valentine. 

Val. lhad rather march i'th' mouth o*th* Cannon; but 
adieu, if ſhe be above ground, go, away to your Pray” rs, 
away I fay, away, ſhe ſhall be ſpoken withal. Exeunt. 
Enier Shorthoſe with one Boot on, Roger, and Humphry. 

Rog. She will go, Shorthyſe. 

Short. Who can help it, Rager? 

_ Ralph. [within.] Help down with the Hangings. 
- Rog. By and by Ralo. I am making up o'th? Trunks here. 

Ralph. Shorthoſe. 

Short. Well. 

Ralph. Wholooks to my Lady's Wardrobe? Humphry. 

Hum. Here. 

| Ralph. Down with the Boxes i inthe Gallery, and _—_ 
away the Coach Cuſhions. 

Short. Will it not rain, no conjuring abroad, nor no 
devices to ſtop this Journey? _ 

Rog. Who go now, why now, why o'th' ſudden now? 
what Preparation, what Horſes have we ready, what Pro- 
viſion laid in i'th' Country? 

Hum. Not an Egg, I hope. 

Rog. No nor one drop of good d. k Boys, there's 
the Devil. 

Wort. J heartily pray the Malt be muſty, and then we 
muſt come up again. 

Hum. What ſays the Steward? 

Rog. He's at's wits end; for ſome four hours ſince, out of 
his haſte and providence, he miſtook the Miller's mangy 
Mare, for his own Nagg. 

Short. And ſhe may break his Neck, andfave the Jour- 
ney. Oh, London, how I love thee!” 

Hum, 1 have no Boots, nor none I'll buy: Or if Thad, 


refuſe me if I would venture my ability, before a Cloak- 


Bag, Men are Men. 
Shore For my part, if I be brought, as I know it will 


be 
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be aim'd at, to carry any dirty dairy Cream-pot, or an 
ertle Lady of the Federer” ae * Ee 
nels behind my Gelding, with all her Streamers, Knap- 

ſacks, Glaſſes, Gugawes, as if 1 were a running Flippe- 

ry, I'll give em leave to cut my Girts, and flay me. [11 
not be troubled with their Diſtibations, at every halt mile's 
end, I underſtand my ſelf, and am reſolv'd. 

Hum. To morrow night at Oliver; ! who ſhall be 
there Boys, who ſhall meet the Wenches? 


_ Rog. The well brew'd ſtand of Ale, we ſhou'd have 


met at ! 

Short. Theſe Griefs, like to another Tale of Troy, wou'd 
mollifie the Hearts of barbarous People, and Tow But- 
cher weep, Æneas enters, and now the Town's loſt. 

Ralph. Well whither run you, my Lady is mad. 
| Short. I wou'd ſhe were in Bedlam. | | 
| Ralph. The Carts are come, no Hands to help to load 
em? the Stuff lies in the Hall, the Plate. 


- 


[Widow Within. Why Knaves there, where be theſe 


© Short. Shall I ride with one Boot? (idle Fellows? 


Wid. Why where | ſay? 
Ralph. Away, away, it mult be fo. 


Shore. O for af tickling Storm, to laſt but ten days. Exe, 


— 


_ 
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Euter Iſabella, and Luce. 
N my Troth Miſtreſs I did it for the beſt: 
; Tab. It may be fo, but Luce, you have a 
Tongue, a Diſh of Meat in your Mouth, which if it 
were minc'd, Luce, wou'd do a great deal better. 
Luce. I proteſt, Miſtreſs. . 
Jab. It will be your own one time or other: Walter. 
Walter [within.)] Anon forſoo t. 
Iſab. Lay my Hat ready, my Fan and Cloak, you are 
ſo ſull of Providence; and Walter, tuck up my little Box 
behind the Coach, and bid my Maid make ready, my 
ſw- at ſervice to your good Lady Miſtreſs; and my Dog, 
goc4 let the Coachman carry him. 1 
Vo I. II. | H Luce. 
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Luce. But hear me. | Ma 
I/ab. 1 am in Love, ſweet Luce, and you are ſo skilſul, 
that I muſt necds undo my ſelf ; and hear me, let Oliver 
pack up my Glaſs diſcreetly, and fee my Curls well car- 
ried. O ſweet Luce, you have a Tongue, and open 
Tongues have open you know what, Luce, 

Luce. Pray you be ſatisfied. 

Jab. Yes, and contented too, before I leave you. 
There's a Roger, which ſome call a Butcher, I ſpeak of 
certainties, I do not fiſh Luce, nay do not ſtare, I have 
a Tongue can talk too: And a Green Chamber Luce, a 
Back- door opens to a long Gallery; there was a Night, 
Luce, do you perceive, do you perceive me yet? G do 
you bluſh, Lace? a Friday night I ſaw your Saint, Luce: 

For rother Box of Marmalade, all's thine, ſweet Roger; 

this I heard and kept too. Se ok 

Luce. E'en as you are a Woman, Miſtreſs 
Iſab. This J allow as good and Phyſical ſometime, theſe 

Mectings, and for the cheering of the Heart; but Lace, 

to have your own turn ſerv'd, and to your Friend to be 

a Dogbolt. ee e eee r 

© Luce. I confeſs it, Miſtreſs. 3 

I ſab. As you have made my Siſter jealous of me, and 

foolithly, and childithly purſu'd it, I have found out your 
haunt, and traced your purpoſes; for which mine Ho- 

nour fuffers; your beſt ways muſt be applied to bring 
her back again, and ſeriouſly and ſuddenly, that fol may 
have a Means to clear my ſelf, and the a fair Opinion of 

me, elſe you peeviſh—— 8205 

Luce. My Pow'r and Pray'rs, Miſtreſs. 
fab. What's the matter? Ex ON ons 
| Enter Shorthoſe, and Widow. 
| Short, Thave been with the Gentleman, he has it, much 
good may do him with it. n 
Mid. Come, are you ready? you love ſo to delay time, 
hep oo as. ⁵⁵ ⁵⁵ HE 
Iſab. lhaveſent for a few Trifles, when thoſe are come; 
And now I know your Reaſon. won $a 
Mid. Know your own Honour then, about four 5 


12 5 


Wit without Mony. ",499 
| ſineſs; {ee the Coach ready preſently, I'll tell you more 


then. > Ex. Luce, and Shorthoſe. 
And underſtand it well, you muſt not think your Siſter 
ſo tender eyed as not to ſee your Tollies; alas I know your 
Heart, and muſt imagine, and truly too, tis not your 
Charity can coin ſuch Sums to give away as you have 
done, in that you have no wiſdom Iſabel, no nor Mo- 
deſty, where nobler uſes are at home; I tell you, Tam 
aſham'd to find this in your Years, far more in your Diſ- 
cretion, none to chuſe but things for Pity, none to ſeal 
your Thoughts on, but one of no abiding, of no name; 
nothing to bring you to but this, Cold and Hunger: A 
Jolly Joynture, Siſter, you are happy, no Mony, no not 
ten Shillings. hs. 
* Fab. You ſearch nearly. F 
Mid. 1 know it as I know your folly, one that knows 
not where he ſhall eat his next Meal, take his reſt, un- 
leſsit berth? Stocks; what Kindred has he, but a more 
wanting Brother, or what Virtues ? | 
Jab. You have had rare Intelligence, I ſee, Siſter. 
Mid. Ot fay the Man had Virtue, is Virtue in this Age 
a full Inheritance? what Jointure can he make you, Plu- 
zarch*s Morals, or ſo much penny rent in the ſmall Poets? 
this is not well, *tis weak, and I grieve to know it. 
Tſab. And this you quit the Town for? 
id. Is't not time? by 5 1 
Iſab. You are better read in my Affairs than I am, that's 
all I have to anſwer; I'll go with you, and willingly, and 
what you think moſt dangerous, I'll fit and laugh at. 
For, Siſter, tis not Folly but good Diſcretion governs our 
mean Fortunes. „ 
Mid. J am glad to hear you ſay ſo. | 
Iſab. I am for you. . 
Enter Shorthoſe, and Humphry, with riding Rods. 
Hum. The Devil cannot ſtay her, ſhe'll on't, cat an 

E65 now, and then we muft away. - . 
Short. I am gaul'd already, yet I will pray, may Lon 
don ways from henceforth be full of holes, and Coaches 
crack their Wheels, may zealous Smiths ſo houſel all our 
Hackneys, that they may feel Compunction in their 
| 4 Feet, 
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Feet, and tire at High- gate, may it rain above all Alma- 
nacks till Carriers fail, and the Kings Fifh-monger ride 
like Bike Arion upon a Trout to London. F 
Hum. At St. Albans, let all the Inns be drunk, not an 
Hoſt ſober to bid her Worſhip welcome. „ 
Short. Not a Fiddle, but all Preach'd down with Py- 
ritans; no meat but Legs of Beef. een 
Hum. No Beds but Wool-Packs. 
Sort. And thoſe fo crammed with Warrens of ſtarved 
Fleas that bite like api: 3 let Mims be angry at their 
St. Bel-Swagger, and we paſs in the heat on't and be beaten, 
beaten abominably, beaten Horſe and Man, and all my 
Ladics Linnen ſprinkled with Suds and Diſh-water. 
* Short, Not a wheel but out of Joint 
Enter Roger laughing 
Hum. Why doſt thou laugh? 
Rog. There's a Gentleman, and the rareſt Gentleman, 
„„ 7 
bort. Where, where? | 
Rog. Within here, h'as made the gayeſt ſport with 
Tom the Coachman, ſo tewed him up with Sack that he 
lies laſhing a But of Malmſie for his Mares. 
Short. Tis very good. gy 
Roz. And talks and laughs, and ſings the rareſt Songs, 
and Shorthoſe, he has ſo maul'd the Red Deer Pies, made 
ſuch an Alms i'th' Buttery. Ma +, 
Short. Better ti]. 
2 Ener Valentine, and Widow. 
Hum. My Lady in a rage with the Gentleman? 
Short. May he anger her into a Feather. [ Exeunt. 
Wid. I pray tell me, who ſent you hither? For I ima- 
gine it is not your condition, you look ſo temperately, and 
like a Gentleman, to ask me theſe mild queſtions. 
Fal. Do you think I uſe to walk of Errands, gentle 
Lady, or deal with Women out of Dreams from others? 
Wid. You have not known me {ure? . 
Val. Not much. _ ke: 1 
Mid. What reaſon have you then to be ſo tender of 
wy Credit, you are no Kinſman? - BY 
| al, 
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Val. If you take it fo, the honeſt Office that I came to 
do you, is not fo heavy but I can return it: Now! 
perceive you are too proud, not worth my Viſit. 

id. Pray ſtay, a little proud. | 

Val. Monſtrous proud, I griev'd to hear a Woman of 
your value, and your abundant parts ſtung by the Peo- 

ple, but now I ſee 'tis true; you look upon me as if I 
werea rude and ſawcy Fellow that borrow'd all myBreed- 
ing from a Dunghi], or ſuch a one, as ſhou'd now fall 
aud worſhip you in hope of Pardon: You are cozen'd 
Lady, I came to prove Opinion a loud Liar, to ſee a 
Woman only great in Goodneſs, and Miſtreſs of a greater 
Fame than Fortune, but ——— : IS 

Wid. You are a ſtrange Gentleman, if I were proud 
now, I ſhou'd be monſtrous angry, which I am not, and 
ſhew the effects of Pride; I ſhou'd deſpiſe you, but you 
are welcome, Sir: To think well of our ſelves, if we de- 
ſerve it, it is a Luſtre in us, and every good we have, 
ſtrives to ſhew gracious, what uſe is it elſe? old Age, 
uke Seer-trees, is ſeldom ſeen affected, ſtirs ſometimes 
at parka of ſuch Acts as his daring Youth endea- 
your'd. | 

Val. This is well, and now you ſpeak to the purpoſe, 
you pleaſe me, but to be Place-proud ? 785 

Vid. If it be our own, why are we ſet here with di- 
ſtinction elſe, Degrees, and Orders given us? In you 
Men, tis held a coolneſs, if you loſe your Right, Affronts 
and loſs of Honour: Streets, and Walls, and upper ends 
of Tables, had they Tongues, could tell what Blood has 
follow'd, and what feud about your Ranks; are we ſo 
much below you, that *till you have us, are the tops of 
Nature, to be accounted Drones without a difference? 
You will make us Beaſts indeed. 

Val. Nay worſe than this too, proud of your Cloaths, 
they ſwear a Mercers Lucifer, a Tumour tackt together 
by a Taylor, nay yet worſe, proud of red and white, a 
varniſh that Butter- milk can better. 

Mid. Lord, how little will vex theſe poor blind Peo- 
ple! If my Cloaths be ſometimes gay and glorious, does it 
follow, my Mind muſt be my Mercer's too? Or ſay my 

| H 3 Beauty 
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Beauty pleaſe ſome weak Eyes, muſt it pleaſe them to 


think, that blows me up, that. every hour blows of? 
This is an Infant's Anger. 5 


Val. Thus they ſay too, what though you have a 
Coach lined through with Velvet, and four fair Flander; 
Mares, why ſhou d the Streets be troubled continually 
with you, till Car-men curſe you? Can there be ought 
in this but pride of Shew, Lady, and Pride of Bum-bcat- 
ing, till the learned Lawyers with their fat Bags, are 
thruſt againſt the bulks till all their Cauſes crack ? Why 

ſhould this Lady, and t'other Lady, and the third ſweet 
Lady, and Madam at Mile-end, be daily viſited, and your 
poorer Neighbours with courſe Napſes neglected, Faſhi- 
ons conferr'd about, Pouncings, and Paintigs, and young 
Mens Bodies read on like Anatomies? 

Wid. You are very credulous, and ſomewhat deſpe- 
rate, to deliver this, Sir, to her you know not, but you 
ſhall confeſs me, and find I will not ſtart; in us all Meet- 
ings lie open to theſe lewd Reports, and our Thoughts 
at Church, our very Meditations, ſome will ſwear, which 
all ſhou'd fear to judge, at leaſt uncharitably, are mingled 
with your Memories; cannot ſleep, but this ſweet Gen- 
tleman ſwims in our Fancies, thar ſcarlet Man of War, 
and that ſmooth Semor; not dreſs our Heads without 
new Ambuſhes, how to ſurprize that Greatneſs, or that 
Glory; our very Smiles are ſubject to Conſtructions; 
nay Sir, it's come to this, we cannot piſh, but tis a favour 
for ſome Fool or other: Should we examine you thus, 
were t not poſſible to take you without Perſpectives? 

Val. It may be, but theſe excuſe not. 

Mid. Nor yours force no Truth, Sir, what deadly 
Tongues you have, and to thoſe Tongues what Hearts, 
and what Inventions ? O' my Conſcience, and 'twere not 
fer ſharp Juſtice, you would venture to aim at your own 

Mothers, and account it glory to ſay you had done fo: 
All you think are Counſels, and cannot err; tis we ſtill 
that ſhew double, giddy, or gorg'd with Paſſion; we 
that build BEabels for Mens concluſions, we that ſcatter, 
as Day does his warm L.ight, our killing Curſes over God's 
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Creatures, next to the Devil's Malice: Let's! intreat your 


ood words. | 
Val. Well, this Woman has a brat Soul. 


id. Are not we paily bleſt then, and much beholding | 


to you for your ſubſtance? You may do what you litt, 
we'what'beſeems u', and narrowly do that too, and pre- 


ciſely, our Names are ſerved in elſe at Ordinaries, and 


belcht abroad in Taverns. 
_ Val. O moſt brave Wench, and able to re deem an 
Age of Women. 


Mid. You are no Whoremaſtcr? Alas, no, dee en, 


it were an impudence to think you vicious: Vou are ſo 
holy, handſome Ladies fright you, you are the cool things 
of the time, the Temperance, meer Emblems of the 
Law, and Veils of Virtue, you are not daily mending 


like Dureh Watches, and plaſtering like old Walls; they 


are not Gentlemen, that with their ſecret ſins increaſe 
our Surgeons, and lie in Foreign Countries, for new 
ſores; W 
falſe, covetous, vain-glorious, irrchgious, drunken, re- 
vengeful, giddy-cyed like Parrots, Eaters of others Ho- 
nours. 
Pal. You are angry. 
Mid. No by my Troth, and yet l cou'd fa y more too, 
for when Men make me angry, I am miſerable. 
Val. Sure *tis a Man, ſhe cou'd not bear it thus bravely 
elle It may be I am tedious. 
Nid. Not at all, Sir, Iam content at this time you ſhou' d 
trouble me. 
Val. You are diſtruſtful. 
Mid. Where J find no Truth, Sir. 
Val. Come, come, you are full of Paſſon. 
id. Some have, I were too ncar the N. ture o' God elſe. 
15 al. You are monſtrous Pecviſh. 
Mid. Becauſe they are monſtrous Fooliſh, and know 
not how to uſe that ſhould try me. 
Val. Iwas never anſwer'd thus; were you never Drunk, 
Lady? 
Wid, Noſure, not Drunk, Sir; ; _ love good Wine, " 
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omen are all theſe Vices; you are not envious, 
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do you ask that queſtion? 


I love Health and joy of Heart, but temperately; why 


Val. For that Sin that they moſt charge you with, i; 
this Sin's Servant, they ſay you are e ee 3 
Wid. What, Sir, what? 
Val. Moſt ſtrangely. 
Wid. It has a name ſure? 


Val. Infinitely luſtful, without all bounds, they ſwear 
you kill'd your Husband. . | 

Mid. Let us have it all, for Heav'ns ſake, tis good Mirth, 
Sir. . | 8 
Val. They ſay you will have four now, and thoſe four 
ſtuck in four quarters, like four Winds to cool you: Will 
ſhe not cry nor curſe? | ; 

Mid. On with your Story. 


Val. And that you are forcing out of diſpenſations with 


ſums of Mony to that purpoſe, 

Mid. Four Husbands! Should not I be bleſt, Sir, for 
example? Lord, what ſhou'd 1 do with them? Turn a 
Malt-mill, or Tithe them out like Town-bulls to my 
Tenants, you come to make me angry, but you cannot. 

Val. Pill wake you merry then, you area brave Woman, 
and in deſpite of Envy a right one, $0 thy ways, truth 


thouart as good a Woman, as any Lord of them all can lay 


his Leg over, I do not often commend your Sex. 
Mid. It ſeems ſo, your Commendations are ſo ſtudied for, 
Val. ] came to ſee you and fift you into Flowr, to know 


your pureneſs, and I have found you excellent, I thank 


you; continue ſo, and ſhew Men how to tread, and Wo- 
men how to follow: Get an Husband, an' honeſt Man, you 
are a good Woman, and live hedg'd in from Scandal, let 
him be too an underſtanding Man, and to that ſtedfaſt; 
tis pity your fair Figure ſhould miſcarry, and then you 
are fixt: Farewell. e . 
Wid. Pray ſtay a little, I love your company now you 
are ſo pleaſant, and to my diſpoſition ſet ſo even. 
Val. I can no longer. 8 Exit. 
Wid. As I live a fine Fellow, this manly handſom Blunt- 
neſs ſhews him honeſt; what is he, or or wear: 
A pn ns TORT -P Fo Ble 
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Bleſs. me, four Husbands! How prettily he fooled me into 
Vices, to ſtir my Jealouſie, and find my Nature; a proper 
Gentleman: I am not well o' th* ſudden, ſuch a Compa- 
nion I cou'd hve and die with, his Angers are meer 
Mirth. | 
| Enter Iſabella. 
Ifab. Come, come, I am ready. 
Mid. Are you ſo? 


Iſab. What ails ſhe? The Coach ſtays, and the yk | 


the day goes on, I am as ready now as you deſire, Siſter: 
Fie, who ſtays now, why do you fit and pout thus? 

Wid. Prethee be quiet, I am nor well. 

Iſab. For Heav'ns ſake let's not ride ſtaggering in the 
Night, come pray you take ſome Sweet-meats in your 
Pocket, if your Stomach— — 

Wid. J have a little buſineſs. | | 

Iſab. To abuſe me, you ſhall not find new Dreams, 
and new Suſpicions, to horſe withal. 

Wid. Lord, who made you a Commander! Hey ho, 
my Heart. | 

Iſab. Is the Wind come thither, and Coward like, do 
you loſe your Colours to em? Are you ſick o' th'V alen- 
tine? Sweet Siſter, come let's away, the Country will ſo 

quicken you, and we ſhall live ſo ſweetly : Luce, my La- 
dy's Cloak; nay, you have put me into ſuch a gog of 
going, I wou'd not ſtay for all the World; it Ilive here, 
you have ſo knock'd this love into my Head, that I 
ſhall love any Body, and I find my body, I know not 
how, ſo apt pray let's be gone, Siſter, I ſtand on 
Thorns. | 
Wid. 1 prithee Iſabella, i faith I have ſome buſineſs that 


concerns me, I will ſuſpe& no more; here, wear thatfor 


me, and I'll pay the hundred pound you owe your Taylor. 
Enter Shorthoſe, Roger, Humphry, Ralph. 
Iſab. IT had rather go, but — 
Mid Come walk in with me, we'll go to Cards, un- 


ſaddle the Horſes. 
Sbort. A Jubile! a Jubile! we ſtay, Boys. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Uncle and Lance: Fountain, Bellamore s N 
HFairbrain following. 4 
Duc. Are they behind us? 
. Lance. Cloſe, cloſe, ſpeak aloud, Kir "* 
Unc. I am glad my Nephew bis ſo dk u pigreten, 
at length to find his wants. Did ſne entertain him? 
Lance. Moſt bravely, nobly, and gave him ſuch à wel- 
come |; 
Unc. For his own ſake, do you think? ' 
Lance, Moſt certain, Sir, and in his own Cau*beſtirq 
himſelf too, and wan ſuch liking from her, ſhe dotes on 
him, h'as the command of all the Houſe already. 


Unc. He deals not well with his Friends. 
Lance. Let him deal on, and be his own Friend, * 


has moſt need of her. 


Unc. I wonder they wou'd put bim | 
Lance. You are in the right on't, a Man that muſt 


raiſe himſelf, I knew he would cozen em, and glad 1 


am he has: He watch'd occaſion, and tound 1 it i! ch nick. 
Unc. He has deceiv'd me. 
Lance. I told you, howſoever he wheel'd about, he wou 4d 
charge home at longed: How I cou d laugh now, to think 
of theſe tame Fools ! . 
Duc. Twas not well done, becauſe they truſted him, yet. 
Bei. Hark you, Gentlemen. 
Unc. We are upon a buſineſs, pray excuſe us; they 
have it home. 
Lance. Come, ler it work good on Gentlemen. 
| [ Exeunt Uncle” and Lance. 
Font. Tis true, he 18 a Knave; [ ever thought it. 
| Hair. And we are Fools, tame Fools. | 
Bel. Come let's go ſeek him, he ſhallbe hang'd before 
he colt us YAY: | | Exennt, 
Enter Iabella ext Luce. = 
Jab. Art ſure ſhe loves him: 
Luce. Am] ſure Ilixe? And I have clapt o on ſuch a Com- 
merdation on your Revenge. Si): JST FO -; 
Iſab. Faith, he is a pretty Gentleman 
Lace. Handfom enough, and that her Eye has found out. 
3 He talks the belt they ſay; and yet the maddeſt. 
Luce. 
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Luce. H' as the richt way. f \ | 

Jab. How is ſhe? 

Luce. Bears it well, as if ſhe car d not, but a Man 
may ſee with half an Eye through all her forc'd Beha- 
viour, and find who is her Yalent:ne. 

Iſab. Come let's go ſee her, 1 long to proſecute. 


* 


* By no means Miſtreſs, let her ta ke better hold 
firſt. | 
Iſab. I cou'd burſt now. | [ Exennr. 
Enter Valentine, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbra: n. 
Val. Upbraid me with your benefits, you Pilchers, you 
ſhotten, ſold, flight Fellows? Was't not I that undertook 
you firſt from empty Barrels, and brought thoſe barking 
Mouths that gap'd like Bung-holes to utter Senſe? Where 
ot you Underſtanding ? Who taught you Manners and apt 
arriage to rank your ſelves? Who fill'd you in fit '1 a- 
verns? Were thoſe born with your Worſhips when you 
came hither? W hat brought you from the Univerſities 
of moment matter to allow you, beſides your ſmall 
baſe Sentences ? 
Bel. Tis well, Sir. 
Val. Long Cloaks with two-hand Rapiers, boot-hoſes 
with penny-poſes, and twenty Fools opinions, who look'd 
on you but piping Rites that knew you wou'd be prizing, 
and Prentices in Paul's Church-yard, that ſcented your 
want of Britains Books. 
Enter Widow, and Luce. 
Fount. This cannot fave you. 
Val. Taunt my Integrity, you W helps ? 
Bel. You may talk the ſtock we gave you out, but ſee 
no further. LIE 
. Hair, You tempt our Patience, we have found you out, 
and what your truſt comes to, you're well feather'd, 
thank us, and think now of an honeſt Courſe, tis time; 
Men now begin to look, and narrowly into your tumbling 
tricks, they are ſtale. _ . 
Wid. Is not that he? 
Luce. Tis he. 
id. Be ſtill and mark him. | 
Val. How miſerable will theſe poor Wretches be when [ 
| | _—_ Ea 4 
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forſake em! but things have their neceſſities. I am ſorrv, 
to what a Vomit muſt they turn again; now to their 
own dear Dunghil breeding; never hope, after Icaſt you 
off, you Men of Motley, you moſt undone things below 


pity, any that has a Soul and fix Pence dares relieve you, 


my Name ſhall bar that Bleſſing; there's your Cloak, 
Sir, keep it cloſe to you, it may yet preſerve you afort- 
night longer from the Fool; your Hat, pray be cover'd, 
and there's the Sattin that your Worſhip ſent me, will 
ſerve you at a Sizes yet. | ’»o»»»ᷣĩ oat. 
 Fount. Nay, faith Sir, you may cen rub theſe out 
now. | 

Val. No ſuch Relick, nor the leaſt rag of ſuch a ſordid 


weakneſs ſhall keep me warm; theſe Breeches are mine 


own, purchas'd, and paid for, without your Compaſſion, 
a Chriſtian Breeches founded in Black-Friers, and fo III 
maintain 'em. 


Hair. So they ſeem, Sir. 


al. Only the thirteen Shillings in theſe Breeches, and 
the odd Groat, I take it, hall be yours, Sir, a mark to 
know a Knave by, pray preſerve it, do not diſpleaſe 


more, bur take it preſently. Now help me off with my 
| Boots. | | 


Hair. We are no Grooms, Sir. 


* 


Val. For once you ſhall be, do it willingly, or by this 
Hand I'll make you. 

Bel. To our own, Sir, we may apply our Hands. 

Val. There's your Hangers, you may deſerve a ſtrong 
pair, and a Girole will hold you without Buckles; now 
Lam perfect, and now the proudeſt of your Worſhips tell 
me I am beholding to you. 

Fount. No ſuch matter. 

Val. And take heed how you pity me, *tis dangerous, 
exceeding dangerous, to prate of pity ; which are the 
poorer ? You are now Puppies; I without you, or you 
without my Knowledge? be Rogues, and ſo be gone, 
be Rogues, and reply not, for if you do — 


Bel. Only thus much, and then we'll leave you: The 
Air is far ſharper than our Anger, Sir, and theſe you 


Hair. 


« 


may reſerve to rail in warmer, 
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Hair. Pray have a care, Sir, of your Health. [ Ex. Lovers. 


Val. Yes Hog-hounds, more than you can have of your 
wits; 'tis cold, and I am. very ſenſible, extreamly cold 
too, yet Iwill not off, till I have ſhamed theſe Raſcals; 
I have indur'd as ill heats as another, and every way if 
one cou'd periſh my Body, you'll bear the blame on't; 
am colder here, not a poor penny left. 

Enter Uncle with a Bag. 

Unc. Twas taken rarely, and now he's flead he will 
be ruled. | . e 5 

Lance. To bim, tew him, abuſe him, and nip him cloſe. 

Unc. Why how now, Couſin, ſunning your ſelf this 
weather? 5 | | 

Val. As you ſee, Sir, in a hot fit, Ithank my Friends. 
Unc. But Couſin, where are your Cloaths, Man? Thoſe 
are no Inheritance, your ſcruple may compound with 
thoſe I take it, this is no faihion, Couſin. 
Val. Not much follow'd, I muſt confeſs; yet Uncle, 
I determine to try what may be done next Term. 

Lance. How came you thus, Sir, for you are ſtrangely 
mov'd. | | 


Val. Rags, Toys and Trifles, fit only for thoſe Fools 


that firſt poſſeſſed em, and ro thoſe Knaves they are 
rendred. Freemen, Uncle, ought to appear like Inno- 
cents, old Adam, a fair Fig- leaf ſufficient. 
Unc. Take me with you, were theſe your Friends that 
clear d you thus? | 5 
Val. Hang Friends, and ev'n Reckonings that make 
Friends. | 
Unc. I thought till now, there had been no ſuch Living, 
no ſuch Purchaſe, for all the reſt is Labour, as a Liſt of 
honourable Friends; do ſuch Men as you, Sir, in lieu 
of all your Underſtandings, Travels, and thoſe great 
gifts of Nature, aim at no more than caſting off your 
Coats? I am ſtrangely cozen'd. | 
Lance. Should not the Town ſhake at the cold you 
feel now, and all the Gentry ſuffer interdiction, no more 
ſenfe ſpoken, all things Goth and Vandal, till you be ſum- 
med again, Velvets and Scarlets, anointed with Gold 
Lace, and Cloth of Silver turn'd into Saniſb Cottons for 
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raiſe me up again above your Rents, Uncle. 
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a Penance, Wits blaſted with your Bulls, and Taverns 
wither'd, as though the Term lay at St. Albans? 

Val. Gentlemen, you have ſpoken long and level, I 
beſeech you take Breath a while and hear me; you ima- 
gine now, by the twirling of your Strings, that I am at 
the laſt, as alſo that my F Bendl are flown like Swallows 
after Summer. 

Unc. Yes, Sir. | 
Val. And that I have no more in this poor Pannicr, 


to 


Unc. All this I do believe. 
Val. You have no mind to better me. 
"Unc. Yes, Couſin, and to that end I come, and once 
more offer you all that my Pow'r is Maſter of 
Fal. A match then, lay me down fifty Pounds there. 
Unc. There it is, Sir. ö 
Val. And on it write, that you are pleas'd to give this, 


as due unto my Merit, without caution of Land redeem- 


ing tedious, thanks, or thrift hereafter to be hoped ſor. 
Unc. How? [Luce lays a Suit and Letter at the Door. 
Val. Without daring, when you are Drunk, to reliſh 
of Revilings, to which you are prone in Sack, Uncle. 
nc. I thank you, Sir. 3 FI 
Lance. Come, come away, let the young Wanton play 
awhile, away Iſay, Sir, let him go forward with his na- 
ked Faſhion, he will ſeek you to morrow; goodly wea- 
ther, ſultry hot, ſultry, how I ſweat ! e PM 
Unc. Farewel, Sir. ¶Exeunt Uncle and Lance, 
Val. Wou'd I ſweat too, I am monſtrous vext, and 
cold too; and theſe are but thin Pumps to walk the 
Streets in; Cloaths I muſt get, this Faſhion will not fadge 
with me; beſides, tis an ill Winter wear. W hat 
art thou? Yes, they are Cloaths, and rich ones, ſome 


Fool has left em: And if I ſhou'd utter — What's this 


Paper here? Let this be only worn by the moſt noble 
and deſerving Gentleman Yalentine.— Dropt out 


_ o'th* Clouds! I think they are full of Gold too; well, 


1 il hee my wonder, and be warm again, in the next 
2oute III ſhift. 25 [ Exit. 
a 4 
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SAGT IV. 8 C E N E I. 
. Enter Franciſco, Dade, and Lance. 


e (7H do you deal thus with him? 'Tis un- 
nobly. 

Unc. Peace, Couſin, peace, you are too tender of him, 

he muſt be dealt thus with, he mult be cured thus, the 

violence of his Diſeaſe, Franciſco, muſt not be jeſted 


with, *tis grown infectious, and now ſtrong Corroſives 


muſt cure him. 

Lance. H'as had a Stinger, has eaten off his Cloaths, 
the next his Skin comes. 

Unc. And let it ſearch him to the Bones, * tis better, 
*twill make him feel it. 

Lance. Where be his noble Friends FRA Will his 
fantaſtical Opinions cloath him, or the learned Art of 
having nothing feed him? 

Duc. It mult needs greedily, for all his Friends have 
flung: him off, he is naked, and where to skin himſelf a- 
gain, if I know, or Can deviſe how he ſhou'd get him- 
ſelf Lodging, his Spirit muſt be bow'd, and now we 
| have him, have him at that we hoped for. 

Lance. Next time we meet him cracking of Nuts, 


with half a Cloak about him, for all means are cut off, 
or borrow:ng ſix Pence, to ſhew his Bounty in the Por- 


tage Ordinary? _ 

Fran. Which way went he? 

Lance. Pox, why ſhou'd you ask after him? you have 
been trim'd already, let him take his Fortune, he ſpun 
it out himſelf, Sir, there's no pity. 

Unc. Beſides, ſome good to Jou now, from this Mi- 


er 8 
z oY Iriſe upon hisRuins! fie, fie, Uncle, fie honeſt 


Lance. Thoſe Gentlemen were baſe People, that cou'd 
ſo ſoon take fire to his Deſtruction. 
. Unc. You are aF oo), you ate a Fool, a ycung Man. 


4 - 


E ner 


592 Wit without Mony. 


Enter Valentine. 
Val. Morrow Uncle, morrow Frank, ſweet Frank, 
and how, and how d' ye, think now, how ſhew Matters ? 
Morrow Bandog. 
Unc. How? FI 
Fran. Is this Man naked, forſaken of his Friends? 


. Val. Thou'rt handſome, Frank, a pretty Gentleman, 
i faith, thou look 'ſt well, and yet here may be thoſe that 


look as handſome. | 

Lance. Sure he can Conjure, and has the Devil for his 
* TEES 

Juc. New and rich! 'tis moſt impoſſible he ſhould 
TECOVET. | 

Lance. Give him this luck, and fling him into the Sea, 

ö * Tis not he, Imagination cannot work this Mi- 

racle. 

Val. Yes, yes, tis he, I will aſſure you, Uncle, the 
very he, the he your Wiſdom plaid withal, I thank you 
for't, neigh'd at his Nakedneſs, and made his Cold and 
Poverty your Paſtime; you fee I live, and the beſt can 
do no more Uncle, and though I have no State, 1 keep 


the Streets ſtill, and take my pleaſure in the Town, like 


a poor Gentleman, wear Cloaths to keep me warm, poor 
things they ſerve me, can make a ſhew too if I liſt, yes 
Uncle, and ring a peal in my Pockets, ding dong, Un- 
Cle, theſe are mad fooliſh ways, but who can help em? 
Unc. lam amaz d. 3 | 
Lance. I'Il ſell my Copyhold, for ſince there are ſuch 
excellent new nothings, why ſhou'd I labour? Is there 
no Fairy haunts him, no Rat, nor no old Woman? 
Unc. You are Valentine 2 J ES An 
Val. I think ſo, I cannot tell, I have been call'd fo, 
and ſome ſay Chriſten'd ; why do you wonder at me, and 
ſwell, as if you had met a Serjeant faſting, did you ever 


know Deſert want? You're Fools, a little ſtoop there 


may be to allay him, he wou'd grow too rank elſe, 4 
ſmall Eclipſe to ſhadow him, but out he muſt. break, 


glowingly again, and with a great luſtre, look you Un- 


cle, Motion and Majeſty. 
Unc. 1 am confounded. ; 
EE, Fran, 
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Fran. I am of his Faith. 5 

Fal. Walk by his careleſs Kinſman, and turn again and 
walk, and look thus, Uncle, taking ſome one by the Hand 
he loves beſt, leave them to the Mercy of the Hog-market, 
come Frank, Fortune is now my Friend, let me inſtruct 
thee. | 

Fran, Good morrow Uncle, I muſt needs go with him. 

Val. Flay me, and turn me out where none inhabits, 
within two hours I ſhall be. thus again; now wonder on, 
and Iaugh at your own Ignorance. | Ex. Val. and Franc. 

Unc. I do believe him. TY 

Lance. So dol, and heartily upon my Conſcience, bury 
him ſtark naked, he wou'd riſe again, within two hours 
imbroider'd. Sow Muſtard- ſeeds, and they cannot come 
up ſo thick as his new Sattins do, and Cloths of Silver, 
there's no ſtriving. | 3 ä 
Une. Let him play awhile then, and let's ſearch out 

what hand :— MT | 

Lance. Ay, there the Game lies. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 

Fount. Come, lets ſpeak for our ſelves, we have lodg'd 

himſure enough, his Nakedneſs dare not peep out to crols 

Bel. We can have no admittance. us. 
Hair. Let's in boldly, and uſe our beſt Arts, who ſhe 
deigns to favour, we are all content. | 

Fount. Much good may do her with him,no Civil Wars. 

Bel. By no means. Now do I wonder in what old tod 
Ivie helies whiſtling for Means, nor Cloaths he hath none, 
nor none will truſt him, we have made that fide ſure, 
teach him a new wooing. 

Hair. Say it - is his Uncle's ſpite. 

Funt. It is all one, Gentlemen, thas rid us of a fair 

incumbrance, and makes us look about to our own For- 

tunes, Who are thele? | 
ep” Enter Iſabella and Luce. 

Iſab. Not ſee this Man yet! well, I ſhall be wiſer: 
But Luce, didſt ever know a Woman melt ſo? ſheis finely 
hurt to hunt. | | | 

Luce. Peace, the three Suitors. | 

Jab. ] cou'd fo titter now and laugh; I was loſt, Luce, 

Vo I. II. | FE and 
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and I muſt love, I know not what; O Cipra, what pret- 


ty gins thou haſt to halter Woodcocks! and we e muſt i in- 
to the Country in all haſte, Luce. 


Luce. For Heav'ns ſake, Miſtreſs. 

Jab. Nay, I have done, 1 muſt laugh though; but 
Scho ar, 1 all teach you. 

Fount. *Tis her Siſter. = : 

Bel. Save you, Ladies. 

Iſab. Fair met Gentlemen, you are viſiting my Siſter, 
I aſſure my ſelf. - | 

Hair. We wou'd fain bleſs our Eyes. 

Iſab. Pehold and welcome, you wou'd fee her? 

Hunt. Tis our buſineſs. _ 

Iſab. You ſhall ſee her, and you ſhall talk with her. 

Luce. She will not fee em, nor ſpend a word. 


Jſab. Ill make her fret athouſand, nay now have found 
the Scab, I will ſo ſcratch her. 


Luce. She cannot endure 'em. 


Iſab. She loves 'em but too dearly; come follow me, 


rn bring you to th' party, Gentlemen, then make moe 
on Conditions. , 


Luce She is ſick, you know. 


Jab. I'll make her well, or kill her; and take no dic 
aniflrer, you are Fools then, nor ſtand off for her State, 
ſhe'Il ſcorn ycu all then, but urge her ſtill, and though 
ſhe fret, ſtill foliow her; a Widow muſt be won ſo. 

- Fel. dhe ſpeaks bravely. 

1ſab. 1 wou'd fain have a Brother in Law, I love Mens 
company, and if the call for Dinner to avoid you, be ſure 
you ſtay; follow her into her Chamber, if the retire t0 
Pray, pray with her, and boldly, like honeit Lovers. 

Luce. This will kill her. 


Font. You have ſhewed us one way, do but leac the to- 
ther 
Iſzb. Iknoiy you ſtand o'thorns, come JI diſpatch! vou. 
} vice. If you live after this. | 
Jab. I have loſt my aim. [ Evert. 
Enter Valcntine, and Fr anciſco. 
Fran. Did you not ſee 'em ſince? 
Vul. No, hang 'em, hang em. 8 
Han. Nor will; you not be {ein by n Il 


1 
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al. Let em alone, Frank, I'll make 'em their own 
Juſtice, and a Jerker. 7 

Fran. Such baſe diſcourteous Dog-whelps. 

Fal. I ſnall dog'em,and double dog em, e'er I have done. 

Fran. Will you go with me, for I wou'd fain find out 
this piece of bounty, it was the Widow's Man, that I am 
certain of, _ 

Val. To what end wou'd you go? 

Fran. To give Thanks, + 

Val. Hang giving Thanks, haſt not thou Parts deſerve 
it? it includes a further will to be beholding; Beggars 
can do no more at door; if you will go, there lies your Way. 

Fran. I hope you will go. | 5 

Val. No not in Ceremony, and to a Woman, with 
mine own Father, were he living, Fran; I would toth” 
Court with Bears firſt, if it be that Wench I think it 
is, for Yother's wiſer, I wou'd not be fo lookt upon, 
and laught at, ſo made a Ladder for her Wit to climb 
upon, for tis the tarteſt Tit in Chriſtendom, { know her 
well Frank, and have buckled with her, fo lickt, and. 
ſtroaked, flear'd upon, and flouted, and ihown to Cham- 
ber-maids, like a ſtrange Beaſt, ſhe had purchas'd with 
her penny. $54 : 

Han. Youareaſtrange Man, but do you think it was 
a Woman? | 

Val. There's no doubt on't, who can be there to do 
it elſe? beſides the manner of the Circumſtances. | 

Fran. Then ſuch Courteſies, who ever docs em, Sir, 
ſaving your own Wiſdom, mult be mare lookt into, and 
better anſwer'd, than with deſerving flights, or what we 
ought to have conferred upon us, Men may ſtarve elle, 
Means are not gotten now with crying out lam a Gallant 
Fellow, a good Soldier, a Man of Learning, or fit to be 
employ'd; immediate Bleſſings ceaſe like Miracles, and 
we muſt grow by ſecond Means. I pray go with me, 
cv'n as you love me, Sir. | 

Val. I will come to thee, but Frank, 1 will not ſlay to 
hear your Fopp'ries, diſpatch thoſe cer I come. 

Fran. You will rot fil me. 

Val. Some two hours hence expect me. | 

1 Fran. 


pO 


tle of our old Plea. 
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Han. I thank you, and will look for you. [Event 
Enter Widow, Shorthoſe, and Roger. 
Vid. Who let in theſe Puppies? You blind Raſcals, 


you drunken Knaves ſeveral. 


_ Short. Yes forſooth, I'll let 'em in preſently, — 
Gentlemen. 5 5 
Mid. Sprecious, you blown Pudding, bawling Rogue. 
Short. I bawlas loud as ] can, wou'd you have me fetch 
em upon my back? | ES 
id. Get 'em out, Raſcal, out with 'em, out, I ſweat 
to have 'em near me. | 
Sort. I ſhou'd ſweat more to carry em out. 
Roger. They are Gentlemen, Madam. 
Short. Shall we get' em into th' Buttery, and make em 
Drunk? 5 N 
Vid. Do any thing, fo I be eas'd. | 
Enter Iſabella, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hairbrain. 
I/ab. Now to her. Sir, fear nothing. 
Rog. Slip aſide Boy, Iknow ſne loves em, howſoever ſhe 


ꝶ6ͤ—1— 


carries it, and has invited em, my young Miſtreſs told meſo. 


Short. Away to Tables then. Exe. Short. Rog. 
Iſab. I ſhall burſt with the ſport on't. Fþ 

Fount.. You are too curious Madam, too full of prepa- 
ration, we expect it not. 

Bel. Methinks the Houſe is handſom, every place de- 
cent, what nced, you be vext? 

Hair. We areno <trangers. 

Fount. What though we come e'er you expected us, 
do not we know your Entertainments, Madam, are frec, 
and full at all times? 3 

Vid. You are merry, Gentlemen. 
Hel. We come to be merry Madam, and very merty, 
Men love to laugh heartily, and now and then Lady b * 
me ! 
Mid. Jam buſie, and very buſie too, will none deliver 
Hlair. There is a time for all, you may be buſie, but when 


your Friends come, you have as much pow'r, Madam. 


Mid. his is a tedious Torment. 
Fount. How handſomly this little piece of Anger ſhews 
upon her! well Madam, well, you know not how to grace 
yourlelf- ©; 5 | Ss if 
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Bel. Nay every thing ſhe does breeds anew ſweetneſs, 

Wid. 1 muſt 70 up, I muſt go up, I have a buſineſs 
waits upon me; ſome Wine for the Gentlemen. | 
Hair. Nay, we'll go with you, we never ſaw your 
Chambers yet. Iſab. Hold there Boys. 

Wid Say Il go ro my Prayers? 

Fount. Well ray with you, and help your Meditations. 

Wid. This is 21 N or ſay I go to ſleep, will ycu 
go to ſleep with me? 

Bel. So ſuddenly before Meat will be dangerous, we 
know your Dinner's ready, Lady, you will not ſlecp. 

Vid. Give me my Coach, I will take the Air. 

Hair. We'll wait on you, and then your Meat after a 
quickned Stomach. 1 

Mid. Let it alone, and call my Steward to me, and bid 
him bring his reckonings into the Orchard: theſe unman- 
nerly rude Puppies — , [Exit W dow. 

* Fount. We'll walk after you, and view the pleaſure of 
the Place. — 
Ijab. Let her not reſt, for if you give her breath, ſhe*!] 
ſcorn and flout you, ſeem how ſhe will, this is the way 

to win her, be bold and proſper. 

Bel. Nay if we do not tire her. FExeunt Lovers. 
Iſab. Vil teach you to worm me, good Lady Sitter, | 
and peep into my Privacies to ſuſpect me, Ill torture 
you, with that you hate, moſt dainti:y, and whenl have 
done that, laugh at that you love moſt. | 

| | Enter Luce. | 

Luce. What have you done? ſhe chafes and fumes 
outragiouſly, and ſtill they Perſecute her. 

I{ab. Long may they do fo, I'll teach her to declaim 
againſt my Pities; why is ſhe not gone out o' th' Town, 
but gives occaſion for Men to run inad after her? 

Luce. I ſhall be hang'd. 5 

Iſab. This in me had been high Treaſon, three at a 
time, and private in her Orchard! I hope ſhe'il cult her 
reckonings right now. OY 

„ Enter Widow. 

id. Well, I ſhall find who brought em. 

Ib. Ha, ha, ha. 


j 
1 


1 Wid. 
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Wid. Why do you laugh, Siſter? I fear me *tis your 


trick, *twas neatly done of you, and well becomes your 
Pleaſure. 


Iſab. What have you done with em? 

Wid. Lockt 'em i' th' Orchard, there I'll make em 
dance and caper too, before they get their liberty, un- 
mannerly rude Puppies. 

Iſab. They are ſomewhat ſaucy, but yet I'll let'em be, 
and once more ſound em; why were they not beaten out? 
Wid. I was about it, but hecauſe they came as Suiters. 

Jab. Why did you not anſwer 'em? 

Wid. They are ſo impudent they will receive none: 
More yet! How came theſe in? 

Enter Franciſco and Lance. 
Ke At the Door, Madam. 
Iſab. It is that Face. 
uce. This is the Gentleman. 
Mid. She ſent the Mony to? 


. . 


_- Luce. The ſame. 


 T{ab, I'Il leave you, they have ſome e buſines 


id. Nay, you ſhall ſtay, Siſter, they are Strangers 
both to me; how her Face alters! 


Jab. J am ſorry he comes now. 


Mid. J am glad he is here now though. Who wou'd 
you ſpeak with, Gentlemen? 


Lance. You Lady, or your fair Siſter there, here's a 
Gentleman that has receiv'd a benefit. 

Wid. From whom, Sir? 

Lance. From one of you, as he hid, Madam, 

your Man deliver'd it. 

Wid. I pray go forward. 

Lance. And of ſo great a Goodneſs, that he dares not, 
without the tender of his Thanks and Service, pals by 

Vid. Which is the Gentleman? (the Houle. 

Lance. This, Madam. 


Wid. What's your Name, Sir? 


Fran. They that krow me call me Kalt, Lady, 
one not ſo proud to ſcorn fo timely a Benefit, nor ſo 


-, wretched to hide a Gratitude. 
”  Wid. It is well beſtow'd then. 


Fran. 
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| Fran. Yourfair ME, or your Sifter, as it ſeems, for what 
Deſert I dare not know, unleſs a handſome Subject for 
your Charities, or aptneſs in your noble Will to do it, 

have ſhowr'd upon my Wants a timely Bounty, which 
makes me rich in Thanks, my beſt Inheritance. 

Mid. I am forry 'twas not mine, this is the Gentlewo- 
man; fie, do not bluſh, go roundly to the matter, the 
Man is a pretty Man. 1 85 

Jab. You have three fine ones. 

Fan. Then to you, dear Lady? 

Tab. I pray no more, Sir, if I may perſwade you, your 
only aptneſs to do this is Recompence, and more than | 
expected. 

Fran. But good Lady. 

Iſab. And for me further to be acquainted with ir, b-- 
ſides the impuration of vain Glory, were greedy than{:- 
ings of my ſelf, I did it not to be more affected to; I did 
It, and if it happen'd where I thought it fitted, | have my 
end; more to enquire is curious incither of us, more than 

that ſuſpicious. | 
Frail: But gentle Lady, twill be neceſlary, 

I/ab. About the right way nothing, do not fright i*, 
being to pious uſe and tender ſighted, with the > n 
Face of Complements, it blaſts it. Had you not come ut 
all, but thought Thanks, it had been roo much, cs 
not to fee your Perſon. | 

Mid. A brave diſſembling Rogue, and how ſhecarries1t! 
Iſab. Though I believe few handſomer; or hear yon, 
though I aff ct a good Tongue well; or try you, though 

my Years deſire a Friend, that I reliev'd you. 
Vid. A plaguy cunning Quean. 

Ifab. For fo I carri:d/tt, my end's top glorious in mine 
Eyes, and better d the goodneſs Ipropounded with Opinion. 
Pid. Fear her not, Sir. ger 

Iſab. You cannot catch me, Sitter: ph 

Fran. Will you both teach, and tie my Tongueup, Lady? 

Iſab. Let it ſuffice you have it, it was never mine, whillt 
good Men wanted it. — | 

Fance. This is a Saint ſure. | 
Fab, And if you be not ſuch a one, reſtore it. 
| 14 N 


you have paid me; and fol wiſh you ſcea 
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Han. To commend my ſelf, were more officious than 
you think my Thanks are, to doubt I may be worth your 
Gift a Treaſon, both to mine own good and underſtand- 
ing, I know my Mind clear, and though Modeſty tells me, 
he that intreats intrudes; yer I mult think ſomething, 
and of ſome Seaſon, met with your better taſte, this had 
not been elſe. | | 
Mid. What ward for that, Wench? 

* Tſab. Alas, it never touch'd me. 

ran. Well, gentle Lady, yours is the firſt Mony I 
ever took upon a forc'd ill Manners. 
Jab. The laſt of me, if ever you uſe other. 
ran. How may I do, and your way, to be thought a 


grateful Taker? 


Iſab. Spend it, and ſay nothing, your Modeſty may 
deſerve more. 
Mid. O Siſter, will you bar Thankfulneſs? 
Lab. Dogs dance for Meat, wou'd ye have Men do 
worſe? For they can ſpeak, cry out like Wood-mongers, 


6 deeds by the hundreds, 1 did it that my beſt Friend 


ould not know it, Wine and vain Glory does as much 
as I eſe; if you will force my Merit, againſt my Mean- 
ing, uſe it in well beſtowing it, in ſhewing it came to be 
a benefit, and was ſo; and not examining a Woman did 
it, or to what end, in not believing ſometimes your ſelf, 
when Drink and ſtirring Converſation may ripen ſtrange 


perſuaſions. ; 


© Fran, Gentle Lady, Iwere a baſe Receiver of a Courteſie 
and you a worſe Diſpoſer, were my Nature unfurniſhed of 
theſe fore-ſights. Ladies honours were ever in my 
Thoughts unſpotted Crimes, their good Deeds holy 
Temples, wherethe Incenſe burns not to common Eyes; 
your fears are virtuous, and ſol ſhall preſerve em. 
Iſab. Keep butth's way, and from this place to tell me fo, 

| i Fortune. Exit. 

Wid. Fear not, the Woman will be thank'd, I do not 


dcubt it. Are you ſo crafty, carry it ſo preciſely? This is 


to wake my Fears, or to abuſe me, I ſhall look narrowly 3 
deſpair not Gentlemen, there is an hour to catch a Wo- 
| | man 
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man in, if you be wiſe, ſo, I muſt leave you too; Now 
will I go laugh at my Suitors. [Exit, 
Lance. Sir, what courage? . 


Fran. This Woman is a Founder, and cites Statutes to 


all her benefits. | 
Lance. I never knew yet, ſo few Years and fo cunning, 
yet believe me ſhe has an itch, but how to make her con- 


feſs it, for it is a crafty Tit, and plays about you, will 


not bite home, ſhe would fain, but ſhe dares not; carry 
your ſelf. but ſo diſcreetly, Sir, that want or wantonneſs 
ſeem not to ſearch you, and youſhall ſec her open. 
Fran. I do love her, and were rich, wou'd give two 
thouſand pound to wed her Wit but one hour, oh 'tis a 
Dragon, and ſuch a ſpritely way of Pleaſure, ha Lance. 
Lance. Your ha Lance broken once, you would cry, 
ho, ho, Lance. 
Fran. Some leaden landed Rogue will have this Wench 
now, when all's done, ſome ſuch Youth will carry her, and 
wear her, greaſie out like ſtuff, ſome Dunce that knows 
no more but Markets, and admires nothing but a long 
charge at Sizes: O the Fortunes! 
Enter Iſabella and Luce. 
Lance. Comfort your ſelf. 


Luce. They are here yet, and alone too, boldly upon't; 


nay, Miſtreſs, I ſtill told you, how *twou'd find your 

truſt, this tis to venture your Charity upon a Boy. 
Lance. Now, what's the matter? Stand faſt, and like 

your ſelf. | 

Lab. Prethee no more, Wench. 


uce, What was his want to you? | 
Jab. *Tis true. 


Luce. Or Miſery, or ſay he had been i' th' Cage, was 


there no Mercy to look abroad but yours? 
I/ab. Jam paid for fooling, „ 

Luce. Muſt every flight Companion that can purchaſe 
a ſnew of Poverty and beggarly Planet fall under your 

Compaſſion ? e 

Lance. Here's a new matter. 


Luce. Nay, you are ſerv'd but too well, here he ſtays 


et, yet as I live. | 
CE a Fran. 
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Fran. How her Face alters on me! . 
Luce. Out of a confidence, I hope. | 
Tſab. I am glad on't. the 
Fran. How do you, gentle Lady? k 
Jab. Much aſhamed Sir, but firſt ſtand further off 
me, youre infectious, to find fuch Vanity, nay almoſt 
Impudence, where I believ' da Worth: Is this your Thanks, 


the Gratitude you were ſo mad to make me, your trim 
Counſel, Gentlemen? | 


Lance. Whar, Lady? 

Iſab. Take your device again, it will not ſerve Sir, 

the Woman will not bite, you are finely cozen'd, drop 

it no more for ſhame, | ee ' 

Luce. Do you think you are here, Sir, amongſt your 

Waſt-coateers, your baſe Wenches that ſcratch at ſuch 

occaſions? You arcdeluded: This is a Gentlewoman of 

a noble Houſe, born to'a better Fame than you can build 
her, and Eyes above your pitch. 

Fran. I do acknowledge 

Iſab. Then l beſcech you Sir, what could you ſee, (ſpeak 
boldly, and ſpeak truly, ſhame the Devil,) in my beha- 

viour of ſuch eaſineſs that you durſt venture to do this? 

Fran. You amaze me, this Ring is none of mine, nor 

did 1 drop it. 5 ya way 
Luce. I ſaw you drop it, Sir. 6 

Iſab. I took it up too, ſtill looking when your Modeſty, | 
ſhould mils it, why, what a Childifh part was this? 

Fran. I vow. 3 

Iſab. Vow me no Vows, he that dares do this, has bred 
himſelf to boldneſs, to forſwear too; there take your gew- 
gaw, you are too much pamper'd, and I repent my part, 
as you grow older gro / wiſer if you can, and ſo fare wel Sir. 

| | [Exennt Iſabe la, and Luce. 

Lance. Grow wiſer if you can? She has put it to you, 
tis a rich Ring, did you drop it? 6 

Fran. Never ne'er ſaw it afore, Lauce. 

Lance. Thereby hangs a Tail then: What flight ſhe 
makes to catch her ſelf! Lock up Sir, you cannot loſe her 
if you woul e, how daintily the fles upon the Lure, and 

| | | cuns 


* 


\ 
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cunningly ſhe makes her ſtops! whiſtle and ſhe'll come 


to you. | | 
Hom. I wou'd I were ſo happy. DRAG, 
Lance.Maids are Clocks, the greateſt W heel, they ſhow, 
goes {lowelt to us, and make's hang on tedious hopes 
56 leſſer, which are conceal'd, being often oyl'd with 
Wiſhes, flee like deſires, and never leave that Motion, 
till the Tongue ſtrikes; ſhe is Fleſh, Blood and Mar- 
row, young as her purpoſe, and ſoft as pity; no Monu- 
ment to Worſhip, but a Mould to make Men in, a neat 
one, and I know how e'er ſhe appears now, which is 
near enough, you are ſtark Blind it you hit not ſoon at 


Night; ſhe wou'd venture forty Pounds more but to 
feel a Flea in your Shape bite her: Drop no moreRings 


is this was the prettieſt thing to know her Heart 
l an. Thou put'ſt me in much comfort. 5 
Lance. Put your ſelf in good comfort, if ſne do not 
point you out the way, drop no more Rings, {he*}] drop 
her ſelf into you. | | 

Fran. I wonder my Brother comes not. | 

Lance. Let him alone, and feed your ſelf on your own 
Fortunes; come be frolick, and let's be monſtrous wiſe, 


and full of counſel; drop no more Rings. [Exennt, 


Enter Widow, Fountain, Bellamore, and Hürbrain. 
Mid. If you will needs be fooliſh you muſt be us'd ſo: 


Who ſent for you? Who entertain d you, Gentlemen? 


Who bid you welcome hither? You came crowding, 
and any bold; preſs on my Patience, as if Ikepr a 
Houſe for all Companions, and of all forts: Will *have 


your Wills, will vex-me and force my liking from you 
Il ne'er ow'd you? 15 85 


% 


Fount. For all this we will dine with you. 5 


Bel. And for all this will have a better Anſwer 
you. : FE. 


from 


Dinner, unleſs you uſe me with a more ſtaid Reſpect, and 
{tay your time too; * 7 


E, ter 


39 


Wid. You ſþall never, neither have an Anfwer nor 


4 * 
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Enter Iſabella, Shorthoſe, Roger, Humphry, 
. Ralph, with Diſhes of Meat. 
Tſeb. Forward with the Meat now. 
og. Come, Gentlemen, march fairly. 

Short. Roger, you are a weak Serving-man, your white 
Broath runs from you; fie, how I ſweat under this Pile 
of Beef; an Elephant can do more! Oh for ſuch a Back 
now, and i in theſe times, what might a Man arrive at! 
Gooſe, graſe you up, and Woo cock march behind 
thee, I am almoſt foundred. 

Mid. Who bid you bring the Meat yet? Away you 

| Knaves, I will not Dine theſe two hours: How am 1 

vext and chaf d! go carry it back, and tell the Cook 
he's an arrant Raſcal, to ſend before 1 call'd. 
Short. Face about Gentlemen, beat a mournful March 
then, and give ſome e or elſe I periſh—— 
[ Exeunt Servants. 

Tab. It does me much good to ſee her chafe thus. 

Hair. We can ſtay Madam, and will ftay and dwell 
here, *tis good Air. 

Fount. 1 know you have Beds enough, and Meat you 
never want. 
Wid. You'want a little. 


Bel We dare to pretend no. Since you are churliſh, 
we'll- give you Phyſick, you muſt pm ge this Anger, ir 
burns you and decays you. 


Wid. If I had you out once, I wou'd be at the charge 
of a Portcullis for you. 


Enter Valentine. 

Val. Good morrow, noble Lady. 

Mid. Good morrow, Sir. How ſweetly now he looks; 
and how full manly! What Slaves were theſe to uſe him 
ſos. 

pal. I come to look a young Man I call Brother. 

Wid. Such a one was here, Sir, as I rememberyour 
own Brother, but gone almoſt an hour ago. 

Val. Good Een then. 

Wid. You muſt not ſo ſoon, Sir; here be ſome Gen- 
tlemen, it may be you are acquainted with 'em. 


Hair. Will nothing make him miſerable? 
Fount, How glorious! Bol. 
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| - „ 
| Bel. It is the very he; does it rain Fortunes, or has 
he a Familiar? 5 


Hair. How doggedly he looks too? 
Punt. 1 am beyond my Faith, pray let's be going. 
Fal. Where are theſe Gentlemen? 
Mid. Here. 

Val. Yes, I know 'em, and will be more familiar. 

Bel. Mortow, Madam. 
Mid. Nay ſtay and dine. | 
Val. You ſhall ſtay till I talk with you, and not dine 
neither, bur faſtingly my Fury; you think you have un- 
done me, think ſo fill, and {ſwallow that belief, till you 
be company for Court-hand Clerks, and ſtarv'd Attor- 
nies, till you break in at Plays like Prentices for three 
a Groat,and crack Nuts with the Scholars in pennyRooms 
again, and fight for Apples, till you return to what I 
found you, People betray'd into the hands of Fencers, 
Challengers, Tooth-drawers Bills, and tedious Procla- 
mations in Meal-markets, with throngings to ſee Cut- 
panes: Stir not, but hear, and mark, I'll cut your 
'Throats elſe, till Water-works, and rumours of New- 
Rivers rid you again, and run you into Queſtions who 
built Thames, till you run mad for Lotteries, and ſtand 
there with your "Tables to glean the Golden Sentences, 
and cite 'em ſecretly to Serving- men for ſound Eſſays, 
till Taverns allow you but a Towel-room to Tipple 
Wine in, that the Bell hath gone for twice, and Glaſſes 
that look like broken Promiſes, . tied up with wicker 
Proteſtations, Engliſb Tobacco with half Pipes, nor in 
half a Year once burnt, and Bisket that Bawds haverub'd 
their Gums upon like Corals 'to bring the mark again, 
tell theſe hour Raſcals ſo, this moſt fatal hour will come 


again, think I fit down the Looſer. | 
Wid. Will you ſtay, Gentlemen, a piece of Beef, and 


a cold Capon, thar's all, you know you are welcome. 
Humpb. That was caſt to abuſe us. 


+ Bel. Steal off, the Devil is in his Anger. 


Wid. Nay I am ſure you will not leave me ſo diſcour- 
tcouſly, now I have provided for you. 


Val. What do you here? Why do ye vex a Woman of 
| hy do y. = 
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her Goodneſs, her State and Worth? Can you bringa air 


Certificate that you deſerve to be her Footmen? Hut- 
bands, you Puppies? Husbands for Whores and Bawds, 
away you Wind-ſuckers ; do not look big, nor prate, 
nor ſtay, nor grumble, and when you are gone, ſeem 
to laugh at my fury, and {light this Lady, 1 ſhall hear, 
and know this: And though I am not bound to fight 
for Women, as far as they are good I dare preſerve em: 


Be not too bold, for if you be, I'll ſwinge you mon- 


ſtrouſſy without all pity, your Honours now go, avoid 


me mainly. | [Exeunt. 
Wid. Well, Sir, you have deliver'd me, I thank you, 
and with your Nobleneſs prevented Danger, their Tongues 


might utter, we'll all go and eat, Sir. 


Fal. No, no, I dare not truſt my ſelf with Women; 


go to your Meat, cat little, take leſs eaſe, and tie your 


j 


ody to a daily Labour, you may live honeſtly, and ſo I 
thank you. [ Exit. 
Wid. Well, go thy ways, thou art a noble Fellow, and 


: — * 


ſome means I muſt work to have thee know it. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Uncle and Merchant. 


Unc. M 8 J certain 'tis her Hands that hold bim ups 


and her Siſter relieves Frank. 
Mer. lam glad to hear it : But wherefore do they not 
purſue. this Fortune to ſome fair end? 
Unc. The Women are too crafty, Valentine too coy, 
and Frank too baſhful; had any wiſe Man hold of ſuch a 


Bleſſing, they wou d ſtrike it out o'rh' flint but they would 


form it. | 
Enter Widow and Shortho@. 8 
Mer. The Widow fare, why does ſhe ſtir fo early? 
Vid. * is ſtrange, 1 cannot force him to underitand 
me, and make a Eenefit of what] wou'd bring him: Tell 
my Sifter I'll ute my Devotions at home this Morning; 
jhe may if ſhe pleate go to Church, EM oy: 
Short. Hey ho. 8 | 
| Wd. 
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Wid. And do you wait upon her with a Torch, Sir. 
Short. Hey ho. 


'Wid. You lazy Knave. 

Short. Here is fuch a tinkle tanklings that we can neer -. 
lie quiet, and ſleep our Prayers out. Ralph, pray emp- 
ty my right Shoe that you made your Chamber-pot, and 

burn a little Roſemary in't, I muſt wait upon my Lady. 

This Morning Prayer has brought me into a Conſump- 

tion, I have nothing left but Fleſh and Bones about me. 
Mid. You drouſic Slave, nothing but Sleep and Swil- 


lings? 2 
Sbore. Had you been bitten with Bandog-fleas, as Thave 
been, and haunted with the night Mare. 

Wid. With an Ale-pot. 9 85 TR 

Short. You wou'd have little lift to Morning Prayers, 
pray take my fellow Ralph, he has a Pſalm Book, I am' 
an ingrum Man. 20 5 

Mid. Get you ready quickly, and when ſhe is ready, 
wait upon her handſomely ; no more, be gone. 

Shore, If I do ſnore my part out — [Exit Short. 

Unc, Now to our purpoſes. 

Mer. Good morrow, Madam. 

Wid. Good morrow, Gentlemen. 

Unc. Good Joy and Fortune. 

Mid. Theſe are good things, and worth my thanks, 1 

thank you, Sir. | 

Mer. Much Joy I hope you'll find, we came to gra- 
tulate your new knit Marriage-band. 

Wid. How ? | 

Unc. He's a Gentleman, although he be my Kinſman, 
my fair Neice. | OP 


Wid. Neice, Sir? ö 

Unc. Ves, Lady, now I may ſay fo, *tis no ſhame to 19 
y. ou, I ſay a Gentleman, and winking ar ſome light Fan- | 
| 


cles, which you moſt happily may affect him for, as 
bravely carried, as nobly bred and manag'd. | 


Wid. What's all this? Lunderitand you not, what Neice, 2 11 
what Marriage-knot ?. | N 
Luc. VII tell plainly, you are my Neice, and Valentins [1 
the Gentleman has made you ſo by Marriage. 2 — 14 
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Wid. Marriage? | | 

Unc. Yes Lady, and *twas a noble and virtuous Part, 
To take a falling Man to your Protection, 

And buoy him up again to all his Glories. 

Wid. The Men are man. 

Mer. What though he wanted theſe outward things, 
that fly away like Shadows, was not his Mind a full one, 
and a brave one? You have Wealth enough to give him 
gloſs and outſide, and he Wit enough to give way to 

. Unc. I ever thought he wou'd do well. | 

Mer. Nay, I knew, however he wheel'd about like 2 
looſe Cabine, he wou'd charge home at length, like a 
brave Gentleman; Heay'ns Bleſſing o your Heart Lady, 
we are ſo bound to honour you, in all your Service ſo 


devoted to you. 


Unc. Do not look ſo ſtrange, Widow, it muſt be known, 
better a general Joy; no ſtirring here yet, come, come, 


you cannot hide em. 


Wid. Pray be not impudent, theſe are the fineſt Toys, 
belike I am married then? 3 
Mer. You are in a miſerable Eſtate in the World's ac- 


count elſe, Iwou'd not for your Wealth it come to doubt- 


ing. 
' id. And I am great with Child? 
Unc. No, great they ſay not, but *tis a full opinion you 


are with Child, and great joy among the Gentlemen, 


your Husband hath beſtirred himſelf fairly. 
Mer. Alas, we know his private hours of Entrance, 
how long, and when he ftaid, cou'd name the Bed too, 


where he paid down his firſt Fruits. 


Wid. I thall believe anon. bY | 
Dic. And we conſider for ſome private Reaſons, you 
wou'd have it private, yet take your own Pleaſure; and 


ſo good morrow, my beſt. Neice, my ſwecteſt. 


id. No, no, pray ſtay. . 


uc. I know you wou'd be with him, love him, and 


love him well. En 5 5 
Mer. You'll find him noble; this may beget — 
Duc. It muſt needs work upon her. 
| . IE BE Marchew. 
| Ih, 
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Child too! how long has this been, Itrow? They ſeem 
grave Fellows, they ſhould not come to flout; married, 
and bedded; the World takes notice too! Where lies 


this May- game? I cou'd be vext extreamly now, and 


rail too, but tis to no end; though I itch a little, muſt 
I be ſcratcht I know not how? Who waits there? 
Enter Humphry, 4 Servant. 
Humph. Madam. 


Wid. Make ready my Coach quickly, and wait you 


only, and hark you, Sir, be ſecret and ſpeedy, inquire 
out where he lies. 2 
Humpb. I ſhall do it, Madam. 


Mid. Married, and got with Child in a dream! 'tis 
fine iᷣ faith; ſure he that did this, would do better * 
| Exit. 


Enter Valentine, Franciſco, Lance, and a Boy with aTorcb. 


Val. Hold thy Torch handſomely : How doſt thou, 


Frank? Peter Baſſel, bear up. | 


Fran. You have fried me ſoundly, Sack do you call. 


this Drink:? 


Val. A ſhrewd Dog, Frank, will bite abundantly. 

Lance. Now cou'd I fight, and fight with thee. 

Val. With me, thou Man of Memphis? 

Lance. But that thou art my own natural Mafter, yet 
my Sack ſays thou art nd Man, thou art a Pagan, and 
pawneſt thy Land, which a noble Cauſe. | 


Val. No arms, nor arms, good Lancelot, dear Lance, 


no fighting here, we will have Lands, Boy, Livings, and 
Titles, thou ſhalt be a Vice-Roy, hang fighting, hang't, 
"tis out of faſhion. 


Lance. I wou'd fain labour you into your Lands aga'n, 


go to, it is behoveful. 
Fran. Fie Lance, fie. 


= * 


before a Stranger? Charity and beating begins at home. 
Lal. Come, thou ſhalt beat me. 8 | 8 


Lance. Iwill not be compel'd; and you were two Ma- 


ſters, I ſcorn the Motion. TT 2 
Vo Li II. K | Fal. 


d. Theſe are fine bobs i'faith, married, and with 


Lance. I muſt beat ſome Body, and why not my Maſter, 
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Val. Wilt thou ſleep? 

Lance. I ſcorn Sleep. 

ul. Wilt thou go eat? 

Lance, I ſcorn Meat, I come for romper ing, I come 
to wait upon my Charge diſcreetly; for look you, if you 
will not take your Mortgage again, here dol lie St. George, 
and ſo forth. 1 | "hs 

Val. And here do I, St. George, beſtride the Dragon, 
thus with my Lance. | | 

Lance. I ſting, I ſting with my Tail. 

Val. Doyouſo, do you ſo, Sir? Iſhall Tail you preſently. 

Fran, By no means, do not hurt him. 

Val. Take this, Nelſon, and now riſe, thou Maiden 
Knight of Malligo, lace on thy Helmet of inchanted 
Sack, and charge again. | 
Lance. I'Il play no more, you abuſe me, will you go? 

Fran, VII bid you good morrow, Brother, for ſleep! 
cannot, I have a thouſand Fancies. 

Val. Now thou art arriv'd, go bravely to the matter, 
and do ſomething of worth, Frank. | 

Lance. Y ou ſhall hear from us. Exe. Lance and Fran. 

Val. This Rogue, if he had been ſober, ſure had beaten 
me, is the moſt tettiſh Knave. | | 

Enter Uncle, Merchant, and Boy with a Torch. 

Unc, Tis he. | | 

Mer. Good morrow. 


Val. Why, Sir, good morrow to you too, and you be 
ſo luſty. | 2 

Unc. You have made your Brother a fine Man, we met 
him. E | 

Val. I madehim a fine Gentleman, he was a Fool before, 
brought up amongſt the midſt of Small-Beer Brew-hou- 
ſes; what would you have with me? | 
Mer. I come to tell you, your lateſt hour is come. 
Hal. Are you my Sentence? 

Mer. The Sentence of your State. 
Val. Let it be hang'd then, and let it be hang'd high 
enough, I may not ſee it. e 

Unc. A gracious Reſolution. 


Tal, 


* , 


ps 
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Val. What would you have elſe with me, will you 
o drink, and let the World ſlide, Uncle? Ha, ha, ha, 
Bo s, drink Sack like Whey, Boys. 
er. Have you no feeling, Sir? 

Val. Come hither, Merchant: Make me a Supper, thou 

moſt reveſ end Land- catcher, a Supper of forty pounds. 
Mer. What then, Sir? 

Val. Thenbring thy Wife along, and thy fair Siſters, 
thy Neighbours and their Wives, and all their Trinkets, 
let me have forty Trumpets, and ſuch Wine, we'll laugh 
at all the Miſeries of Mortgage, and then in ſtate 111 
render thee an Anſwer : 

Mer. What ſay you to this? 

. Unc. I dare not ſay, nor think neither. 


Mer. Will you redeem your State? ſpeak to the point, 
Sir. | 5 7 5 

Val. Not, not if it were mine Heir in the Turks Gallies. 

Mer. Then I muſt take an order? 

Val. Take a thouſand, I will not keep it, nor thou 
ſhalt not have it, becauſe thou cameſt 1'th* nick, thou 
ſhalt not have it, go take Poſſeſſion, and be ſure you 
hold it, hold faſt with both Hands, for there be thofe 
Hounds uncoupled, will ring youſuch a Knell, go down 
in Glory, and march upon my Land, and cry, All's mine 
cry as the Devil did, and be the Devil, mark what an 
Echo follows, build fine March-panes, to entertain 
Sir Silk-worm and his Lady, and pull the Chappel down, 
and raiſe a Chamber for Miſtreſs Silver-pin, to lay her 
Belly in, mark what an Earthquake comes. Then took 
iſn Merchant, my Tenants are no Subjects, they obey 
nothing, and they are People too never Chriſten'd, they 
know no Law nor Conſcience, they'll devourthee; and 
thou Mortal, the Stopple, they'll confound thee within 
three Days; no Bit nor Memory of what thou wert, no 
not the Wart upon thy Noſe there, ſhall be cer heard 
of more; go take Poſſeſſion, and bring thy Children 
down, to roſt like Rabbets, they love young Toaſts and 
Butter, Bom- bell Suckers; as they love miſchief, and 
hate Law, they are Cannibals; bring down thy Kindred 
too, that be not fruitful, hag, be thoſe Mandrakes that 
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will mollifie em, go take Poſſeſſion. I'll go to my 
Chamber, afore Boy go. Exit. 

Mer. He's mad ſure. 

Unc. He's half drunk ſure: And yet I like this unwil- 
lingnels to loſe it, this looking back. 

Mer. Yes, if he did it handſomely, but he's ſo harſh 
and ſtrange. _ 

Unc. Believe it 'tis his Drink, Sir, and I am glad his 
Drink has thruſt it our. * 

Mer. Cannibals? if ever I come to view his Regiment, 
if fair Terms may be had. 

Unc. He tells you true, Sir, they are a Bunch of the 
moſt boiſterous Raſcals diſorder ever made, let em be 


mad once, the Pow'r of the whole Country cannot cool 


'em; be patient but a while. 

Mer. As long as you will, Sir, beforeT buy a bargain 
of ſuch Runts, III buy a College for Bears, and live 
among 'em. 

Enter Franciſco, Lance, and Boy with a Torch. 

Fran. How doſt thou now? 

Lance. Better than I was, and ſtraighter, but my Head's 
a Hogſhead till, it rowls and tumbles. 

Fran. Thou wert cruelly paid. 

Lance. I way live to requite it, put a Snaffle of Sack 
in my Mouth and then ride me very well. 

Han. Twas all but Sport, Fll tell thee what I mean 
now, I mean to ſee this Wench. 

Lance. W here a Devil 1s ſhe ? and there were two, 
*rwere better. 

Fan. Doſt thou hear the Bell ring? 

Lance. Yes, yes. 

Fran. Thenſhe comes to Pray” rs, early each Morning 
thither: Now if I cou d bũt meet her, for 1 am another 
mettle now. 

Euter Iſabel, and Shorthoſe with a Torch. 

Lance. What light . 

1 Fran. Ha, tis a light, take her by che Mang 255 court 
er. 

Lance. Tale her below the Girdle, you'll never ſpeed 


elſe, it comes on this Fay nt oh chat I had but * ſuck 
an 
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an Opportunity in a Saw- pit, how it comes on, comes 
on! tis here. | | | 

Han. Tis ſhe : Fortune I kiſs thy Hand Good 
morrow Lady. | 

Iſab. What voice is that, Sirra, do you ſleep as you 
go? 'tis he, I am glad on't. Why, Shorthoſs? 

bort. Yes, forſooth, I was dreamt, I was going to 
Church. | 

Lance. She ſees you as plain as 1 do. 

Tab. Hold the Torch up. 

Short. Here's nothing but a Stall, and a Butchers Dog 
aſleep in't, where did you ſee the Voice? 

Fran. She looks ſtill angry. 

Lance. To her, and meet, Sir. 

ILſab. Here, here. | 

Fran. Yes, Lady, neverbleſs your ſelf, Iam but a Man, 
and like an honeſt Man, now I will thank you 
I Tab. What do you mean, who ſent for you, who de- 
ſir'd you? 

Short. Shall J put out the Torch, Forſooth? 

Jab. Can I not go about my private Meditations, Ha, 
but ſuch Companions as you muſt ruffle me? you had 
beſt go with me, Sir? | 

Fran. Twas my purpoſe. _ 

Iſab. Why, what an Impudence is this! you had beſt, 
being ſo near the Church, provide a Prieſt, and perſwade 
me to Marry you. | 


Fran. It was my meaning, and ſuch a Husband, ſo lov- 


ing, and ſo careful, my Youth, and all my Fortunes | 


ſhall arrive at——Hark you ? : 

Iſab. *Tis ſtrange you ſhou'd be thus unmannerly, turn 
home again, Sirra, you had beſt now force my Man to 
lead your way. : : 5 

Lance. Ves, marry ſhall he Lady, forward my Friend. 

Jab. This is a pretty Riot, it may grow to a Rape. 
Han. Do you like that better? I can raviſh you an 


hundred times, and never hurt you. 


done tell me, and then Ill wake, Miſtreſs. 


Hab. Are you in earneſt, Sir, do you long to be hang ds | 


3 Fran. 


Short. 1 ſee nothing, I am cron 9559. when you have 8 
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Fran. Ves, by my troth Lady, in theſe fair Treſſes. 
Tſab. Shall J call out for help? 
. Fran. No by no means, that were a weak trick, Lady, 
I'll kiſs, and ſtop your Mouth. 
Jah. You'll anſwer all theſe? 
Fran, A thouſand Kiſſes more. 
Jab. 1 was never abus'd thus, you had beſt give out 
tbo, that you found me willing, and ſay I doted on you? 


Fran. That's known already, and no Man living ſhall 
now carry you from me. "Or, 


Jab. This is fine faith. - 
ara It ſhall be ten 1 RT 
Jab. Well, ſeeing you are ſo valiant, keep your wa 
1 will to Church. WA 1 = ” 
Fran. And I will wait upon you. 
Jſab. And it is moſt likely there's a Prieſt, if you dare 
venture as you profeſs, I wou'd wiſh you look about you, 


to do theſe rude Tricks, for you know the Recompences, 


and truſt not to my Mercy. 
Fran, But I will Lady. 
T{ab. For I'll ſo handle you. 
Fan. That's it I look for. 
Lance. Afore, thou Dream. 
Short. Have you done? 3 
Iſab. Go on, Sir, and follow if you dare. 
Fran. If I do not, hang me. 
Lance. *Tis all thine own, Boy, an 'twere a Million, 


| Goda Mercy Sack, when wou'd ſmall Beer have done 
| 


| | „ 
Knocking within. Enter Valentine. 


Val. Who's that thatknocks and bounces, what a Devil 


alls you, is Hell broke looſe, or do you keep an Iron Mill? 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Tis a Gentlewaman, Sir, that muſt needs ſpeak 


with vou. 


Val. A Gentlewoman? what Gentlewoman, what have 
J to do with Gentlewomen ? 5 * 
Serv. She will not be anſwer'd, Sir. 
Pal. Fling up the Bed and let her in, I'll try how gentle 
3 | * 
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This Sack has fill'd my Head fo full of Bables, I am a'moſt 
mad; what Gentlewoman ſhould this be? I hope ſhe has 
brought me no butter Print along with her to lay to my 
Charge, if ſhe have tis all one, I'll forſwear it. 

Enter Widow and Servant. 

Wid. O you're a noble Gallant, ſend off your Servant 
pray- Rs Exit Servant. 
Val. She will not raviſh me? by this light ſhe looks as 
ſharp ſet as a Sparrdw-hawk; what wou'dit thou, Woman? 

Wi:d. O you haveus'd mekindly, and like a Gentleman, 
this is to truſt to you. Y | 

Yal. Truſt to me, for what? 

Mid. Becauſe I ſaid in Jeſt once, you were a handſom 
Man, one I could like well, and fooling, made you be- 
lieve I lov'd you, and might be brought to marry. - 
Val. The Widow is drunk too. 
Mid. Youout of this, which is a fine Diſcretion, give 
out the matter's done, you have won and wed me, and 


that you have pur, fairly put for an Heir too, thele are 


fine Rumours to advance my Credit: I'th* name of miſ- 
chief what did you mean? 


Val. Thatyoulov'd me, and that you might be brought 


to marry me? why, what a Devil do you mean, Widow? 

Vid. T was a fine trick too, to tell the World though 
you had enjoy'd your firſt Wiſh you wiſſ'd, the Wealth 
you aim'd at, that I was poor, which is moſt true, I am, 
have ſold my I ,ands, becauſe I love not thoſe Vexations, 
yet for mine Honour's ſake, if you muſt be prating, and 
for my Credit's ſake in the Town. 8 

Val. 1 tell thee, Widow, I like thee ten times better, 


now thou haſt no Lands, for now thy hopes and cares lye 


on thy Husband, if e er thou marry'ſt more. 
Wid. Have not you married me, and for this main cauſe, 
now as you report it, to be your Nurſe? | 


Val. My Nurſe? why, what am] grown to, give me 
the Glaſs; my Nurſe ? 


Wid. You ne'er faid truer, I muſt confeſs I did a little 
favour you, and with ſome labour might have been per- 


ſwaded, but when I found I muſt be hourly troubled, 


with making Broths, and dawbing your Decays with 


K 4 _ Swadling, 
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Swadling, and with ſtitching up your Ruins, for the 


World ſo reports. | 
Hal. Do nat provoke me. 

id. And half an Eye may ſee. 

Val. Do not proyoke me, the World's a lying World; 
and thou ſhalt find it, have a good Heart, and take a 
ſtrong Faith to thee, and mark what follows, my Nurſe, 

yes, you ſhall rock me: Widow, I'll kcep you waking. 

Vid. You are diſpos'd, Sir. 

Fal. Yes marry am I, Widow, and you ſhall feel it, 

nay and they touch my freehold, I am a Tiger. 

Mid. I think fo. | 

Val. Come. 

Mid. Whither? | | | 

Val. Any whither. |  [Simgs. 

The Fit's uton me nom, the Fits upon me now, 
Come quickly, gentle Lady, the Fit's upon me now, 
. The World ſhall know they're Fools, 
And ſo ſhalt thou do, too, 
Let the Cobler meddle with bis Tools, 
The Fit's upon me now. 

Take me quickly, while J am in this vein, away with 
me, for if I have but two hours to conſider, all the Wi- 
dos in the World cannot recover me. 5 

Wid. If you will go with me, Sir. 

Val. Ves, marry will I, but 'tis in anger yet, and I will 
marry thee, do not croſs me, bs and I will lie with 
thee, and get a whole bundle of Babies, and I will kiſs 
thee; ſtand ſtill and kiſs me handſomely, but do not pro- 
voke me, ſtir neither Hand nor Foot, for I am dange- 
_ Tous, I drunk Sack Yeſternight, do not allure me: Thou 
art no Widow of this World, come in Pity, and in ſpite 
I'll marry thee, not a word more, and I may be brought 
to love dd orrrnT [ Erxcunt. 
| Enter Merchant, and Uncle, at ſeveral Doors 

Mer. Well meet again, and what good news yet? 
Mie. ññ 8 | 
Aer. No Fruits of what we ſow'd? 
Unc. Nothing I hear f. | 
Mer. No turning in this tide yet? 


Unc. 


Wit without Mony. 617 


Une, Tis all flood, and till that fall away, th ere's no 
expecting. 

Enter Franciſco, Ifabella, Lance, Shorthoſe, à Torch. 

Mer. Is not this his younger Brother? 

Unc. With a Gentlewoman the Widow s Siſter, as I 
live heſmiles, he has got good hold; why wellſaid Frank 
i'faith, let's ſtay and mark. 

Iſab. Well, you are the prettieſt Youth, and ſo you 
haye handled me, think you ha'me fure. 

Fran. As ſure as Wedlock. 

Iſab. You had beſt lye with me too. 

Fran. Ves, indeed will I, and get ſuch black-ey 9 Boys. 

Unc. God a Mercy, Frank. 

Iſab. This is a merry World, poor ſimple Gentlewomen 
that think no harm, cannot walk about their Buſineſs, 
but they muſt be catcht up I know not how. 


Han. I'll tell you, and I'll inſtruct ye too, have! caught 
you, Miſtreſs? 


Tſab. Well, and it were not for pure Pity, 1 wow'd give 


you the lip yet, but being as it is. 
Fran. It ſhall be better. 
Enter Valentine, Widow, and Ralph, with a Torch. 
Tſab, My Siſter, as I live, your Brother with her! ſure, 
I think you are the King's Takers. 
Unc. Now it works. 
Val. Nay, you ſhall know 1 am a Man. 
Wid. I think fo. 
Fal. And ſuch proof you ſhall have. 
Mid. I pray, ſpeak ſoftly. 
Val. Vilfpeak it out Widow, yes, and you ſhall con- 


feſs too, I am no Nurſe-child, 1 went for a Man, a good 


one, if you can beat me out o "th pit. 
Wid. I did but Jeſt with you. 


Val. I'Il handle you incarneſt, and ſo handle you: N ay; 
when my Credit calls. | 


Wid. Are you mad? 
Val. 1 am mad, I am mad. 
Fran. Good morrow, Sir, 1 Vlike your 88 
Val. Thou haſt been at it, Frank. 
Han. Yes, faith, tis done, Sir. 
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Val. Along with me then, never hang an Arſe, Widow. 
T/ab. "Tis to no purpoſe, Siſter. 
al, Well ſaid Black-brows, advance your Torches 
Gentlemen. 

Duc. Yes, yes, Sir. woes 
Val. And keep your Ranks. 
Mer. Lance, carry this before him. 

Unc. Carry it in State. ELLE 
Enter Mufictans, Fountain, Hairbrain, Bellamore. 
Val. What are you, Muſicians? I know you coming, 
and what are thoſe behind you ? 
Miß. Gentlemen that ſent us to give the Lady a 
good 'Morrow. | | (you, 
Val. O I know them, come Boy ſing the Song I taught 
And {ſing it luſtily; come forward Gentlemen, you're 
welcom, 14 , 


* 


. 


Welcom, now we are all Friends, go get the Prieſt ready, 
And let him not be long, we have much buſinels : 
Come Frank,rejoyce with me, thou haſt got the ſtart Boy, 
But I'll ſo tumble after; come my Friends, lead, 

Lead cheerfully, and let your Fiddles ring Boys, 

My Follies and my Fancies have an end here, 


Diſplay the Mortgage Lance, Merchant I'll pay you, 


And every thing ſhall be in joynt again. 
Unc. Afore, afore. | 
Val. And now confeſs and know, 


| Exeunt omnes. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


7 Olfort, an en er of the Earldom of Flanders. 


Gerrard, falſely called Clauſe, King of the Beggars, 
Father-in-Law to Florez. 


Hubert, an honeſt Lord, a Friend to Gerrard. 

F _ „ falſely called Goſwin, @ rich Merchant of 
ruges. 

Hempskirke, 2 Captain under W olfort. 


Herman, a Courtier, 


A Merchant, 5 Inhabitants of Flanders. 


Vandunke, a drunken Merchant friend to Gerrard, falſely 
called Father to Bertha. 


Vanlock, and 

4 e of Bruges. 
Higger, 
Prigg, >» Three Knaviſh Beggars. 


we" 


dnapp, 
Ferret, 5 Two Gentlemen diſguiſed under thoſe 
_ Ginkes, 


Names, of Gerrard's 0 
Clown. 


Boors. 


| Servants. 
Guard. 


A Sailor. 


WOMEN. 


Jaculin, Daughter to Gerrard, belov'd of Hubert. 


Bertha, called Gertrude, Daughter to the Duke of Bra- 
bant, Miſtreſs to Florez. 


Margaret, Wife to Vandunke. + 
Mrs. Frances, a Frow, Daughter to Vanlock. 
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ACT L SCENEL 


Enter a Merchant and Herman. 


MERCH ANT. 


Rr he then taken? a 
Her. And brought back ev'n now, Sir. 
Mer. He was not in diſgrace? 
Her. No Man more lov'd, 
WNWor more deſerv'd it, being the only Man 
That durſt be honeſt in this Court. 
Mer. Indeed | 
Wo. have heard abroad, Sir, that the State hath ſuffer'd 
A great change, ſince the Countels's Death, : 
Her. It hath, Sir. „ 
Mer. My fave years abſence hath kept me a Stranger 
So much to all the Occurents of my Country, 
As you ſhall bind me for ſome ſhort Relation 
To make me underſtand the preſent Times. 
Her. I muſt begin then with a War was made, 
And ſev'n Years with all cruelty continued, | 
Upon our Flauders by the Duke of Brabant, 
The cauſe grew thus, during our Earl's Minority, 
Wolfort, who now uſurps, was employ'd thither 
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To treat about a Match between our Earl ( T reaty 
And the Daughter and Heir of Brabant: During "_—_ 
| 9 The 
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The Brabander pretends, this Daughter was 
Stoln from his Court, by practice of our State, 
Though we are all confirm'd, *twas a fought Quarrel 
To lay an unjuſt gripe upon this Earldom, 
It being here belicy'd the Duke of Brabant 
Had no fuch loſs. This War upon't proclaim'd, 
Our Earl, being then a Child, although his Father 
Good Gerrard liv'd, yet in reſpect he was 
Chos 'n by the Counteſs's favour for her Husband, 
And but a Gentleman, and Forex holding 
His Rightunto this Country from his Mother, 
The State thought fit in this defenſive War, 
Molfort being then the only Man of mark, 
To make him General. F 

Mer. Which place we have heard 
He did diſcharge with Honour. 

Her. Ay, ſo long, i 
And with ſo bleſt Succeſſes, that the Brabander 
Was forc'd (his Treaſures waſted, and the choice 
Of his beſt Men of Arms tyr'd, or cut off) | 
To leave the Field, and ſound a baſe Retreat 


| Back to his Country: Bur ſo broken both 


In Mind and Means, &er to make head again, 

That hitherto he fits down by his loſs, 

Nor daring, 'or for Honour, or Revenge, 

Again to tempt his Fortune. But this Victory 
Morebroke our State, and make a deeper hurt 

In Flanders, than the greateſt Overthrow 

She ever receiv'd: For Wolfort, now beholding 
Himſelf, and Actions, in the flattering Glaſs 

Of Self-deſervings, and that cheriſh'd by 

The ſtrong aſſurance of his Pow'r, for then 

All Captains of the Army were his Creatures, 

The common Soldier too at his Devotion, 

Made ſo by full indulgence: to their Rapines 

And ſecret Bounties; this Strength too well known, 
And what it cou'd effect, ſoon put in practice, 
As further'd by the Child-hood of the Earl, | 
And their improvidence, that might have pierc'd Ty 
5 
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The heart of his Deſigns, gave him occaſion 

To ſeize the whole, and in that plight you find it. 
Mer. Sir, I receive the knowledge of thus much, 

As a choice favour from you. 
Her. Only I muſt add; 

Bruges holds out. 5 
Mer. Whither, Sir, I am going, | 

For there laſt Night I had a Ship put in, 1 
And my Horſe waits me. ES, 4 

Her. I wiſh you a good Journey. [ Exeunt. 

Enter W olfort, Hubert, &c. . 

Wol. What? Hubert ſtealing from me? Who diſarm'd 

It was more than I commanded) take your Sword, (him? 
Jam beſt guarded with it in your Hand, 
have ſeen you uſe it nobly. $54 

Hub. And will turn it 

On my own Boſom; er it ſhall be drawn 

Unworthily or rudely. 
Mol. Wou'd you leave me 
Without a farewel, Hubert? Flie a Friend 

Unwearied in his ſtudy to advance you? 

W hat have I cer poſſeſs'd which was not yours ? 
Or either did not court you to command it? 
Who ever yet arriv'd to any Grace, N 

Reward or Truſt from me, but his Approaches 

Where by your fair Reports of him prefer d? 

And what is more, I made my ſelf your Servant, 
In making you the Maſter of thoſe Secrets 


W hich not the rack of Conſcience cou'd draw from me, 


Nor I, when I askt Mercy, truſt my Prayers with; 
| Yet after theſe aſſurances of Love, 


Theſe tyes and bonds of Friendſhip, to forſake me? 
Forſake me as an Enemy ? Come, you muſt 
Give me a Reaſon. 


Hub. Sir, and ſoI will, 
If I may do't in private; and you hear it. 


Mol. All leave the Room: Yeu have your Will, Git down 
And uſe the liberty of our firſt Friendſhip. —(vaniſh'd, 


Hub. Friendſhip? When you prov'd Traitor firſt, that 


Nor 


” 2665 „ rants 


624 Beggars Buſh. 


Nor do Iowe yoy any thought bur hate, 
I know my flight hath forfeired my Head; 
And ſo I may make you firſt underſtand | 

What a ſtrange Monſtcr you have made your ſelf y 
I welcom it. | | | 

Wol. To me this is ſtrange Language. 

Hub. To you? Why what are you? 

Wol.. Your Prince and Maſter, 

The Earl of Flanders. 

Hub, By a proper Title! 
Rais'd to it by Cunning, Circumvention, Force, 
Blood, and Proſcriptions. 

Mol. And in all this Wiſdom, Sc 

Had I not Reaſon? When by Gerrard's Plots 

I ſhou'd have firſt been call'd to a ſtrict Accompt 
How, and which way I had conſum'd that mals 
Of Mony, as they terin it, in the War, 

Who underhand had by his Miniſters 
Detracted my great Action, made my Faith 
And Loyalty ſuſpected, in which failing 

He ſought my Life by Practice. 

Hub. With what Fore- head 
Do you ſpeak this to me? Who, as I knowꝰ t, 

Muſt, and will fay 'tis falſe. 5 
| Vol. My Guard there. 3 

Hub. Sir, you bad me ſit, and promis'd you would hear, 
Which I now ſay youſhall; not a ſound more, 
For I that am Contemner of mine own, : 

Am Maſter of your Life; then here's a Sword 
Between you, and all aids, Sir: though you blind 
The credulous Beaſt, the Multitude, you paſs not 
Theſe groſs Untrurhs on me. vo 6 

Wol. How? Groſs Untruths ? | 

Hub. Ay, and it is favourable Language, 

They had been in a mean Man Lies, and foul ones. 

. Wol. You take ſtrange 1 5 
Hub. Yes, were not thoſe Rumours 

Of being call'd unto your Anſwer, ſpread - LE 
By your own Followers? And weak Gerrard — f 
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But by your cunning practice, to believe 
That you were dangerous; yet not to be 
Puniſh'd by any formal courſe of Law, 
Bur firſt ro be made ſure, and have your Crimes 
. Laid open after, which your quaint Train taking 
Vou fled unto the Camp, and there crav'd humbly 
Protection for your innocent Life, and that, 
Since you had ſcap'd the fury of the War, 
Vou might not fall by Treaſon: And for proof, 
You did not for your own ends make this danger; 
Some that had been before by you ſuborn'd, 
Came forth and took their Oaths they had been hir'd 
By Gerrard to your Murther. This once heard, 
And eaſily believ'd, th' inraged Soldier 

Seeing no further than the outward Man, 
Snatch'd haſtily his Arms, ran to the Court, 
Kill'dall that made reſiſtance, cut in pieces 
Such as were Servants, or thought Friends to Gerrard, 
Vowed the like to him. 
Mol. Will you yet end? | 

Hub. Which he foreſceing, with his Son, the Earl, 
Forſook the City; and by ſecret ways, 
As you give out, and we would gladly have it, 
Eſcap'd their Fury : Though 'tis more than fear'd 
They fell among the reſt: Nor ſtand you there 
To let us only mourn the impious means 
By which you got it, but your Cruelties ſince 
So far tranſcend your former bloody 11s, 
As if compar'd, they only wou'd appear 
Eſſays of Miſchief; do not ſtop your Ears, 
More are behind yet. 
Mol. O. repeat them not, 

Tis Hell to hear them nam'd. 

Hub. You ſhould have thought, | 
That Hell would be your Puniſhment when you did them, 
A Prince in nothing but your Princely Lufts, 
And boundleſs Rapin ess „ 

Mol. No more, | beſeech you. 

Hub. Who was the Lord of Houſe ar Land, that ſtoad 
Veor H r Within 
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Within the proſpect of your covetous Eye? 

Wol. Youare in this to me a greater Tyrant, 
Than e' er J was to any. 

Hub. J end thus | 
The general Grief. Now to my priyate wrong; 
The loſs of Gerrard's Daughter Faculin : 

The hop'd for Partner of my lawful Bed, 
Your Cruelty hath frighted from mine Arms; 
And her I now was wandring to recover. 
Think you that I had reaſon now to leave you, 
When you are grown lo juſtly odious, 
That ev'n my ſtay here, with your Grace and Fayour, 
Makes my Life irkſome? Here, ſurely take it, 
And do me but this Fruit of all your Friendſhip, 
That 1 may die by you, and not your Hang-man. 
Wol. Oh Hubert, theſe your Words and Reaſons have 


As well drawn drops of Blood from my griev'd Heart, 


As theſe Tears from mine Eyes ; _— them not. 
By all that's ſacred, I am ſerious, Hubert, 


Lou now have made me ſenſible, what Furies, 


W hips, Hangmen, and Tormentors, a bad Man 
Do's ever bear about him : Let the good n 


That you this Day have done, be ever number'd 
The firſt of your beſt Actions. Can you think, 


Where Goſwin is, or Gerrard, or your Love, 

Or any elle, or all that are proſcrib'd ? 

L will reſign, what I Uſurp, or have 

Unjuſtly forc'd; the Days I have to live 

Are too too few to make them Satisfaction 

With any Penitence: Yet I vow to practiſe 

All of a Man. | | 
Hub. Othat your Heart and Tongue 

Did not now differ . 
Wol. By my Griefs they do not. 


Take the good Pains to ſearch them out: Tis worth it. 


You have made clean a Leper : Truſt me, you have, 


And made me once more fit for the Society, 


I hope, of good Men. | bp: 
Hub. Sir, do not abuſe: GT * 
My 
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My aptneſs to believe. 
Fol. Suſpect not you | 
A Faith that's built upon ſo true a Sorrow : | 
Make your own Safeties; ask them all the ties 
Humanity can give, Hempskirke too ſhall 
Along with you to this ſo wiſh'd diſcov'ry, | 
And in my Name profeſs all that you promiſe; 
And I will give you this help to't: I have 
Of late receiv'd certain Intelligence . 
That ſome of them are in or about Bruges 
To be found out: Which I did then interpret, 
The cauſe of that Town's ſtanding out againſt me; 
But now am glad, it may direct your purpoſe 
Of giving them their Safety, and me Peace. a 
2 Be conſtant to your Govdneſs, and you have it. 
[ Exeunt. 


e OH. 


Enter three Merchants. 


1 Mer. *Tis much that you deliver of this Goſwin. 
. 2 Mer. But ſhort of what I cou'd, yet have the Country 
Confirm'd it true, and by a general Oath, 
And not a Man hazard his Credit in it: 
He bears himſelf with ſuch a Confidence 
As if he were the Maſter of the Sea, 
And not a Wind, upon the Sailers Compaſs, 
But from one part or other was his Factor, 
To bring him in the beſt Commodities 
Merchant e' er ventur'd for. 
1 Mer. Tis ſtrange. 
2 Mer And yet 3 
This do's in him deſerve the leaſt of wonder, 
Compar'd with other his peculiar Faſhions, | 
Which all admire: He's Young, and Rich, at leaſt 
Thus far reputed ſo, that ſince he liv'd 
In Bruges, there was never brought to Harbour 
So rich a Bottom, but his Bill wou'd paſs 
Unqueſtion'd for her Lading. e e 
FT "bs D 3 Mer. 
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3 Mer. Yet he ſtill 
Continues a good Man. 
2 Mer. So good, that but 
To doubt him, wou'd be held an Injury 
Or rather Malice, with the beſt that Traffick; 


But this is nothing, a great Stock, and Fortune, 


Crowning his Judgment in his Undertakings 

May keep him upright that way: But that Wealth 
Shou'd want the Pow'r to make him dote on it, 
Or Youth teach him to wrong it, beſt commends 


His conſtant Temper; for his outward Habit, 


'Tis ſuitable to his preſent courſe of Life : 


His Table furniſh'd well, but not with Dainties 


That pleaſe the Appetite only for their rareneſs, 
Or their dear Price: Nor giv'n to Wine or Women, 
Beyond his Health, or warrant of a Man, 
I mean a good one: And fo loves his State 
He will not hazard it at Play; nor lend 
Upon the aſſurance of a well-pen'd Letter, 
Although a Challenge ſecond the Denial 
From ſuch as make rh* opinion of their Valour . 
Their means of Feeding. 5 
I Mer, Theſe are ways to thrive, 

And the means not curs'd. 

2 Mer. What follows, this | 
Makes many Venturers with him, in their Wiſhes, 


For his Proſperity :' For when Deſert 


Or Reaſon leads him to be liberal, 


His noble Mind and ready Hand contend 


Which can add moſt to his free Courteſies, 
Or in their Worth, or ſpeed to make them fo. * 


Is there a Virgin of good Fame wants Dower? 


He is a Father to her; or a Soldier 


That in his Country's Service, from the War 


Hath brought home only Scars, and Want? His Houſe 


| Receives him, and relieves him, with that care 


As if what he poſſeſs'd had been laid oP ho 

For ſuch good uſes, and he Steward of it. 

But I ſhould loſe my ſelf to ſpeak him further , 
6 Z p | . _—_ a TAE An : 
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And ſtale in my Relation, the much good 
You may be witneſs of, if your remove 
From Bruges be not ſpecdy. 
1 Mer. This Report, 
I do aſſure you, will not haſten it, 
Nor wou'd 1 with a better Man to deal with 
For what I am to part with. 
3 Mer. Never doubt it, | 
He is your Man and ours, only I wiſh 
His too much forwardneſs to embrace all Bargains 
Sink him not in the end. 
2 Mer. Have better hopes, | 
For my part I am confident; here he comes. 
ter Goſwin, and the fourth Merchant. | 
 Gof. I take it at your own rates, your Wine of Cyprus; 
But tor your Candy Sugars, they have met 
With ſuch foul Weather, and are priz'd fo high, 
I cannot fave in them. 
4 Mer. I am unwilling 
To ſeck another Chapman: Make me offer 
Of ſomething near Price, that may aſſure me 
You can deal for them. 5 805 
Goſ. 1 both can, and will, 
But not with too much loſs; your Bill of Lading 
Speaks of two hundred Cheſts, valued by you 
At thirty thouſand Gilders, I will have them 
At twenty eight; ſo, in the payment of 
Three thouſand Sterling, you fall only in 
Two hundred pound. | | 
4 Mer. You know, they are ſo cheap. — ; 
 Gof. Why look you, I'll deal fairly; there's in Prifon, 
And at your ſuit, a Pirate, but unable a 
To make you Satisfaction, and paſt hope 
To live a Week, if you ſnou d proſecute 
W hat you can prove againſt him: Set him free, 
And you ſhall have your Mony to a Stiver, 
And preſent Payment. 
4 Mer. This is above wonder, 
A Merchant of your Rank, that have at Sca 
| 1 * -———— 
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So many Bottoms in the danger of 
Theſe Water- Thieves, hows be a means to ſave em; 
It more importing you for your own ſafety, _ 
To be at charge to ſcour the Sea of them 
Than ſtay the Sword of Juſtice, that is ready 
To fall on one ſo conſcious of his Guilt 
That he dares not deny it. et, 
Goſ. You miſtake me, 45 
If you think I wou'd cheriſh in this Captain 
The wo he did to you, or any Man; 
I was lately with him, (having firſt, from others 
True Teſtimony, been aſſured a Man 
Of more deſert never put from the Shore) 
I read his Letters of Mart from this State granted 
For the recov'ry of ſuch Loſſes, as 8 
He had receiv'd in pin, twas that he aim'd at, 
Not at three Tuns of Wine, Bisket, or Beef, 
Which his Neceſſity made him take from you. 
If he had pillag'd you near, or ſunk your 2 
Or thrown your Men o'er- board, then he deſerv'd 
The Laws extreameſt Rigour. But ſince want 
Of what he cou'd not livè without, compell'd him 
To that he did (which yet our State calls Death) 
I pity his Misfortune; and to work you 5 
To ebe Cornpaltion of them, I come u | 
To your own Price: Save him, the Goods are mine; 
If not, ſeek elſe-where, I'll not deal for them. 5 
4 Mer. Well Sir, for your Love, I will once be led 
To change my Purpoſe. 5 
Goſ. For your Profit rather. 75 : 
Mer. I'll preſently make means for his Diſcharge, 
Till when, I leave you, | 
2 Mer. What do you think of this? 
1 Mer. As of a deed of noble Pity, guided 
By a ſtrong Judgment. 5 RE 
1 Mer. Fare d, Maſter Goſwin, 
6 . Good Day to all. . 
2 Mer. We bring you the reſuſal 
Of more Commodities. 
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 Gof. Are you the Owners 3 wy 
Of the Ship that laſt Night put into the Harbour? 
1 Mer. Both of the Ship, and Lading. 
Goſ. What's the Fraight ? 
1 Mer. Indico, Cochineel, choice Chyna Stuffs. 
3 Mer. And Cloth of Gold, brought from Cambal. 
8% Rich Lading, 
For which I were your Chapman, but I am 
Already out of Caſh. 
1 Mer. Pll give you Day 
For the moiety of all. 
Gof. How long? 
3 Mer. Six Months. 
Sg. Tis a fair Offer; which, if we agree 
About the Prices, I, with thanks, accept of, 
And will make preſent Payment of the reſt; 
Some two hours hence Ill come aboard. 
1 Mer. The Gunner ſhall ſpeak you welcome. 
Goſ. I'll not fail, 
3 Mer. Good Morrow. [Exeunt Merchantz. 
Goſ. Heav'n grant my Ships a ſafe Return, before 
The Day of this great Payment: As they are | 
Expected three Months ſooner; and my Credit 
Stands good with all the World. ALLE 
Enter Gerrard. 
Ger. Bleſs my good Maſter, 
The Prayers of your poor Beadſ-man ever ſhall 
Be ſent up for you: . 
Goſ. God o'mercy Clauſe, | © 
There's ſomething to put thee in mind hereafter 
To think of me. | 
Ger, May he that gave it you. 1 
Reward you for it, with encreaſe, good Maſter. 
 Gof.-I thrive the better for thy Pray'rs 
Ger. I hope ſo. | 
This three Years have I fed upon your Bounties, 
And by the Fire of your bleſt Charity warm'd me, 
And yet, good Mafler, pardon me, that muſt, 
Though I have now receiv'd your Alms, pre:ume 


To make one ſute more to you. | 


- 
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Goſ. What is't, Clauſe ? . 
Ger. Yet do not think me Impudent I beſeech yau, 
Since hitherto your Charity hath prevented 
My Begging your relief, tis not for Mon 
Nor Cloaths, good Maſter, but your 984 Word for me, 
G. That thou ſhalt have, Clauſe, for I think thee honeſt. 
Ser. To Morrow then, dear Maſter, take the trouble 
Of walking early unto Beggars Buſh, 
And as you ſee me, among others, Brethren 
In my Affliction, when Pho are demanded 
Which you like the beſt among us, point out me, 
And then paſs by, as if you knew me nor. | 
Goſ. But what will that advantage thee? 


4 * a 


Ger. O much, Sir, 


% 


. 


Twill give me the preheminence of the reſt, 
Make me a King among 'em, and prote& me 
From all abuſe, ſuch as are ſtronger, might | 
Offer my Age; Sir, at your better leiſure | 

1 will inform you further of the good 

It may do to me. 3 

Goſ. Troth thou mak'ſt me wonder; 

Have you a King and Common- wealth among you? 
Ger. We haye, and there are States are govern d worſc. 
Goſ. Ambition among Beggars ? 

Ger. Many great ones 3 . 
Wou'd part with half their States, to have the Place, 
And Clair, to beg in the firſt. File, Maſter : 

But fhall I be ſo much bound to your Furtherance 

In my Petition? 8 8 

80%. That thou ſhalt not miſs of, 

Nor any worldly Care make me forget it, 

Irn ©. „ 
Ger. Heaven bleſs my Maſter. Exeunt. 


— 
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Enter Higgen, Ferret, Prigg, Clauſe, Jaculin, Snap, 
Ginks, and other Beggars. 


Hig. . Princes of the Ragged Regiment, 

Lou o' the Blood, Prigg, my moſt upright Lord, 
And theſe, what Name or Title, e'er they bear, 
Farkman, or Patrico, Cranke, or Clapperdudgeon, 

Frater, or Abram-man ; | ſpeak to all 
That ſtand in fair Election for the Title 
Of King of Beggars, with the Command adjoynin! 
Higgen, your Orator, in this Inter-regnum,  _- 
That whilem was your Dommerer, doth beſeech you 
All to ſtand fair, and put your ſelves in Rank, 
That the firſt Comer, may at his firſt View 
Make a free choice, to ſay up the Queſtion. - 

Fer. Prigg, Tis done, Lord Higgen. 

Hig. Thanks to Prince Prigg, Prince Ferret, 
Fer. Well, pray my Maſters all, Ferrer be choſen, 
Yeare like to have a Merciful mild Prince of me. 
Prigg. Avery Tyrant, I, an arrant Tyrant, 

If e'er I come to Reign; therefore look to't. 
Except you do provide me Hum enough 
And Lour to Bouze with: I mult have my Capons - 
And Turkeys brought me in, with my green Geeſe, 
And Ducklings i'th' Seaſon : Fine fat Chickens, 
Or if you chance where an Eye of tame Pheſants 
Or Partridges are kept, ſee they be mine, ; 
Or ſtraight I ſeize on all your Privilege, 
Places, Revenues, Offices, as forfeit, _ 
Call in your Crutches, wooden Legs, falſc Belles, 
Forc'd Eyes and Teeth, with your dead Arms; nor leave 
A dirty Clout to Beg with o your Heads, (you 


Or an old Rag with Butter, Frankincen⸗ e.. 
Brimſton and Rozen, Birdlime, Blocd, and Cream, 
| To make you an old Sore; not ſo much Soap 
As you may fome with i'th' Falling- ſickneſs; 
The yery Bag you bear, and the brown Piſh 


7 
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Shall be eſcheated. All your daintieſt Dells too 
I will deflower, and take your deareſt Doxyes | 
From your warm Sides; and then ſome one cold Night 
I' watch you what old Barn you go to rooſt in, 
And there I'll ſmother you all i thꝭ muſty Hay: 
Hig. This is Tyrant- like indeed: But what would Gini, 
Or Cauſe be here, if either of them ſhould Reign? 
Hula. Beſt ask an Af, if he were made a Camel, 
What he wou'd be; or a Dog, and he were a Eyon. 
Ginks. I care not what you are, Sirs, I ſhall be 
A Beggar till I am ſure, I find my ſelf there. 
| Enter Golwin. «+ 
Snap. O here a Judge comes. 
Hig. Cry, a Judge, a Judge. 
S. What ail you, Sirs? what means this Outcry? 
Hg. Maſter,” © 58 
A ſort of poor Souls met: God's Fools, good Maſter, 
3 Have had ſome little Variance amongſt our ſelves 
[1 Who ſhou'd be honefteſt of us, and which lives 
Uprightelt in his Calling: Now, cauſe we thought 
We ne'er ſhould *gree on't our ſelves, becauſe | 
Indeedꝰ tis hard to fay ; we all diffolv'd, to put it (ſhip, 
To him that ſhould come next, and that s your Maſter- 
Who, I hope, will termine it as your Mind ſerves you, 
Right, and no otherwiſe we ask it: Which? 
Which docs your Worſhip think is he? ſweet Maſter 
Look over us all, and tell us; we are ſev'n of us, | 
Like to the ſeven wiſe Maſters, or the Planets. 
_ Goff 1 ſhould judge this the Man with the grave Beard, 
And if he be not ——— - Sls 


Cla. Bleſs you, good Maſter, bleſs you. (you 
_ Geof. I would he were; there's ſomething too amongſt 
To keep you all honeſt. . 
Snap. King of Heav'n go with you. a 
 Omn. Now good reward him, „„ 


May he never want it, to comfort ſtill the Poor, ina good , 
Fer. What ist? ſee: Svap has got it. 
Snap. A good Crown, marry. 
Prig. A Crown of Gold. 
Fer. For cur new King: good luck. 


Ot. 
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Ginks. To the common Treaſury with it; iff tbeGold, 
Thither it muſt. e 

Prigg. Spoke like a Patriot, Ferre. 
King G, I bid God ſave thee firſt, firſt, Clauſe, 
After this Golden Token of a Crown. Io 
Where's Orator Higgen with his gratuling Speech now 
In all our Names? 8 
Fer. Here he is pumping for it. 


Gin. H'hascough'd the ſecond time, tis but once more 
And then it comes. | 

Fer. So, out with all: Expect now — 

Hig. That thou art choſen, venerable Clauſe, 

Our King and Soveraign; Monarch o' th' Maunders, 
Thus we throw up our Nab-cheats, firſt for joy, 
And then our Filches; laſt, we clap our Fambles, 
Three ſubje& ſigns, we do it without Envy: 
For who is he here did not wiſh thee choſen, 
Now thou art choſen? Ask 'em: All will ſay fo, 
Nay ſwear'r: *Tis for the King, but let that paſs. 
When laſt in Conference at the bouzing ken 

This other Day we ſat about our dead Prince 
Of famous Memory; reſt go with his Rags, 

And that I ſaw thee at the Tables end, 

Riſe mov'd, and gravely leaning on one Crutch, 
Lift the other like a Scepter at my Head, 

I then preſag'd thou ſhortly wou'dſt be King, 
And now thou art ſo: But what need preſage 

To us, that might have read it in thy Beard 

As well, as hethat choſe thee ? By that Beard 
Thou wert found out, and mark'd for Soveraignty. 
O happy Beard ! But happier Prince, whoſe Beard 
Was fo remark'd, as marked out our Prince, 

Not bating us a hair. Long may it grow, 

And thick, and fair, that who lives under it, 
May live as ſafe, as under Beggars Buſh, | 
Of which this is the thing, that but the Type. - 

Om. Excellent, excellent Orator, forward good Higgen, 
Give him leave to ſpit: The fine, well-ſpoken Higgen. 
Hig. This is the Beard, the Buſh, or Buſhy-beard, 
Under whoſe Gold and Silver Reign'twas faid, " 
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So many Ages ſince, we all ſhould ſmile 

No Impoſitions, Taxes, Grievances, 

Knots an a State, and whips unto a Subject, 

Lye lurking in this Beard, bur all kemb'l out: 

If now, the Beard be ach, what is the Prince | 
That ow's the Beard? A Father; no, a Grand-father 


Nay the great Grand-father of you his People. 


He will not force away your Hens, your Bacon, 
When you have ventur'd hard for't, nor take from you 


The fatteſt of your Puddings: Under him 


Each Man ſhall eat his own ſtol'n Eggs, and Butter, 
In his own ſhade, or ſun-ſhine, and enjoy 
His own dear Dell, Doxy, or Mort, at Night 
In his own Straw, With his own Shirt, or Sheet, 
That he hath filch'd that day, ay, and poſſeſs 
What he can purchaſe, Back, or Belly- cheats 
To his. own prop: He will have no Purveyers 
For Pigs, and Poultry. 
Cla. That we muſt have, my learned Orator, 
It is our Will, and every Man to keep 
In his own path and circuit. Hig. Do you hear? 
You muſt hereafter maund on your own pads, he ſays. 
Cla. And what they get there, 1 is their own, beſides 


To Hire good words. 
Do you mark? To cut been whids, 


That is the ſecond Law. Cla. And keep a-foot 


The humble and the common phraſe of Beggings 
Leſt Men diſcover us. 
Hig. Yes; and cry fometimes, 
To mote Compaſſion: Sir, there is a Table 
That doth command all theſe things, and enjoyns em, 


Be perfect in their Crutches, their ſeign'd Plaiſters, 


And th ir toru Paſs- ports, with the ways to Stammer, 
And to be Dumb, and Deaf, and Blind, and Lame, 
There, all the halting Paces are ſet down, 


Path? learned Language. 
Cl. Thither I refer 'em, 


Thoſe, you at leiſure ſhall interpret to em. 
We love no. heaps of Laws, where few will ſerve. 

9. O gracious Prince, 'ave, fave * good . 
75 
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Hig. A Song to Crown him. 

Fer. Set a Centinel out firſt. 

Suap. The word? 5 1 
Hig. A Cove comes, and fumbumbis to it. Sie. 


The SO NG. 
C4 our Caps andCares away : This is Beggars Holyday! 


At the Crowning of our King, thus we ever Dance andSing. 
In the World look out and ſee : Where's ſo happy @ Prince as he? 
Where the Nations live ſo free, and ſo merry as do we? 
Be it Peace, or be it War, bere at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our eaſe and reſt; To the Field we are not Preſt 
Nor are call'd into the Town, to be troubled with the Gown. 
Hang all Officers we cry, and the Magiſtrate to, by; 
When the Subſidies encreaſt, we are not a penny Seſt. 
Nor will any go to Law, with the Beggar for a Straw. 
All which Happineſs he brags, be doth owe unto bis Rar. 
Enter Snap, Hubert, and Hempskirke. 
Snap. A Cove comes: Fumbumbis. 3 
Prigg. To your Poſtures; Arm. 
Aub. Yonder's the Town: I ſee it. 
Hemp. There's our danger | 
Indeed afore us, if our Shadows ſave not. 
Hig. Bleſs your good Worſhips. 
Per. One ſmall piece of Mony. 
Prigg. Among us all poor Wretches. 
_ Cla. Blind, and Lame. a 
Ginks. For his ſake that gives all. 
Hig. Pitiful Worſhips. | 
Snap. One little Doyr. 
1 + one 
Fac. King, by your leave, where are you? 
Fer. To buy a little Bread. 
Hig. To feed ſo many . 
Mouths, as will ever pray for you. 
Prigg. Here be ſeven of us. 
Heg. Seven good Maſter, O remember ſcven, 
Seven Bleſſinggs. . 
Fer. Remember, gentle Worſhip, 


* 


4 Heg. Gainſt ſeven deadly Sins; ; | P: 12g. 
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Prigg. And ſeven 3 1 
Hig. If they be hard of Heart, and will give nothing--- 
Alas, we had not a Charity theſe three 200 : 1 
Hb. There's amongſt you all. 
Fer. Heav'n reward you. A 
Prigg. Lord reward you. _— 
Hig. The Prince of Pity bleſs thee. OF 
Hub. Dol ſee? Or is'tmy Fancy that wou'd have it ſo? 
Ha? Tis her Face: Come hither, Maid. 
+ Fac. What ha' you, | 
Bells for my Squirrel? I ha' giv'n Bun Meat, 
1% do not love me, do you ? Catch me a Butterfly, 
nd I'll love you again, when? Can you tell? : 
Peace, we go a birding: Iſhall have a fine thing. ¶ Exit. 
Hub. Her Voice too ſays the ſame; but for my Head 
I wou'd not that her Manners were fo chang' d. 
Hear me thou honeſt Fellow; what's this Maiden, 
That lives amongſt you here? TT 
in. Ao, ao, ao, a0. fe 
Hub. How? Nothing but ſigns? 
Gin. Ao, ao, ao, a0, 


Hub. This is ſtrange, 3 
I would fain have it her, but not her thus. (dumb, Sir. 
Hig. He is de- de-de · de· de- de- deaf, and du-du- dude 
Hub. Slid they did all ſpzak plain ev'n now methought. 
Do'ſt thou know this ſam2 Maid? ND Gol 
Snap. Why, why, why, why, which, gu, gu, gu, gu, Gods 
She was bo- bo- bo- bo- born at the Barn you! ct, 
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars Buſh-bo-bo-Buſh _ f 
Her Name is, My-my-my-my-my- match: So was her Mo- 
1 (mo- mo- Mothers too- too. 
Hub. 1 underſtand no word he fays; how long 
Has ſhe been here? ' (go-go-po-goot luck. 
Snap. Lo-lo-long enough to be ni-ni-mgled, and ſne ha 
Hub. I muſt be better inform'd, than by this way. 
Here was another Face too, that I mark*'d_ _ 
Of the old Man's: But they are yaniſh'd all 
Moſt ſuddenly; I will come here again. 
O, that I were ſo happy as to find it, 
Wbat I yet hope: It is put on, 7 
. ; | i; * I, Hemp. 
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Hemp. What mean you, Sir, | 
To ſtay there with that Stammerer ? 

Hub. Farewel, Friend,— — | 
It will be worth return, to ſearch: Come, 
Protect us our Diſguiſe now, prithee Hemps&irke 
If we be taken, how doſt thou imagine 
This Town will uſe us, that hath ſtood fo long 
Out againſt Wolfort ? e 

Hemp. Ev'n to hang us forth 
Upon their Walls a ſunning, to make Crows Meat, 
If I were not aſſur'd o' the Burgomaſter, 
And had a pretty excuſe to ſee a Neice there, 

I ſhould ſcarce venture. 

Hub. Come, *tis now too late 

To look back at the Ports: Good luck, and enter. [ Exe. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Goſwin. 


Goſ. Still blow'ſt thou there? And from all other parts, 
Do all my Agents ſleep, that nothing comes? 
There's a Conſpiracy of Winds, and Servants, 

If not of Elements, to ha' me break; - 

What ſhould I think, unleſs the Seas and Sands 
Had (wallow'd up my Ships? Or Fire had ſpoil'd 
My Ware-houſes? Or Death devour'd my Factors? 

J muſt ha* had ſome Returns. 25 | 
Enter Merchants. 
1 Mer. Save you, Sir. | 
| Gof. Save you. 
1 Mer, No News yet o' your Ships? 
 Goſ. Not any yet, Sir. "os 
1 Mer. Tis ſtrange. Eri. 

Go. Tis true, Sir: What a Voice was here now: 
This was one Paſſing- bell, a thouſand Ravens 
Sung in that Man now, to preſage my Ruins. 

2 Mer. Goſwin, good day, theſe Winds are very conſtant. 

Goſ. They are fo, Sir; to hurt | 

2 Mer. Ha' you had no Letters 


Lately from England, nor from Denmark? ? 


9 


— 


6 ＋ 


* 
oY 


640 Beggars Buſh. 


of. Neither. (t. aud, 
2 Mer. This Wind brings "AG nor no News over 
Through Spain, from the ae. 2 
G0. 'N ot any. 
2 Mer. I am ſorry, Sir. Exit. 
Go,. "They talk me down: And as tis ſaid of Vulturs 
They ſcent a Field fought, and do ſmell the Carkaſſes 
By many hundred Miles: So do theſe, my Wracks 
Ar greater diſtances. Why, thy will Heavn 
Come on, and be: Yet if thou pleaſe, preſerve me; 
Eut in my own Adventure, here at home, 
Of my chaſt Love, to keep me worthy of her, 
It ſhall be put in ſcaleꝰgainſt all ill Fortunes: 
am not broken yet: Nor ſhou'd I fall, 


Methinks with leſs than that, that ruins all. [ Exit. 
. 8 N 


Bu Vanduncke, Hubert, Hempskirke, 
Margaret, and Boors. 


Vaud Captain, you are welcome; ſo is this your Friend 
Moſt ſafely welcome; i our Town ſtand out 
Againſt your Maſter, you ſhall find good quarter: 

The troth is, we not love him : Margaret, ſome Wine, 
Let's talk a little Treaſon, if we can (men, 
Talk Treaſon, gainſt the Traitors; by your leave Gentle- 
We, here in Bruges, think he do's uſurp, 

And therefore I am bold with him. 

Hub. Sir, your boldneſs _ _ 

Happily becomes your Mouth, but not our Ears, 
| While we are his Servants anda we come here, 
Not to ask Queſtions, walk forth on your Walls, 
Viſit your Courts of Guard, yiew your Munition, 
Ask of your Corn · proviſions, nor enquire | 
Into the leaſt, as Spies upon your Strengths, 
So let's entreat, we may receive from you 
Nothing in Paſſage or Diſcourſe, but what 
We way with gladneſs, and our honeſties hear, 
And that ſhall ſeal our welcome. 

Hand. Good: Let's drink then, 


Fin 
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Fill out, I keep mine old Pearl till, Captain. 

Marg. I hang faſt, Man. , A 9s IP 

Hen. Old Jewels commend their Keeper, Sir. 

Vand. Here's to you with a Heart, my Captain's Friend, 
With a good Heart, and if this make us ſpeak | 
Bold words, anon, tis all under the Roſe 
Forgotten: Drown all Memory, when we drink. * 

Hub. *Tis freely ſpoken, noble Burgomaſter, 

Tu d% tet | 

Hemp. Nay Sir, mine heer Vandunke 
Is a true Stateſman. . 1 . (Wolfort 

Yand. Fill my Captain's Cup there, O that your Maſter 
Had been an honeſt Man. Jn ee 
Hub. Sir? oat 


Vand, Under the Roſe. M 
Hemp. Here's to you Margaret. e 
Marg. Welcome, welcome, Captain. 
Vand. Well ſaid my Pearl ſtill. | | 
Hemp. And how does my Neice? _ | 

Almoſt a Woman, I think? This Friend of mine 
I drew along with me, through ſo much hazard, 
Only to ſee her: She was my Errand. | "45 

Vand. Ay, a kind Unkle You are (fill him his Glas) . 

That in ſev'n Years, could not find leiſure | 
Hemp. No, is . 

It's not ſo much. | 

Vand. I'll bate you ne er an hour on't, 
It was before the Brabander gan his War, - 
For Moon-ſhine, ! the Water there, his Daughter 
That never was loſt: Vet you could not find time = 
To ſee a Kinſwoman: Bur ſhe is worth the ſeeing, Sir, 
Now you are come, you ask if ſhe were a Woman? 
She is a Woman, Sir; fetch her forth Margaret. Ex. Marg. 
And a fine Woman, and has Suitors. i OS 

Hemp. How? ? | 

What Suitors are they? oh 

. Yand. Bachellors; young Burgers:  _ 
And one, a Gallant, the young Prince of Merchants 
We call him here in Braga. 

Hemp. How? A Merchant? iy | 
. ä | 1 
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And my Neice too, ſo truſted to you by me, 
Than t' admit of ſuch in name of Suitors, 


1 thought, Vandunte, you had underſtood me better, 


Vang. Such? He is ſuch a ſuch, as were ſhe mine 


T'd give him thirty thouſand Crowns with her. 
Hem. But the ſame things, Sin, fit not you and me. Ex. 
Vand. Why, gives ſome Wine, then; this will fit us all: 
Here's to you ſtill, my Captain's Friend: All out: 
And ſtill, wou'd ort were an honeſt Man, 
Under the Roſe I ſpgał it: But this Merchant 


| We Boy: He lives fo, i' the Town. here, 
e K1 


now. not whas, to think on him: At ſome times 


We fear he will be Bankrupt; he,do's ſtretch 


Tenter his Credit ſoz embraces all, 


And tot, the Winds have been contrary, long. 4, 


But then, if he ſhould, have all his Returns, 


We think he would be a King, and are half ſure on't. 


Your Maſter is 4 Traitor, for all this, 
Under the Roſe: Here's to you; and uſurps 
The Earldom from a better Man, 

Hub. Ay marry, Sir, n 
JJ 8 

Hand. Nay, ſoft: And Icou'd tell you 


*Tis ten to one I wou'd not: Here's my Hand, 


1 love not Wolfort: Sit you ſtill, with that: 
Here comes my Captain again, and his fine Neice, 


And there's my Merchant; viewehim well: Fill Wine here. 


Euter Hempskirke, Gertrude, and Goſwin, 
_ Hemp, You mult not only know me for your Uncle 


Now, but obey.me: Lou, go caſt your ſelf 


Away, upon a Dunghil here? A Merchant? 

A pretty Fellow? One that makes his, Trade 

With Oaths and Perjurics?. © - 
 Goſe What is that you ſay, Sir? 

If it be me you ſpeak of, as your Eye 


Seems to direct, I with you wow'd ſpeak to me, Sir. 
Hemp. Sir, 1 do ſay, ſhe is no Merchangize-z 


Gofſe Merchandize, good Sir? | ny N 
Though you be Kinſman to her, take no leave thence, 


* 
” 
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To uſe me with Contempt: I ever thought, | a 
Vour Neice above all Price. 

Hemp. And do ſo ſtill, Sir, 


I aſſure you, her rates are more than you are a 

69 You do not know what a * — 8 Wann Sir 
Nor can you value him. _ 

Hub. Well ſaid, Merchant. 

Vand. Nay, 
1 him alone, and ply your matter. | 

Hemp. A Gentleman? 5 

What, o'the Wool-pack? Or the Seguschelt? 
Or liſts of Velvet? Which! ist, Funde or Yard, 
You vent your Gentry by? 

2 O Hempskirke, fye. 

an. Come, do not mind em, drinks hei 1s: ele, 
Captain I [adviſe vou. 
etty Man, 


| „ m | 
I chin l — angry g * its look: Come hither, 
Turn this, way, a ace If it were the Blood 
Of Charlemaine, as't may, for ought 1: know, 
Be ſome good Botcher's Iſſue, here in Bruges. 
Goſ. H] 
Hemp. Nay, Tm not certain of that; of this 1 amy 
If it once buy, and ſell, its: Gentry? is gone. 
60%. Ha, ha. | 
Hemp. You are angry, though ye laugh. | 
 _ Go. No, now 'tis pity: 
Of your poor Argument. Do not you, the Lords 
Of Land, if you be any, ſell the Graſs, I 
'The Cann the Strawy the Milk, the Cheeſe? 
Vand. And Butter: 
Remember Butter ; do not leave out Butter. (tor d with? 
Goſ. The Beefs and Muttons that your Grounds are 
Swine, with the very Maſt, beſide the Woods? 
Hemp. No, for thoſe ſordid uſes we have T enants, 
Or elſe our Bailiffs. | 
Goſ. Have not we, Sir, Chap- men:; 1 
And Factors, then to anſwer theſe? Your Honour 
Fetch'd from the Heralds ABC, and ſaid over 
With your Court Faces, once an hour, ſhall never 
i: . Make 
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Make me miſtake my ſelf. Do not your Lawyers 
Sell all their Practice, as your Prieſts their Pray'rs ? 
| What is not bought, and ſold? The Compan) 
That you had laſt, what had you for't, 1 * 
Hemp. You now grow ſawcey. 
'Gof. Sure I have been bred 
Still, with my honeſt Liberty, and muſt uſe it. 
Hemp. Upon your Equals then, 
Goſ. Sir, he that will 
Provoke me firſt, doth make hiraſelf my Equal. 
Hemp. Do ye hear? No more. e 
Goſ. Yes, Sir, this little, I pray you, ; 
And't ſhall be aſide, then after, as you pleaſe. 
You appear the Uncle, Sir, to her I love 
More than mine Eyes; and I have heard your Scorns 
With ſo much ſcoffing, and ſo much ſhame, 
As each ſtrive which is greater: But, believe me, 
I ſuck'd not in this Patience with my Milk. 
Do not prefume, becauſe you ſee me young, 
Or caſt deſpights on my Profeſſion, 
For the civility and tameneſs of it. 
A good Man bears a Contumely worſe 
Than he would do an Injury. Proceed not 
To my Offence: Wrong is not ſtil} ſucceſsful, 
1 it is not: I would approach your Kinſwoman 
With all reſpect, due to your ſelf and her. 
Hemp. Away Companion: en her? Take that. 
[ Strikes him. 
Gof. Nay, Ido love no blows, Sir, there's exchange. 


He gets Hempskirke's Sword, and cuts him on the Head. 
Hub. Hold, Sir. 50 


Mar. O murther. 

Gert. Help my Gofwin. 

Mar. Man. 

Vund. Let em alone; my Life be one. 

S0. Nay come, 5 | 

If you have Will. in | 

Hub. None to offend you, 1, Sir. Try 

' Goſ. He that had, thank himſelf: Not handher? yes Sir 

F And * her, and embrace her; and (would PO. 
| Tow 
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Now go with me) bear her through all her Race, 
Her Father, Brethren, and her Uncles, arm'd, bi, 
And all their Nephews, though they ſtood a Wood 
Of Pikes, and Wall of Cannon. Kiſs me Gertrude, 
Quake not, but kiſs me. 
Vand. Kiſs him, Girl, I bid you; Z 
My Merchant Royal; fear no Uncles: Hang em, 
Hang up all Uncles: Are not we in 1 Brag: | e 
Under the Roſe here? | 
Goſ. In this Circle, Love, 
Thou art as ſafe, as in a Tower of Braſs; 
Let ſuch as do wrong, fear. 
Vand. Ay, that's good, 
Let Wolfort look to that, 
Goſ. Sir, here ſhe ſtands, 
Your Neice,' and my belov d. One of theſe Titles 
She mult apply too; if unto the laſt, 
| Not all the Anger can be ſent unto her, 
In Frown, or Voice, or other Art, ſhall force her, 
Had Hercules a Hand in't.. Come, my Joy, 
Say thou art mine, aloud Love, and profeſs it. 
Yand, Do; and J drink to it. 
Goſ. Prithee ſay ſo, Love. 
Gert. Twould take away the Honour from my Bluſhes 
Do not you play the T yrant, Sweet: They ſpeak it. 
Hemp. I thank you, Neice. 
Goff Sir, thank her for your Life, 
And fetch your Sword within. | 
Hemp. You inſult too much | 
Wirh your good Fortune, Sir. [ Exernt Golf. and Gert. 
Hub. A brave clear Spirit; 
Hempskirke, you were to blame: A civil Habit 
Oft covers a good Man; and you may meet 
In Perſon of a Merchant, with a Soul | 
Ass reſolute, and free, and all ways worthy, 
As elle in any file of Mankind: Pray you, 
W hat meant you fo to ſlight him? 
Hemp. Tis done now, e 
Ask no more ob it; I muſt ſuffer. fig ia etl, EE 
— 
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Hub. His | 
Is fill the Puniſhment! of Raſknefs, Serre 

Well; 1 muſt to che Woods, for nothing here 
Will be got out. There, I may chance to learn 


Somewhat to help my woos: exact — 
Vand. Ha? 


A Loo aſs? - hy 4 
Hub 110% now, brave Burgomaſter? 

V and. I love no Wolforts, and my Name's'Vandunke. 
Hub. Pan-drunk it's rather: Come, go ſleep within. 
Viand. Earl Flores is right Heir; andthisfame ny, 

Under the Roſe I ſpeak it! 
Hub. Very hardly. 
Vand. Uſurps: And a rank Traitor, as ever breath'd, 
And all that do uphold him. Let me go, 
No Man ſhall hold he, that pers him; . 
Ws uphold him? 
ub. No. | | 
Fang. Then hold me up. Exeuut. 
Euter Goſwin, and: Hempskirke- 
Hemp. Sir, I preſume, you have a >wordof r ä 
That can fo handle another's. 
Goſ. Faith you may, Sir. (of you, 
Hem.Andychave made me have ſo much better thoughts 
\s I am bound to call you forth. 
Goſ. For what, Sir? 
Hemp. Tothe repairing of mine sees Hurt here. | 
Goſ. Expreſs your way. | 
Hemp. By fight, and ipcedily. 
Goſ. You have your Will: Requne you any more? 
Hemp. That you be ſecret: And come ſingle. 
Goſ. J will. 
Hemp. As you are the Gentleman you would be thought. 
Goſ. Without the Conjuration: And Pl bring 
Only my Sword, which 1 will fit to yours, 
PI take his length within. 
Hemp. Your Place now, Sir? 
Goſ. By the Sand- bills. 
Hemp. Sir, nearer to the Woods, 
If ehr ſo, we re fitter. | 
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Gof. There, then, ; 
Hemp. Good. 
Your time? 
G. Twixt ſeven and eight. 
Hemp. You'll give me, Sir, 5 5 
Cauſe to report you worthy of my Neice, ' *© 
If you come, like your Promiſe. | 
Goſ. If I do not, | 
Let no Man think to call me unworthy firſt, 
Til do't my (elf, and juſtly with to want her. ¶Exeunt. 


ACT Ill. S8 E NIE. 
Enter.three or four Bours. 8 
1 Boor. Ome, Engliſh Beer, Hoſteſs, Eng liſb Beer by th' 


Belly. DOR 
2 Boor, Stark Beer Boy, ſtout and ſtrong Beer: So, ſit 
And drink me Upſey-Dutch : (down Lads, 


Frolick, and fear not. 

Enter Higgen like a Sm. gelder, Singing. 
Hig. Have ye anywork for the Som- gelder, boa, 

My Horn. goes tao high too low, too high too low. 
Have ye any Pigs, Calves, or Colts, 
Have ye any Lambs in your Holts 
T5 cut for the Stone, 
Here comes a cunning one. 

Have ye any Braches to ſpade, 

Or cer @ fair Maid 
That wonld be a Men; 
hne kiſs me, "tis duns. 3 
Hark how my merry Horn doth blow, 
Too high too lom, too high too low. 


| hy 15 a piece. 
1 Boox, O excellent! two Pence a piece Boys, Ms ence 
Give the Boys ſome drink there. Piper, whet your Whiſtle, 
Cant tell me a Way now, how to cut off my Wife's Con- 
Fig. I'll ſing ye à Song fort. (keuͤpiſcence? 
| ons hes ; 


" $0 
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The SONG. 
Take her, and hug ber, 
And turn her, and tug her, 
And turn her again Boy, again, 
Then if ſhe mumble. P 
Or if her Tail tumble, 
Kiſs ber amain, Boy, amain; 
Ds thy endeavour, 

To take off her Feaver, 
Then ber Diſeaſe no longer will reign. 
If nothing will ſerve her, 
Then thus to preſerve her, 

Swinge her amain, Boy, amain. 

Grve ber cold Fell 

To take up her Belly, 1 

And once a day ſwinge her again. 
Cf ſhe ſtand all theſe Pains, 

Then knock out her Brains, 


Her Diſeaſe no longer will reagn. 


1 Boor. More excellent, more excellent, ſweet Sow-pel- 
2 Boor. Three Pencea piece, three Pence a piece. (der. 
Hig. Will you hear a Song how the Devil was gelded? 
3 Boar, Ay, ay, let's hear the Devil roar, Sow-gelder. 


80 NG. 
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He ran at me firſt in the ape of a Ram, WF. 


And over and over the Sow-gelder came; 


1 r I balter'd him faſt by the Horn, 


I pluct'd out bis Stones as you d fick out a Cn. 


Baa, quoth the Devil, and forth he ſlunk, 
And left us a Carcaſe of Mutton that ftunk. 
| II 3 


The next time I rode a good Mils and a half, 
Where I heard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf, 
I bound and I gelt him, e er he did any evil; 
| He was here at his beſt, but a ſucking Devil. 


* 
* x 


Maa, yet be cry d, and forth he did ſteal 
And this was ſold after, for excellent Veal. | 
. ft ST: ADR | | 7 Some 
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; WL. FOOTE 
Some half a Tear after, in the form of a Pig 
T met with the Rogue, and be lod very big; 
I catch'd at bis Leg, laid him down on a Log, 
Eer a Man could fart twice, I had made him a Hog. 
Owgh, quoth the Devil, and forth gave a Ferk, 
. That a Few was converted, and eat of the Perk. 


1 Boor. Groats apiece, Groats apiece, Groats apiece, 
There ſweet Sow-Gelder. n 
Enter Prigg and Ferret. 
Prigg. Will ye ſce any feats of Activity, 
Some ilight of Hand, Legerdemain? Hey pals, 
Preſto, be gone there? | 

2 Boor. Sit down, Jugler. : 

Prigg. Sirrah, play you your Art well; draw near Piper: 
Look you, my honeſt Friends, you ſee my Hands; 
Plain dealing is no Devil: Lend me ſome Mony, 
Twelve Pence a piece will ſerve. | 

I, 2 Boor, There, there. 

Prigg. I thank you,. 

Thank ye heartily : When ſhall I pay ye? 

All Boor. Ha, ha, ha, by th' Maſs this was a fine trick. 

Prigg. A merry ſlight toy: But now Ill ſhow your 
A Trick indeed. 8 (Worſhips 

Hig. Mark him well now, my Maſters. We 

 Prigg. Here are three Balls, 

Theie Balls ſhall be three Bullets, 

One, two, and three: Aſcentibus, malentibus, 

Preſto, be gone: They are vaniſh*d : Fair play, Gentlemen. 
Now theſe three, like three Bullets, from your three Noſes 
Will I pluck a Fear not, no harm Boys, c 
Titere, tu patule. e | 

1 Boor. Oh, oh, oh. | 

Prigg. Recubans ſub jermine fagi. x 

2 Boor. Ye pull too hard; ye pull too hard. 

Prigg. Stand fair then: | 
Silvertram trim-tram. 


3 Boor. Hold, hold, hold. PF 


: s 


/ 


\ 


pyi rig. Come aloft, Bullets "AY with a whim-wham., 


Have ye their Monies? 


Hig. Yes, yes. 

1 Boor. O tare Jugler! 

Boor. O admirable Jugler! 225 
One trick more yet; 


Hey, come aloft; ſa, ſa, fim, um, taradumbis ? 


Eaſt, Weſt, North, South, nov fly like Fack with a bumb is. 


Now all your * s gone; pray ſearch your Pockets. 


1 Boor, Humh. 
2 Boor. He. 
1 The Devil a penny's here! 
Yigg. This was a rare Trick. 
1 Boor. But *twould be a far rarer to reſtore it. 
 Pregg. Vil do ye that too; look upon me earneſtly, 


And move not any ways your Eyes from this Pace“ 


This Button here? pow, whir, whils, ſhake your Pockets, 
I Boor. By th' Maſs tis here again, 1 1 
Prigg.-Reſt ye merry; 
My firſt Trick has paid me. 
All Boor. Ay, take it, take it, 
And take ſome Drink too. | 
Prigg. Not a drop now I thank you; 
Away, we are diſcover'd elle. _ Exeunt. 


Enter Gerrard like a blind Aqua vitæ Man, and a 
Boy, ſinging ths Song. = 


Bring out your Cony-skins, fair 2 to nie, 
Fringe Jour Pr that I may 
Grey, Black, and Blue: For 5 ſmaller Skins, 
PII give ye Looking-Glaſſes, Pins : © 
. 4 for your whole Cony, here's ready, ready Mony. 
G nie gentle Jone, do thou begin | 
With thy black, black, black Cony-s{in. 
And Mary then, and Jane will follow, 
Mitb their Silver bair'd Skins, and their yellow. — 
The white Cony-skcin, I will not lay by, 95 
For though it be faint, "tis fair to the Eye; 3 
The grey, it is warm, but yet for my Mony, 
(Foe me the adds boyny 6lack Coy. © 
Come 
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Come away fair Maids, your Skins will decay: 
Come, and take Mony, Maids, put your Ware away. 
Cony-skins, Cony-skins, have ye any Cony-skins, 
T have fine Bracelets, and fine Silver Pins. 


Ger. Buy any Brand Wine, buy any Brand Wine? 
Boy. Have ye any Cony-skins ? (Worſhip. 
2 Boor, My fine Canary Bird, there's a Cake for thy 
1 Boor. Come fill, fill, fill, fill ſuddenly : Let's ſee, Sir, 
What's this? a 
Ger. A penny, Sir. 
1 Bobr. Fill tilPt be fix Pence, 
And there's my Pig. 
Boy. This is a Counter, Sir. 
1 Boor. A Counter! ny ye, what are theſe then? 
O execrable Jugl:r! O damn'd Jugler! | 
Look in your Hoſe, hoa, this comes of looking forward. 
3 3 Boor. Devil a Dunkirk! what a Rogue's this Jugler! 
This hey paſs, repaſs, h'as repaſt us ſweetly. 
2 Boor. Do ye call theſe Tricks. 
Enter Fliggen. 3 
Hig. Have ye any Ends of Gold or Silver? (cry Copper. 
2 Boor, This Fellow comes to mock us; Gold or Silver? 
1 Boor. Yes, my good Friend, PINE 
We have e' en an end of all we have. 
H. Ii Bs ts: 4 5 | 
You have the leſs to care for: Gold and Silver. { Evit. 
| „„ - EY 
Prigg. Have ye any old Cloaks to ſell, have ye any old 
Cloaks to ſell? TA LEST 
I Boor. Cloaks! Look about ye Boys: Mine's gone? 
2 Boor, A ———juggle 'em? 82" 
—— O they're Preſtoes: Mine's gone too! 
3 Boo. Here's mine yet. 1 
I Boor. Come, come let's drink then more Brand Wine. 
Boy. Here, Sir. 2 (ſtrip him. 
I Boor. If e' er I catch your Sow-gelder, by this Hand Il 
Were ever Fools ſo ferk't? We have two Cloaks yet; 
And all our Caps; the Devil take the Flincher. 
All Boor. Yaw, yaw; yaw, yaw. 


Bid 


— 


. 
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Enter Hempskirke. 
Hemp. Good do'n my honeſt Fellowh, 
You are merry here I fee. _ 
3 Bor. Tis all we have left, Sir. | 
Hemp. W hat haſt thou? Aqua vi vitae © 
. 5 
Hemp. Fill out . ; 
And give theſe honeſt Fellows round. 
Boor. We thank ye. 
Hemp. May I ſpeak a word in private to ye? 
A Boor. Ves, Sir. | 
Hemp. .1 have a buſineſs for you, honeſt F riends, 


If you dare lend your help, ſhall get you Crowns. 
Ger. Ha! 


Lead me a little nearer, Boy. 
1 Boor, What is'r, Sir? 

If it be any thing to purchaſe Mony, 
Which is our want, command us. 

'Boors. All, all, all, Sir. 

Hemp Vou know the young ſpruce Merchant in Briges? ? 
2. Boor. Who? Maſter Goſwin ? 
Hemp. That he owes me Mony, 

And here in Town there is no ſtirring of him. 
Ger. Say ye ſo? | 
Hemp. This day, upon a ſure appointment, 

He meets me a Mile hence, by the Chaſe ſide, 

Under the row of Oaks; do you know it? : 
All Boor. Yes, 3 (venture 
Hewp. Give *em more Drink: There if you dare but 

When I ſhall give the word to ſeize OM him, 

Here's twenty Pound, 

3 Boor. Beware the Jugler. 
Hemp. If he reſiſt, down with him, have no ey, 
1 Boor. I warrant you, we'll hamper him. 
Hemp. To diſcharge you, 

I have a Warrant here about me. 

| 3 Boor. Here's our Warrant, 

This carries fire i th Tail. 

Hemp. Away with me then, | 

The Time draws on, o 

Es I muſt 


Beggars Buſh. F | | 65 * 


I muſt remove ſo inſolent a Suitor, 
And if he be ſo rich, make him pay Ranſome + 
E'er he ſee Bruges Tow'rs again. Thus wiſe Men 
Repair the hurts they take by a Diſgrace, 
And piece the Lion's Skin with the Fox's Caſe. 


Ger. I am glad I have heard this ſport yet. (Boys, 
Hemp. There's for thy Drink, come pay the Houſe withifi 


And loſe no time. 1 | 
Ger. Away with all our haſte: too. [ Exennt 


s EN E i. 


Enter Goſwin. 


Goſ. No Wind blow fair yet? No return of Monies? 
Letters? Nor any thing to hold my Hopes up? 
Why then'tis deſtin'd, that 1 fall, fallmiſerably ! 
My Credit I was built on, ſinking with me. 


Thou boyſtrous North-wind, blowing my Misfortunes, 1 


And fre ſting all my hopes to cakes of Coldneſs; 
Vet ſtay thy Fury; give the gentle South 
Vet leave to court thoſe Sails that bring me ſafety. 
And you auſpicious Fires, bright Twins in Heav'n, 
Dance onthe Shrowds; he blows ſtill ſtubbornly 
And on his boyſtrous Rack rides my ſad Ruin; 
There is no help, there can be now no Comfort, 
To Morrow with the Sun-ſet, ſets my Credit. 
Oh Mifery ! Thou curſe of Man, thou Plague, 
In the midſt of all our Strength thou ſtrik'ſt us; 
My virtuous Love is loft too: All, what I have been, 
No more hereafter to be ſeen than Shadow;  _ 
To Priſon now? Well, yet there's this Hope left me; 
I may fink fairly under this Day's Venture, HEY 
And fo to Morrow's croſs'd, and all thoſe Curſes: 
Yet manly Ill invite my Fate, baſe Fortune 
Shall never ſay, ſhe has cut my Throat in fear, 
This is the Place his Challenge call'd me to, 
And was a happy one at this time for me, 
For let me fall before my Foe i' th' Field. 
And not at Bar, before my Creditors; ere. 
| | 1 Has 
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H'as kept his word: Now Sir, your Sword's — wed. 
ns dare; all other Language 
WO R | 
Hemp. Well Sir, 
You ſhall not be long troubled: Draw. 
G. Tis done Sir, and now: have at ye. 


— Now. 
* Bure 


- Betray'd te to Villains! 
Fra ye ſhall buy me bravely, 
And thou baſe Coward. 
Enter Gerrard and | JE 

Ger. Now upon em bravely, 
Conjure 'em ſoundly, * 

Boors. Hold, hold. 

Ger. Lay on ſtill, 
Down with that Gentleman Rogue, belege kits to Sitrup. 
Retire Sir, and take Breath: W and TREO _ * 
Take all, tis lawtul . 

Boors. We yield. 

Ger. Down with em | 
Into the Wood, and rifle em, tew em, o, Gwinge* em, 
Knock me their Brains into their Neschen. Exeuur 

Bors. Hold, hold. 

. Goſ. What theſe Menare I know not, nor for what cauſe 
They ſhou'd thus thruſt themſelves into my danger, 
Can I imagine. But ſure Heav'ns Hand was it! 
Nor why this coward -Knave ſhould deal ſo baſely 
To eat me up with Slaves: But Heav'n I thank 885 
I hope thou haſt reſerv'd me to an end 
Fit fas r thy Creature, and worthy of thine Honour: 
Wou'd att my other Dangers here had ſuffer'd, _ 
With what a joyful Hearrſhou'dT go home thenꝰ (tence, 
Where now; Heav” n knows, like him that waits his Sen- 
Or hears bis paſſing Bell; but there's . 11 ſtill. 

Euter Gerrard. | 

5 Bleſung upon WWW 
© Gof. Thank ye; leave me; | 
For by my Troth I FURY r now! 'to) gee wee. 


Ger. 
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Ser. Indeed I do not ask, Sir, only it grieves me 
To ſee you look fo ſad; now Goodnels keep ye 
From Troubles in your Mind. | 

Goſ. If I were troubled, | 
What cou'd thy Comfort do? Prithee Clauſe, leave mie. 

Ger. Good Maiter be not angry; tor what I ſay 
Is out af true Love to ye. 174 400 

| Goſ. I know thou lov'it me, 

Ger. Good Maſter blame that Love then, if I prove (6 
To ask ye why ye are fad. (fawcy 

Goſ. Molt true, I am fo, N 208 
And ſuch a Sadneſs I have got will ſink me. 

Ger. Heay'n ſhield it, Sir. 

Goſ. Faith, thou mult loſe thy Maſter. . 

Ger. I had rather loſemy Neck, Sir: Wow'dIknew—— 
Go. What wou'd the knowlege dothee good, fo miſe- 
Thou canſt not help thy felt ? When all my ways (rable; 
Nor all the Friends L have | 

Ger. You do not know, Sit, 
What I can do: Cures ſometimes, for Mens Cares, 
Flow, where they leaſt expect 'em. y 

Go.. know thou wou'dit do, 
But fare wel Clauſe, and pray for thy poor Maſter. 

Ger. I will not leave ye. . 


Goſ. How? 1 8 
Ger. I dare not leave ye, Sir, I muſt not leave ye, 
And till ye beat me dead, I will not leave ye, 
By what ye. hold moſt precious, by Heav'ns Goodneſs; 
As your fair Vouth may proſper, good Sir, tell me: 

My Mind believes yet ſomething's in my Pow'r 
May eaſe you of this Trouble. 5 
So will tell thee: ; 1 
For a hundred thouſand Crowns upon my Credit, 
Taken up of Merchants to ſupply my Trafficks; 
The Winds and Weather envying of my Fortune, 
And no Return to help me off, yet ſnewing 
To morrow, Clauſe, to morrow, which muſt come 
In Priſon thou ſhalt find me poor and broken. 
Ger. I cannot blame your Grief, Sir. 
S/. Now, what ſay'ſt thou? 
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Ger. I ſay you ſhou'd:not ſhrink, for he that gave ye, 
Can give you more; his Pow'r can bring ye off, Sir, 
When Friends and all forſake ye, yet he ſecs you. 

Goſ. There's all my hope. 

Ger. Hope ſtill, Sir; are you ty'd - 

Within the b of a 1 good Maſter, 
To pay this Mals of Mony? =” 

Goſ. EVn to Morrow: .. 

But why, do I ſtand mgcking of. my 5 Miſery? 
Ist not enough the Floods and F riends ger me? 

Ger. Will no leſs ſerve? . oY 

Goſ. What if it would? 

Ger. Your Patience, 

I do not ask tomock'ye: Tis a — Sum, 
A Sum for mighty Men to ſtart and ſtick at; 
But not for honeſt. Have ye no Friends left ye, 
None that have felt your Bounty? Worth this Duty? 
Go. Duty? Thou know'ſ it not. 
Ger. It is a Duty, 
And as a Duty, from, thoſe Men have ley 0 
Should be return d again: I have gain'd by ye, 0 
A daily Alms theſe ſev'n Vears you have o wr d on me, 
. Wilthalf ſupply your want? R 
Goſ. Why Aol thou fool me? 
Canſt thou work Miracles? 
Ger. To ſave my Maſter, 
I can work this. | 

_ Goſ. Thou wilt make me angry wich thee 

Ger. For doing good? 

Goſ. What por haſt thou? 

Ger. Enquire not: 

So I can do it, to preſerve my halter; ; 


| Nay if it be three parts. 


Goſ. O that H had it, 


But good Clauſe, talk no more, I feel thy Charity, 


As thou has felt mine: But alas! 
Ger. Diſtruſt nor, 
'Tis that t hat quenches ye: pull up your Spirit, „ 


Jour goo d, your honeſt, and your noble — * 


For if the Fortunes of ten thouſand People 2 
W Can 
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Can fave ye, reſt aſſur d. You have forgot, Sir, 
The good ye did, which was the Pow'r you gave me; 
Ve ſhall now know the King of Beggars Treaſure: 
And let the Winds blow as they liſt, the Seas roar, 
Vet, here to morrow you ſhall find your Harbour. 
Here fail me not, for if live Ill fit e. 
G0. How fain I wou'd believe th ee! | 
Ger. If Ilye, Maſter, R . 
Believe no Man hereafter. 
Goſ. 1 vill try the, 
But he knows, that knows all. 
Ger. Know me to morroõw . 
And if I know not how to cure ye, kill me; 


- 
is 


So pals in Peace, my beſt, my worthieſt Maſter, [Exennt: | 


S NEB 1H; 
Enter Hubert, like 4 Huntſmat, + 


Hub. Thus have I ſtoln away diſguis'd from Hempskirkes 
To try theſe People, for my Heart yet tells me 
Some of theſe Beggars are the Men I look for: 
Appearing like my elf, they have no Reaſon, | . 
Though my Intent is fair, my main End honeſt, . 
But to avoid me narrowly ; that Face too; 
That Womans Face, how near it is! O may it 
But prove the ſame, and Fortune how Ill bleſs ther! 
Thus, ſure they cannot know me, or ſuſpect me, 
If to my Habit I but change my Natu te; 
As I muſt do; this is the Wood they live in, 
A Place fit for concealment: Where, till Fortune 
Crown me with that I ſeek, I'll live amongft em. [ Exit. 
Enter Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Ginks aud _ » 
s veſt —94 the Boors. n 
Fig. Come bring em out, for here we ſit in juſtice: 
Give to each one a Cudgel; a good Cudgel: -- . - 
And now attend your Sentence. That you are Rogues, 
And miſchievous baſe Raſcals, there's the point now; 


A . 


I take it, is confeſs'd. A 5 | 
Prigg. Deny it if you dare, Knaves.. 
Vo I. R. r 
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Boors. We are Rogues, Sir. 9 
Hi. To amplify the matter how Rogues as ye are, Ml 
And lamb d ye ſhall be e er we leave ye. 1 

Boors. Ves, Sir. 

Hig. And to the open handling of our Juſtice, 

Why did ye this upon the proper Perſon 
Of our good Maſter? Were you drunk when you as it? 
Boors. Yes indeed were we. 
„ Prigg. You ſhall be beaten ſober. 
bi Hig. Was it for Want you undertook it? 
= Boors. Yes, Sir. 
Hig. You ſhallbe ſwing'd W 
Prigg. And yet for all that, 
Lou ſhall be poor Rogues ſtill. 
Hig. Has not the Gentleman, 
Pray mark this point, Brother Prize, that noble Gentleman | 
Reliey'd ye often, found ye means to live by, 
By imploying ſome at Sea, ſome here, ſome there; 
According to your Callings ? ? 

Boors. * Tris moſt true, Sir. 

Hig. Is not the Man an honeſt Man? 

Boors. Ves truly. 

Hig. A liberal Gentleman? And as ye are true Raſcals 
Tell me but this, have ye not been drunk, and often, 
At his Charge? 

Boors. Often, often. 

Hig. There's the point then, 
| | They have caſt themſelves, Brother Prigg. 
1 Prigg. A ſhrewd point, Brother. 
| Hig. Brother, proceed you now; the Cale is s open, 
I am ſomewhat weary. 
Prigg. Can you do theſe things? 
You moſt abominable ſtinking Raſcals, 
You Turnip-eating Rogues. 
| Boors. We are truly ſorry. e. 
Si Frigg. Knock at your hard Hearts, Rogues, and preſent- 
| | {Ihe 47 1 a 8 you feel Compunction, 
with's Cudgel, and on his Neighbour 
| | — * ſuch py Pb ill we hall ſay ſufficient, -_ 
1 For there your Sentence lies without Partiality z 2 
| | : | At er 
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Either of Head, or Hide, Rogues, without ſparing, 
Or we ſhall take the pains to beat you dead elſe: 
You ſhall know your Doom. 
Hig. One, two, and three, about it. 
 Prigg. That Fellow in the blue has true Compunttion:. 
[ Boors beat one another, 
He beats his Fellows bravely, oh, well ſtruck Boys. 
Enter Gerrard. | 
| Hg. Up with that blue Breech, now plays he the Devil. 
So get ye home, Drink ſmall Beer, and be honeſt; 
Call in the em 
Ger. Do, bring him preſently, 
His Cauſe I'll hear my elf. 
Enter Hempskirke. 
Hig. Prigg. With all due Reverence, 
We do reſign, Sir. 
Ger. Now, huffing Sir, what's your Name? q 
Hemp. What's that to you, Sir? 
Ger. It ſhall be, &er we part. 
Hemp. My Name is Hempskirke, 
I follow the Earl, which you ſhall el. 
Ger. No threatning, 
For we ſhall cool you, Sir; why didſt thou baſely 
Attempt the Murder of che Merchant Goſwin? 
Hemp. What pow'r haſt thou to ask me? 
Ger. I will know it, 
Or flay thee till thy Pain diſcover it. 
Hemp. He did me wrong, baſe wrong · 
Ger. That cannot ſave xe. 
Who ſent you hither? And what further Villanies 
Have you 1n Hand * 1 
Hemp. Why wou dſt thou bode? W hat profit, 
If I had any private way, cou'd riſe 
Out of my Knowlege, to do thee Commodity? f 
Be ſorry 155 what chou haſt done, and make amends, F 90 
PII 6574 no further to thee, nor theſe Raſcals. 1 
Ger. Tye him to that "Tree. | 
Hemp. haye told you whom | follo p. 
Ger. The Devil yeu ſhou'd do, by your Villanies, 
* he chat 1 the N Vang it from him. 4] 
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Hig. | undertake i it: Turn him to the Sun, Boys z- 3 
Give me a ſine ſharp Ruſn; will ye confeſs yet? (me. 
Hemp. You have robb'd me already, now you'll murder 
Hig. Murder your Noſe æ little: Does eee; 


To! it _ "twill do * good. 8 (Sir? 
Hen. OB, | £7 

I cannot tell you any thing. ei 0 
„e | (Sir. 


Hig. There's Maggots in your ir Noſe, PII fetch! em out 
ny O my Head breaks. 
The beſt thing for the Rheum, Sir, 

That falls into your Worſhip's Eyes. a 
Hemp. Hold, hold. | 

Ger. Speak then. 

Oy. I know not what. 

. It lies in's Brain yet, | | 

In hin it lies; Ill fetch it out the fineſt; 
What pretty Faces the F ol makes? Height 

Hemp. Hold, 
Hold, and Pll tell ye all; ek mz Doublet, 7 
And there, within the lining in a Paper, | 
You ſhall find all. c 

Ger. Go fetch that paper hither, 
And let him looſe for this time. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. 8 Ey' n my honeſt Friends. 

Ger. Good Ev'n good Fellow. 

Hub. May a poor Huntſman, with a merry Heart, 
A Voice ſhall make the Foreſt ring about him, 
Get leave to live amongſt ye? True as Steel, Boys? 
That knows all Chaſes, and can watch all Hours, 


And with my Quarter- ſtaff, though the Devil bid ſand, 


Deal ſuchan Alms, ſhall make him roar again? (walks, 
Prick ye the fearful Hare through croſs ways, ſheep- 
And force the crafty Reynard climb the Quickſets; 
Rouſe ye the lofty Stag, and with my Bell-horn 

Ring him a knell, that all the Woods ſhall mourn bim, 


Till in his F une Tears, he fall before me? 


The Polcat, Marterne, and the rich skin'd, Lucerne 
1 Kno-) to Chaſe, the _ the Wind out- ſtripping; 
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Irin himſelf, in all his bloody Anger , 
I can beat from the Bay, and This wild Sounder 89 "- 
Single, and with my arm'd Staff, turn the Boar, 588 
Spight of his foamy T * and thus firike 1245 . 
_ Till he fall down my Feaſt. e 
Ger. A goodly Fellow. OY. 8 
Hub. What mak'ſt thee here, bu? 99 [Aide | 
Ger. We accept thy Fellowſhip. ' 
Hub. Hempskirke, thou art not right 1 en fear thee. 
L. i 
Enter Ferret, with a Letter, 555 | 
Fer. Here is the Paper: And as he ſaid we car it. 
Ger. Give me it, I ſhall make a ſhift yet, old as I am, 
To find your Knavery : Vou are ſent here, Sirrah, 
To diſcover certain Gentlemen, a Spy-knave, | 
And if ye find 'em, if not by Perſuaſion ' ” 7 
To bring em back, by Poiſon to e em. 
Hub. By Poiſon, ha? | 
Ger. Here is another, Hubert; & 
What i is that Hubert, Sir? 
Hemp. You may perceive there. 
Ger. T may perceivea Villany,and a rank one, 
Was he join'd Partner of thy e 2 
Hemp. No. 
He had an honeſt end, word I had had ſo, 
Which makes him ſcape ſuch Cut-throats. 
Ger. So it ſeems. 
For here thou art commanded, when that Hubert | 
Has done his beſt and worthieft Service, this way 
To cut his Throat, for here he's fer down dangerous. 
Hub. This is moſt impious. 
Ger. I am glad we have found ye, | 
Is not this true? | 
Hemp. Yes; what are you the better? 
Ger. You ſhall perceive, Sir, e er youget vour Freedom: ] 
Take him aſide, and, Friend, we take thee to us, 
Into our Company; thou dar ſt be true unto r 1 
Hig. Ay, and bedient too? | De 
Hes, As you had bred m. 8 et 
N 3 Ger. 
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Ger. Then take our Hand: Thou art now a Servant to 
Welcome him all. e eee 
Hig. Stand off, ſtand off: Pll do it, PLING 6 BY 
We bid ye welcome three ways; firſt for your Perſon, | 
Which is a promiſing Perſon;. next for your Quality, 
Which is a decent, and a gentle Qualit; 
Laft forthe frequent means you have to feed us, 
You can ſteal tis to be preſum'd, x 5 
Hub. Yes, Veniſon, and if you want 
Hig. Tis well you underſtand right, : 
And ſhall practiſe daily: You can drink too? | 
Hub. Soundly. 7 53 71.2725 O00? 
| Hig. And ye dare know a Woman from a Weather- 
Hub. If IJ handle her. © | 
2 1 ſwear 7 f Benbouſl 23 
ig. I crown thy nab, with a gag of Benbouſe, 3 
And Fall thee by the Salmon tbo The Cann, > | VP 
To mand on the Pad, and ſtrike all the heat; A 


70 Fo Mill from the Ruffmays, and Cmmiſion and Slates, 


Twang dell's, i' the ſtiromel, and let the Quire Gain: 
And Herman Beck ſtrine, and trine to the Ruin. 
Ger. Now interpret this unto him. 
Hig. 1 pour on thy Pate a pot of good Ale, 
And by the Rogues o' th' a Rogue thee Inſtal: 
To beg on the way, to rob all thou meets; 
; To ſteal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Sheets: 
1 And lie with thy Wench in the Straw till ſne twang, 
Let the Conſtable, Juſtice, and Devil go hang. 
Hig. You are welcome, Brother. | 0 8 N 
All. Welcome, welcome, welcome; but who ſhall have 
Of this Fellow? n (the keeping 
Hub. Sir, if you dare but truſt nme; 
For if I have kept wild Dogs and Beaſts for wonder, 
And made 'em tame too: Give into my Cuſtody 
Ibis roaring Raſcal, I ſhall hamper him 
With all his Knacks and Knaveries, and I fear me 
Diſcover yet a further Villany in him; Me 
O he ſmells rank o'th' Raſcal, 
Ser. Take him to thee, 
Bur if he ſcape 


* : — 
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Hub. Let me be ev'n hang d for him, 
Come Sir, I'll tye ye to the leaſh. 
Hemp. Away, Raſcal. : 
Hub. Be not ſo ſtubborn: I ſhall ſwinge ye ſoundly, 
And ye play tricks with me. 
Ger. So, now come in, 
But ever have an eye, Sir, to your Priſoner. (me. 
Hub. He muſt blind both mine Eyes, if he get from 
Ger. Go get ſome Victuals, and ſome Drink, ſome good 
For this day we'll keep holy to good Fortune, (Drink 
Come, and be frolick with us. | 
Hig. You area Stranger, Brother, I pray lead, 


You muſt, you muſt, Brother. Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. 1 


Enter Goſwin and Gertrude. 


Gert.” Indeed you're welcome: Ihave heard your ſcapes 
And therefore give her leave, that only loves you, 
Truly and dearly loves you, give her Joy leave 
To bid you welcome: What is't makes you ſad, Man? 
Why do you look fo wild? IS't I offend you? 
Beſhrew my Heart, not willingly. 
 Goſ. No, Gertrude. 
Gert. Is t the delay of that you long have look'd for, 
A happy Marriage ? Now I cometo urge it. 
Now when you pleaſe to finiſh it? 
Goſ. No News yet? 
Gert. Do you hear, Sir? 


Goſ, Yes. 
Gert. Do you love me? 7 


_Gof. Have I liv'd 
In all the happineſs Fortune could ſeat me, 
In all Mens fair Opinions? 
Gert. 1 have provided 
APrieſt, that's ready for us. 
Goſ. And can the Devil, 
In one ten Days; that Devil Chance devour me? 
Gert. We'll fly to what Place you pleaſe. 
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Ger. Then take our Hand: Thou art now a Servant to 
Welcome him all. us, 
Hig. Stand off, ſtand off: Pll do it, B 
We bid ye welcome three ways; firſt for your Perſon, - 
Which is a promiſing Perſon;. next for your Quality, 
Which is a decent, and a gentle Qualit; 
Laft for the frequent means you have to feed us, 
You can ſteal tis to be preſum'd, 1 ” 
Hub. Yes, Veniſon, and if you want———— - 
Hig. Tis well you underftand right, 
And ſhall practiſe daily: You can drink too? f 
| Hub. Soundly. „3 975d? 
Hig. And ye dare know a Woman from a Weather- 
Hub. If IJ handle her. DTS POT 7: 
os 1 ſwear 22 e 
7g. I crown thy nab, with a gag of Benbouſe, 
And ſtall thee by the Salmon rnbo The Clows, 
To mand on the Pad, and ſtrike all the Cheat; 
Fo Mill from the Ruffmans, and Commiſion and Slates, 
Twang dell's, i' the ſtiromel, and let the Quire Gain: 
And Herman Beck ſtrine, and trine to the Ruffin. 
Ger. Now interpret this unto him. 
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Hig 1 pour on thy Pate a pot of good Ale, 
And by the Rogues o' th* a Rogue thee Inſtal: 
To beg on the way, to rob all thou meets; 

il To ſteal from the Hedge, both the Shirt and the Sheets: 
1 And lie with thy Wench in the Straw till ſne twang, 
1 Let the Conſtable, Juſtice, and Devil go hang. 

Hig. You are welcome, Brother. 


* 


All. Welcome, welcome, welcome; but who ſhall have 
Of this Fellow? ot (the keeping, | 
Hub. Sir, if you dare but truſt mez 
For if I have kept wild Dogs and Beaſts for wonder, 
And made em tame too: Give into my Cuſtody 
'Lhis roaring Raſcal, I ſhall hamper him, 8 
With all his Knacks and Knaveries, and I fear me 
Diſcover yet a further Villany in hin; 
O he ſmells rank o'th' Raſcal, WS 
Ser. Take him to the. on Tame Sontag 
But if he ſcape PE 
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Hub. Let me be ev'n hang d for him, 
Come Sir, I'll tye ye to the leaſh. 

Hemp. Away, Raſcal. | 

Hub. Be not ſo ſtubborn: I ſhall ſwinge ye ſoundly, 
And ye play tricks with me. 5 

Ger. So, now come in, 
But ever have an eye, Sir, to your Priſoner. (me. 

Hub. He muſt blind both mine Eyes, if he get from 

Ger. Go get ſome Victuals, and ſome Drink, ſome good 
For this day we'll keep holy to good Fortune, (Drink; 
Come, and be frolick with us. | 

Hig. You area Stranger, Brother, I pray lead, 
You muſt, you muſt, Brother. - [Exeunt, 


8 EEN E. IV. 


Euter Goſwin and Gertrude. 


Gert. Indeed you're welcome: Ihave heard your ſcape; 
And therefore give her leave, that only loves you, 
Truly and dearly loves you, give her Joy leave 
To bid you welcome: What is't makes you ſad, Man? 
Why do you look fo wild? Is't I offend you? 
Beſhrew my Heart, not willingly. 
Die. No, Gertruds. fl | 
Gert. Is t the delay}of that you long have look'd for, 
A happy Marriage? Now I come to urge it. 
Now when you pleaſe to finiſh it? 
Goſ. No News yet? 
Gert. Do you hear, Sir? 
Go, Yes. 
Gert. Do you love me? 7 
Gof. Have I liv' d 
In all the happineſs Fortune could ſeat me, 
In all Mens fair Opinions? 
Gert. 1 have provided 
APrieſt, that's ready for us. 
| Goſ. And can the Devil, 
In one ten Days; that Devil Chance devour me? 
Gert. We'll fly to what Place you plcaſc. 
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Goſ. No Star proſperous! 


All at a \woop? FOOT 241 
Gert. You do not love me, Gans "BE 
You will not look upon me? 
Goſ. Can Mens Prayers, 
Shot up to Heav'n with ſuch a Zeal as mine are, 
Fall back like lazy Miſts, and never proſper? -» 
Jives I muſt wear, and cold muſt be my Comfort; 
Darkneſs, and want of Meat; alas ſhe weeps too, 
Which is the top of all my Sorrows, Gertrude. 
Gert. No, no, you will not know me ; my poor Beauty, 
Which has been worth your Eyes. 
Goſ. The Time grows on ſtill; 
And like atumbling Wave, Iſce my Ruin 
Come rowling over me. 
Gert. Yet will ye know me? 
Goſ. For a ES thouſand Crowns. 
Gert, Yet will ye love me? 
Tell me but how I have deſery'd your ſighting ? 
Goſ. For a hundred thouſand Crowns? ; 
Gert. Farewel Diſſembler. (me! 
Goſ. Of which I have ſcarce ten: O how it {tarts 
Gert. And may the next you love, hearing my Ruin. 
Goſ. I had forgot my ſelf, O my beſt W | 
Crown of my Joys and Comforts. 
Gert. Sweet, what ails ye? ; 
thought you had been vext with me. 
Goſ. My Mind, Wench, 


My Mind o 'erflow'd with Sorrow, ſunk my Memory. 
Gert. Am I not worthy of the Knowlege of it? 
And cannot I as well affect your Sorrows, + 
As your Delights? You love no other Woman? 
Goſ. No, I protelt. 
Gert. You have no Ships loſt laely?. 
Goſ. None, that I know of. 
Gert. J hope you have ſpilt no Blood, whoſe nscence 
May lay this on your Conſcience. 2s 
_ Goſ. Clear, by Heavn. * . 
Gert. Why "outs you be thus then? 
00, Good Gertrude wk not, | 
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Ev'n by the Love you bear me. 
Gert. I am obedient. 
Goſ. Go in, my fair, 1 will not be long ed ye, 

Nor long I fear me with thee: At my Return 

Diſpoſe me as you pleaſ. 

Gert. The good Gods guide ye. Fi; Exit; 
Goſ.. Now for my ſelf, which is the leaſt 1 . for, 
And when that fals, for Mans worſt F ortune, Pity. a 
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ACT IV. SCENE 1. 


1 Goſwin, ab four Macken 
Geof. WI. Gentlemen, 'tis but a Week more, 1; in- | 


treat you 
But ſeven ſhort Dove Iam not running from ye; 
Nor, if you give me Patience, is it poſſible 
All my Adventures fail; you have Ships abroad 
Endure the beating both of Wind and Weather: 
I am ſure twould vex your Hearts, to be proteſted 
Fe are all fair Merchants. 
1 Mer. Yes, and muſt have fair 1 

There is no living here elſe; one hour's failing 

Fails us of all our Friends, of all our Credits: 

For my part, I would ſtay, but my” wants tell me, 

I muſt wrong others in't. 

Goſ. No mercy in ye! 

2 Mer. "Tis fooliſh to depend on others Macy: 
Keep your ſelf right, and even cut your Cloth, Sir, 
According to your calling; you have liv'd here 

In Lord-like Prodigality, high, and open, 
And now ye find what 'tis: The lib'ral ſpending . „ 
The Summer of your Youth, which you ſhou'd glean in, 

And like the labouring Ant, make uſe and gain of, | 
Has brought this bitter, ſtormy Winter on ye, 
And now you cry. 

3 Mer. Alas, before your Poverty, 
We were no Mens of no Mark, no Endeavour; 3 


You 


* 
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You ſtood alone, took up all Trade, all Buſineſs 
Running through your Hands, ſcarce a Sail at Sea, 

| But loaden with your Goods: We poor weak Pedlers ; 
4 When by your leave, and much intreaty to it, | 
| We cou'd have ſtowage for a little Cloth, 

| Or a few Wines, put off, and thank your Worſhip. 
Lord, how the World's chang'd with ye? Now J hope, 


_ 


W e ſhall have Sea- room. (Sir, 
[ Geof. Is my Miſery 
= Become my Scorn too! Have ye no Humanity? 


No part of Men left? Are all the Bounties in me 
To you, and to the Town, turn'd my Reproaches ? 
1 4 Mer. Well, get your Monies ready: *Tis but two 
5 We ſhall proteſt Je elſe, and ſuddenly, (hours; 
. Gof.. But two Days. ; | 
- 1 24er. Not an Hour, ye know the hazard. [ Exeunt. $ 
Goſ. How ſoon my light's put out! Hard-hearted Bruges ! $3 
Within thy Walls may never honeſt Merchant 1 
Venture his Fortunes more: O my poor Wench too. 3 
i | 1 Eurer Gerrard. 
1 Ger. Good Fortune, Maſter. 
M Goſ. Thou miſtak'ſt me, Clauſe, 
1 Il am not worth thy Bleſſing. ; 
Ger. Still a ſad Man! . 
by Enter Higgen and Prigg, like Porters. 
| No belief, gentle Maſter? Come bring it in then, 
And now believe your Beadſman. 


Goſ. Is this certain? mo 
Or doſt thou work upon my troubled Senſe ? 
Ger. Tis Gold, Sir, | 
Take it and try it. | 
©  Gof. Centainly tis Treaſure; 
Can there be yet this Bleſſing? 
. Ber. Ceaſe your wonder, 6 
| You thall not ſink for ne'er a ſowſt Flap-dragon, 
For ne'er a pickVd Pilcher of em all, Sir. _ | 
Tis there, your full Sum, a hundred thouſand Crowns : 
And good ſweet Maſter, now be merry; pay em, 
Pay the poor pelting Knaves, that know no Goodneſs: 
nd chear your Heart up handſomely. - „ 
. bn Go}. 
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Goſ. Good Clauſe, ts 

How cam'ſt thou by this mighty Sum? if naughtily, 

I muſt not take it of thee, *twill undo me. . 
Ger. Fear not, you have it by as honeſt means 

As though your Father gave it. Sir, you know not 

To what a Maſs, the little we get dai 8 


2 


Mounts in ſeven Vears; we beg it for Heav'ns Charity, 


And to the ſame good we are bound to render it. 
Goſ. What great Security? 4 
Ger. Away with that, Sir,  - 
ere not ye more than all the Men in Brypes ; 
And all the Mony in my Thoughts 
"Goff But good Clanſe, 
I may dye preſently. 
Ger. Then this dies with ye: 
Pay when you can, good Maſter, I'll no Parchments, 
Only this Charity I ſhall entreat you, 5 
Leave me this Ring. Bo 
Goſ. Alas, it is too poor, Clauſe. 
Ger. Tis all I ask, and this withal, that when 
I ſhall deliver this back, you ſhall grant me 
Freely one poor Petition. © 
Goſ. There, I confirm it, Gives the Ring. 
And may my Faith forſake me when I ſhunit 
Ger. Away, your Time draws on. Take up the Mony, 
And follow this young Gentleman, | 
60. Farewel Clauſe, 

And may Oy honeſt Memory live for ever. 
Ger. Heav'n bleſs you, and ftill keep you; farewel, 
Maſter. [ Exeunt. 


* N E II. 6. 

Enter Hubert. IT ot, 

Hub. Thave lock'd my Vouth up cloſe enough for gad- 

In an old Tree, and ſet watch over him. (ding, 

5 Enter Jaculin. Way: 

Now for my Love, for ſure this Wench mult be ſhe, 

She follows me; Come hither, pretty Minche. 
Fac. No, no, you'll kiſs. 


Hub, 
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Hub. So I will. eee ee 5 W 

Jace. dene . re le 
How will ye kiſs me, pray you? „ n 31 

Hub. Thus, ſoft as my Love's Lips. | 

Jac; Ain * 

Hub. What's your Father's Name? 2 

Fac. He's gone to Heavy n. 

Hub. Is it not Gerrard, Sweet? 

Fac, I'II ſtay no longer; 
My Mother's an old Woman, and my Brother 
Was drown'd at Sea, with catching Cockles. O Love! 
O how my Heart melts in me: How thou fir'ſt me! 


Hub. Tiscertain ſhe pray let meſecyour Hand Sweet; : 


Fac, No, no, you'll bite it. ; 

Hub.” Sure I ſhould know that Gymmal! ! 3 

Fac; Tis certain he: I had forgot my Ring too: 
O Hubert! Hubert! | 

Hub. Ha! methought ſhe nam'd me 
Do you know me, Chick? 

Fac. No indeed, I never ſaw ye; 
But methinks you kiſs finely. 

Hub. Kiſs again then, 
By Heav'n tis ſhe. W 

Fac. O what a Joy he 1 me! 

Hub. You are not Minche? 

Fac. Yes, pretty Gentleman, 
And I muſt be marry'd to morrow to a Capper. 

Hub. Muſt ye, my Sweet, and does the Capper love ye? 


* 


Fac. Yes, yes, he'll give me Pie, and look in mine Eyes 
ove: O bleſt Fortune. (thus. 
Hub. How fain ſhe would conceal her ſelf, yet ſhew it! 


*Tis he: *Tis my dear 


Will you love me, and leave that Man? Ill ſerve. 
Fac, O! ſhall loſe my ſelf! 
Hub. I'll wait upon you, 

And make you dainty Noſegays. 
Fac. And where will you ſtick em? 


Hub. Hereinthy Bolom, Sweet, and make a Crown of 
For your fair Head. 1 17 Fan 


Fac. And will you love me deed-law? 
A, With all my Heart. | 
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Fac. Call me to morrow. then, 10 RL 
And we'll have brave cheer, and go to und together: 
Give you good Ev'n, Sir. 

Hub. But one word, fair Minc he. 

Fac. I muſt be gone a Milking. 

Hub. Ye ſhall preſently. . 
Did you never hear of a young Maid called Faculin 4 

Fac. I am diſcover'd; hark in your Ear, I'll tell ye: 
You muſt riot know me, kiſs and be conſtant ever. 

Hub. Heav'n curſe me elſe' tis ſhe, and now Iam certain 
They are all here. Now for my other Project. | Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Goſwin, four Merchants, Higgen, and Pri igg- 


1 Mer. Nay, if *twould do you courteſie. 

Goſ. None at all, Sir : 
Take it, tis yours, there's your ten thouſand for ye, 
Give in my Bills. Your ſixteen. 

3 Mer. Pray be pleas'd, Sir, 
To make a further uſe. 

Goſ. No. ; 

3 Mer. What 1 have, Sir, 

You may command; pray let me be your Servant. 
G. Put your Hats on: I care not for your courteſies, 

They are moſt untimely done, and no truth in em. 
2 Mer. I have a fraught of Pepper. 4 
Ge Rot your Pepper, 

Shall I truſt you again? There's your ſeven thouſand. 
4 Mer. Or if you want fine Sugar, tis but ſending. 
Goſ. No, I can ſend to Barbary, thoſe People 

That never yet new Faith, have nobler freedoms: 

"Theſe carry to Yanlock, and take my Bills in, 

To Peter Zuten theſe: Bring back my Jewels. 

Why are theſe Pieces ? 

Enter Sailor. 
Sail. Health to the noble Merchant, 
The S#ſar is return'd. 
—" Well? 
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Sev'n hours together, with ſix Turkiſp Gallies, 


Comes boring up the wind Captain Yannoke, 


He knew the Boat, ſet in, and fought it bravely: 
Beat all the Gallies off, ſunk three, redeem'd her, 


My Boy, the is thy Wir 
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Sail. Well, and rich, 18 Gt 01 f. PD. 
And now put in. 

Goſ. Heav'n, thou haſt heard my pra 

Sail. The brave Rebeceab too, bound m the Series, 1 
With the next Tide is to put aber. 3 

Goſ. What News o'th' Fly-boat? be 

Sail. If this Wind hold till Midnight, 7M 
She will be here, and wealth) _ farly. 

Goſ. How, prithee, Sailo rl 

Sayl. Thus, rz ſhe had fight, 


And ſhe fought bravely; but at length was boarded 5 
And overlaid with Strength: When preſently 


That valiant Gentleman you redeem'd from Priſon; 


r 


And as a Service to ye ear her home, Sir. 5 
Gof. An honeſt noble Captain, and a thankful; (Sailor. 
There's for thy News: Godrink the Merchant's Health, 
Sail. I thank your Bounty, and Þ']1 do it to aDoit, dr, 
[Exit Sailor. 
I Mer. What Miracles are pour'd upon this Fellow ! 
Goſ. This here,T hope, my Friends, I ſhall SOFT, 
For all your cares to catch-me. 
2 Mer. You may pleaſe, Sir, | 
To think of your poor Servants in Piſptealure, 
Whoſe all they have, Goods, Monies, are at your Service. 
Gof. I thank you, 
When I have need of you 1 tball ache you: 
You are paid, 1 hope. 
All. joy in your good Fortunes, 
Ene Vandunck, ' (home 
Vand. Come, Sir, come take your eaſe, you pat go 
With me, yonder is one weeps and howls, 
Goſ. Alas how does ſne? Bs, 
Land. She will be better ſoon, 1 hops.” 155 
Goſ. Why ſoon, Sir? | (Night, 
Vand. Why when you have her in your Arms, this 


G0. 
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Hub. I muſt not;. 
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: Go. With all my Heart I take her. 
Vand: We have prepar'd, all thy Friends will be there, 


And all my Rooms ſhall ſmoak to ſee the Revel; 


Thou haſt been wrong d, and no more ſhall my Service 
Wait on the Knave her Uncle. I have heard all, 
All his Baits for my Boy, but thou ſhalt have her; 

Haſt thou diſpatch'd thy Buſineſs? 

Goſ. Moſt. 

YVand. By the Maſs, Boy, 


Thou tumbleſt now in Wealth, and I joy in it, 


Thou art the beſt Boy that Bruges ever nouriſh'd. 
Thou haſt been fad, I'Il cheer thee up with Sack, 
And when thou art luſty I'll fling thee to thy Miſtreſs. 
She'll hug thee, Sirrah. at's . 

Fr Go. I ong to ſee it, 

I had forgot you: There's for you, my Friends: 

You had but heavy burthens; commend my Love 


To my beſt Love, all the Love I have 


To honeſt Clauſe, ſhortly Iwill thank him better, ¶ Exit. 
_ Hig. By the Maſs a Royal Merchant, 
Gold by the handful, here will be ſport ſoon, Prigg. 
Prigg. It partly ſeems ſo, and here will I be in a trice. 
Hig. Foo 1 S 5 
Away apace, we are look'd for- 
Prigg. Oh theſe bak' d Meats, 
Methinks I ſmell them hither. 


- 


Hig. Thy Mouth waters. | [ Exeunt. 
co $8: 8; 1V. 


Enter Hubert and Hemskirk. . 


Hemp. Why? tis in thy power to do it, and in mine 


Too reward thee to thy Wiſhes, 


Hub. I dare not, nor I will not. 

Hemp. Gentle Huntſman, 1 
Though thou haſt kept me hard: Though in thy Duty, 
Which is requir'd to do it, th'aſt us d me ſtubbornly; 
I can forgive thee freely. * 

Hub. You the Earl's Servant? 


Hemp. 


— 
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That ſhall Kelerve indeed -· „ 
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Hemp, I ſwear Tam near as 1 own Thoughs to him ny 


Able to do the 
Hub. Come, come, leave your prating. 
Hemp. If thou dar'ſt but try. 
Hub. I thank you heartily, you will be 


The firſt Man that will hang me, a ſweet n 


I cou'd do, but I do not ſay I will, 
To any honeſt Fellow that wou d think on t, 
And be a Benefactor. 

Hemp. If it be not recompenc'd, and to thy own deſires, 
If within theſe ten days I do not make thee 5 
Hub. What, a falſe Knave! | 

Hemp. Prithee, prithee conceive me rightly, any thing 
Of Profit or of Place that may advance thee. 

Hub. Why what a Gooſecap wou'dft thou make me, 
Do not I know that Men in MiGry will promiſe 
Any thing, more than their Lives can reach at? 

Hemp. Believe me, Huntſman, - 

There ſhall not one ſhort Syllable - 
That comes from me, paſs 
Without its full Performance. «> 

Hub. Say you ſo, Sir: | 
Have ye e' er a good Place for my uality ? 

Hemp. A thouſand Chaſes, Foreſts, Parks: 3 I make thes 
Chief Ranger over all the Ne | 

Hub. When? } | 
Hemp: Preſently. _- | - too? 
Hub. This may provoke me: And yet to Provea Kore 
Hemp. Tis to prove honeſt: Tis to do good Service, 
Service for him thou art ſworn to, for thy Prince, 
Then for thy {elf that good; what Fool would live ey 
Poor, and in Miſery, ſubject to all Dangers, 
Law, and lewd People, can inflict, when bravely 


And to himſelf he may be Law and Credit? 


Hub. Shall I believe thee? 

Hemp. As that thou holdſt moſt 22 5 

Hub. Ye may play Tricks. 

Hemp. Then let me never live more. 

Hub. Then you ſhall ſec, Sir, 1 ts do a Ser vice 


H om. 
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Hemp. Tis well ſaid, Huntſman, 

And thou ſhalt be well thought of. (meer nothing, 
Hub. Iwill do it: Tis not your ſetting free, for that's 

But ſuch a Service, if the Earl be noble, 3 


He ſhall for ever love me. 
Hemp. What is't, Huntſman? 


E Hub. Do you know any of theſe People live here? 
1 Hemp. No. | 


Hub. You are a Fool then: Here be thoſe, to have 'em, 
[ know the Earl ſo well, would make him caper. 
Hemp. Any of the old Lords that rebel'd ? 
4 Hub. Peace, all, 5 
I know em ev'ry one, and can betray 'em. 
E Hemp. But wilt thoa do this Service? 
Hub. If you'll keep A 
Your Faith, and free word to me. 
= Hemp. Wilt thou ſwear me? 5 
Hub. No, no, I will believe ye: More than that too, 
= Here's the right Heir. | 0 
3 Hemp. O honeſt, honeſt Huntſman! (ter, 
Hub. Now, how to get theſe Gallants, there's the mat- 
You will be conſtant, tis no work for me elſe. 
Hemp. Will the Sun ſhine again? 
Hub. The way to get 'em. 
Hemp. Propound it, and it ſhall be done. 
Hub. No Slight . | 
For they are deviliſh crafty, it concerns em: 
Nor Reconcilement, for they dare not truſt neither, 
Muſt do this trick. | | 
Flame: By Force? 
Hub. Ay, that muſt do it. | 
And with the Perſon of the Earl himſelf, 
Authority, and mighty, muſt-come on 'em: 
Or elſe in vain: And thus 1 would have ye do it. (em, 
To Morrow Night be here: A hundred Men will bear 
(So he be there, for he's both wile and valiant, 
And with his Terror will ſtrike dead their Forces) 
The hour be Twelve a Clock, now for a Guide 
To draw ye without danger on theſe Perſons, 
The Woods being thick, and hard to hit, my (clf 
Vo „ | . With 
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With ſome few with me, made unto our purpoſe, 
Beyond the W ood, upon the Plain, will wait ye 
By the great Oak. 1 
Hemp. I know it: Keep thy Faith, Huntſman, 

And ſuch a ſhow'r of Wealth 

Hub. I warrant ye: 
Miſs nothing that I tell ye. 

6 Hemp. No. 

Hub. Farewell; 
You have your Liberty, now uſe it wiſely; PN 
And keep your hour, go cloſer about the Wood there, 


a 


For fear they ſpy you. WM 
Hemp. Well F = 
Hub. And bring no noiſe with ye. 1 
Zlemp. All ſhall be done to th' purpoſe: Farewel Hunt 

man. WR Rh 8 LExeynt. 

Enter Gerrard, Higgen, Prigg, Ginks, Snap, and Ferret. 
Ger. Now, what's the News in Town? * 

_ - Gmiks, No News, but joy, Sirz  _ = | 
Every Man wooing of the noble Merchant, E 
. Who has his hearty Commendations to ye. 

Fer. Yes this is News, this Night he's to be married. 

Ginks, By th' Maſs that's true, he marrics Yandunk's 

The dainty black-cy'd Bell. Daughter, 
Hig. 1 would my Clapper 

Hung in his Baldrick, ah what a Peal could I ring? 
Ger. Marry'd? 

_ Ginks, Tis very true, Sir. O the Pics, 

The piping-hot Mirce-pies! 2 
Prigg. O the Plum-pottage ! (Limb, Boys, 
Hig. For one Leg of a Gooſe now would I venture a 

I love a fat Gooſe, as I love Allegiance, _ 

And— upon the Boors, too well they know it, 

And therefore ſtarve their Poultry. | 

| Ger. To be married . 

To Vandunt's Daughter? | 
Hg., O this precious Merchant: . 

What ſport he will have? But hark you, Brother Prig, 

Shall we do nothing in the foreſaid Wedding? 

There's Mony to be got, and Meat, I take it, 


W hat think ye of a Moriſe? rig. 
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Pig. No, by no means, 
That goes no further than the Street, there leaves us; 
Now we mutt think of ſomething that muſt draw us 
Into the Bowels of it, into th' Buttery, 
Into the Kitchin, into the Cellar, ſomething 
That that old drunken Burgo-maſter loves, 
What think ye of a Waſlel: 

Fig. I think worthily: 5 

Prig. And very fit it ſhould be, thou, and Ferret, 
And Gina to ſing the Song: I for the Structure, 


W hich is the Bowl. 
"= Hg. Which muſt be up- ſey Engliſb, j 
Strong, luſty London Beer; let's think more of it. 
| Ger. He muſt not marry. 


= Enter Hubert. 
3 Hub. By your leave in private, 
One word, Sir, with ye; Gerrard: Do not ſtart me; 
I know ye, and he knows ye, that beſt loves ye: 
Hubert ſpeaks to ye, and you mult be Gerrard. 
The time invites you to it. | 
Ger. Make no ſhow then, 
Jam glad to ſee ye, Sir; and I am Gerrard. 
How ſtand Affairs? 
Hub. Fair, if ye dare now follow. 
Hempskirke 1 have let go, and theſe my caules, 
PII tell ye privatcly, and how I have wrought him, 
Aad then to prove me honeſt to my Friends, 
Look upon theſe Directions, you have ſeen his. 
ig. Then will I ſpeak a Speech; and a brave Speech 
In praiſe of Merchants; where's the Ape? 
Prig. Take him, | 
A gowty Bear-ward ſtole him the other Day. | 
Hig. May his Bears worry him, that Ape had paid it; 
W hatdainty tricks? ----- O that burfen Bear-ward: 
In his French Doublet, with his bliſter'd Bullions, 
In a long ſtock ty'd up ; O how dainiily - 
Wou'd I have made him wait, and ſhift a Trencher, 
Carry a Cup of Wine? ten thouſand Stinkks 
Wait on thy mangy hide; thou lowzy Bear-ward, 
Ger. Tis paſſing well, I both believe and joy in't, 


We are horrible out of Meat. 
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And will be ready: Keep you here the mean while, 
And keep in, I muſt a while forſake ye. 


e 


Upon mine Anger no Man ſtir, this two hours. 


Hig. Not to the Wedding, Sir? 
Ger, Not any whither. 
Hig.The Wedding mult be ſeen 


„Sir; we want Meat too. 


Prig. Shall it be ſpoken, ' WE: 
Fat Capons ſhak'd their Tails at's in Defiance? 
And Turkey Tombs ſuch honourable Monuments, 


Shall Piggs, Sir, that the Parſon's ſelf would envy, 
And dainty Ducks 


Ger. Not a word more, obey me. [ Exit Ger. 
Hig. Why then comedoleful Death, this is flat Tyranny, 


And by this Hand —— | 


Hub. W hat? 

Hig. Vl go ſleep upon't. Exit Hig. 

Prig. Nay, and there be a Wedding, and we wanting, 
Fare wel our happy Days: We do obey, Sir. | Exeunt. 


SCENE-YV. 
Enter two young Merchants, 


I Mer. Well met, Sir, you are for this luſty Wedding. 
2 Mer. T am ſo, fo are you, I take it. 
A076: 


And it much glads me, that to do him ſervice 


Whois the honour of our Trade, and Luſtre, 


We meet thus happily. 
2 Mer. He's a noble Fellow, 
And well becomes a Bride of ſuch a Beauty. 


* 


1 Mer. dhe is paſſing fair indeed; long may their Loves 


Continue like their Youths, in ſpring of Sweetneſs, 


All the young Merchants will be here 
No doubt ont. | ; 
For he that comes nat to attend this Wedding, 
Jhe curſe of a molt blind one fall upon bim, 
A lcud Wife, and a lazy. Here's Yanlock. 
a Euter Vanlock and Frances. 
Vault. Well overtaken Gentlemen: Save ye. 15 
| | | r Aer, 
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1 Mor. The ſame to you, Sir; ſave ye fair Miſtreſs Frances, 
I would this happy Night might make you bluſh too. 
Vanl. She dreams apacc. 
Fran. That's but a drowſie Fortune. 
2 Mer. Nay take us with ye too; we come to that end, 
I am ſure ye are for the Wedding. 
Vanl. Hand and Heart, Man: 
And what their Feet can do, I cou d have tript it 
Before this worſon Gout. 
Enter Clauſe. | 
Cla. Bleſs ye Maſters. (Maſter, 
Vanl. Clauſe? how now Clauſe? thou art come to ſee thy 
And a good Maſter he is to all poor People, 
In all his Joy, tis honeſtly done of thee. 
Cla. Long may he live, Sir, but my buſineſs now 18 
If you wou "I pleaſe to do it, and to him too. 95 
Enter Goſwin. | 
Vanl. He's here himſelf. 
Goſ. Stand at the Door, my Friends? 
I pray walk in: Welcome fair Miſtreſs France, 
Sce what the Houſe affords, there's a young Lady 
Will bid you welcome. 
Vanl. We joy your Happineſs. e 
Goſ. J hope it will be ſo: Claufe, nobly welcome, 
My honeſt, my beſt Friend, 1 have been careful 
To ſee thy Monies — 
Cla. Sir, that brought not me, 
Do you know this Ring again? 
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Goſ. Thou hadſt it of me. ; 
Cla. And do you well remember yet, the boon you 
Upon the return of this? (gave me 


Goj. Yes, and I grant it, 
Be it what it will: Ask what thou canſt, I'll do it; 
Within my pow'r. | 

Cla. Ye are not married yer? 

Goſ. No. 

Clz. Faith I ſhall ask you: that that will diſturb yes. ; 
Bos p 2 put ye to your Promiſc. 
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For Beauty, and fair Virtue, Europe has not. 8 
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la. Well ſaid Maſter, | 
And yet it grieves me too: And yet it muſt be, 
6. Prethee diſtruſt me not. 
Ca. You mult not marry, 
That s part of the pow r you gave me; which to make up, 
You mult preſently depart, and follow me. 
Goſ. Not marry, Clauſe? 
Cla. Not if you keep your Promiſe, 
And give me pow'r to 4 
Goſ. Pre'thee think better, 
I wiil obey, by Heav'n. 
Ca. I have thought the beſt, Sir. 5 
Goſ. Give me thy Reaſon, doiſt thou fear her Honeſty ? 
Cla. Chaſte as the Ice, for any thing I know, Sir. 
G {. Why ſhould ſt thou light on that then? to what 
Cla, 1 muſt not now diſcover. ( purpoſe? 
Goſ. Muſt not marry ? 
Shall | break now when my poor Heart is pawn'd? 
When all the Preparatton? 
Cla. Now or never. (tight me. 
Goſ. Come, tis not that thou would'ſt: Thou do'ſt but 
Cla. Upon my Soul it is, Sir, and I bind ye. 
\ Geſ. Clauſe, can'it thou be ſo cruel ? | 
Cla. You may break, Sir, 
But never more in my Thoughts appear honeſt, 
Goſ, Didſt ever ſee her? | 
Ela. No. 4:1 
Gof. She is ſuch a 7 RAY 999 
O Clauſe, ſhe is ſuch a Wonder, ſuch a Mirror, 1 
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Why-haſt thou made me happy, to undo me? . 
But look upon her; then if thy Heart relent not, . 
PII quit her preſently : Who waits there? | bb: 
Ser. ¶ within] Sir. 3 
Goſ. Bid my fair Lovecome hither and the Company. 
Prethee bs good unto me; take a Man's Heart 
And look upon her truly: Take a Friend's Heart 
And feel =_ Miſery muſt follow. this. 
Cla. Take 25 a noble Heart and keep your Promiſe; 
| forſook all 1 had, to make you happy: 


Enter 
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Enter Gertrude, Vandunk, and tbe Merchants. 
Can that thing, call'd a Woman, ſtop your Goodneſs? 

Goſ. Look there ſhe is, deal with me as thou wilt now, 
Did'ſt ever ſee a fairer? RITA 

Cla. She is molt goodly. 

Goſ. Pray ye ſtand ſtill. 

Gert. What ails my Love? 
Goſ. Didſt thou ever, | 


By the fair light of Heav'n, behold a ſweerer? 


O that thou knew'ſt but Love, or ever felt him, 
Look well, look narrowly upon her Beauties. 
1 Mer. Sure h'as ſome ſtrange deſign in hand, he ſtarts ſo. 
2 Mer. This Beggar has a ſtrong Pow'r over his Plcaſure. 
- Goſ. View all her Body. 
Cla. Tis exact and excellent. 
Goſ. Is ſhe a thing then to be loſt thus lightly ? 
Her Mind is ten times ſweeter, ten times nobler, 
And but to hear her ſpeak, a Paradiſe ; 
And ſuch a Love ſhe bears to me, a chaſte Love, 
A virtuous, fair, and fruitful Love: *Tis now too 
I am ready to enjoy it; the Prieſt ready, Clare, 
To ſay the Holy Words ſhall make us happy 
This is a Cruelty beyond Man's Study, 
All theſe are ready, all our Joys are ready, 
And all the Expectation of our Friends, 
* F'will be her Death to do it. 
Cla. Let her dye then. 
Goſ. Thou canſt not: Tis impoſſible, | 
Ce. it ma be. (Clauſe, 
Goſ. Twill kill me too, 'twill murder me; by Heav'n, 
I'll give thee half I have; come thou ſhalt ſave me. 
Cla. Then you muſt go with me; I can ſtay no longer, 
If ye be true and noble. Fs 
(25. Hard Heart, I'll follow: | 
Pray ye all goin again, and pray be merry, 


1 havea weighty buſineſs, give my Cloak there, 


Enter Servant, with a Cloak. + 
Concerns my Life and State, (make no Enquiry,) 
This preſent hour befaln me: With the ſooneſt 
I ſhall be here again: Nay pray go in, Sir, 


— 
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And take them with you, 'tis but a Night loſt, Gentemen. 
Yand. Come, come in, we will not leſe our Meat yet, 
Nor our good Mirth, he cannot ſtay long from her, 
I am ſure of that. Exit. 
650 / I will not ſtay; believe, Sir. 
Gertrude, a word with you. 
Gert. Why is this ftop, Sir? 
Goſ. 1 have no more time left me, but to kiſs thee, 
And tell thee this, Iam ever thine : Farewel Wench. Exit. 
Gert. Andisthat all your Ceremony? Is this a Wedding ? 
Are allmy Hopes and Prayers turn'd to nothing ? 
Well, I will fay no more, nor ſigh, nor ſorrow ; 
Till to thy Face I prove thee falſe. . Ah me! | Exiz. 


r 


* 


"> F.0d ( ͤ 
Enter Gertrude, and @ Boor. make 


Gert. J Ead, if thou thinkſt we are right: why doſt thou 
Theſe often ſtands? thou ſaidſt thou knewſt the 
way. „ e wurd. 
Boor. Fear nothing, I do know it: Would 'twere homc- 
Gert. Wrought from me by a Beggar? at the time 
That moſt ſhou'd rye him? *tis ſome other Love 
That hath a more command on his Affections, 
And he that fetcht him, a diſguiſed Agent, 
Not what he perſonated; for his Faſhion - 
Was more familiar with him, and more pow'rful 
Than one that ask'd an Alms; I muſt find out 
One, if not both: Kind Darkneſs be my ſhrowd, 
And cover Love's too curivus ſearch in me, 
For yet, Suſpicion, I wou'd not name thee. | 
Boor. Miſtreſs, it grows ſomewhat pretty and dark. 


— 


Gert. What then? 1 
Boor. Nay, nothing; do not think I am afraid, 
Although pexbaps you are. | ; 
Gert. Fam not: Forward. e 
Boor. Sure but you arc? give me your Hand, fear nothing . 
There's one Leg in the Wood, do not pull me backward: 
What a ſweat one ons are in, you or I? 
Fray God it do not prove the Plague; yet ſure 


1 


* 


| Beggars Buſh. . 681 
It has infected me; for I ſweat too, 

It runs out at my Knees, feel, feel, I pray you. 

= Gert. What ails the Fellow ? 

1 Boor. Hark, hark, I beſeech you, 

41 Do you hear nothing? 


9 Gert. No. 
= Boor. Liſt: A wild Hog, 
Ne grunts: now tis a Bear: this Wood is full of'em, 
And now, a Wolf, Miſtreſs, a Wolf, a Wolf, 
It is the howling ofa Wolff. 
— CGerz. The braying of an Als, is it not? 
1 Boor. Oh, now one has me; 
Oh my left Haunch, farewel. 
Gert. Look to your Shanks, 
Z Your Breech is ſafe enough, the Wolf's a Fern-brake. 
Boor. But ſee, ſee, ſee, there is a Serpent in it; 
It has Eyes as broad as Platters ; it ſpits Fire; 
No it creeps towards us, help me to ſay my Prayers: 
It hath ſwallow'd me almoſt, my Breath is ſtopt ; 
Ils cannot ſpeak: Dol ſpeak, Miſtreſs? tell me. 
Gert, Why, thou ſtrange timorous Sot, canſt thou per- 
Any thing ith' Buſh but a poor Glo- worm? (ceive 
Boor. It may be 'tis but a Glo- worm now, but 'twill 
Grow to a Fire-drake preſently. 
Gert. Come thou from it: . 
I have a precious Guide of you, and a courteous, | 
That gives me leave to lead my ſelf the way thus. P 
Boor. It thunders, you hear that now? 5 
Gerr. I hear one hollow. 
Boor. Tis Thunder, Thunder: | 
See, a Flaſh of Lightning: 
Are you not blaſted, Mitireſs? pull your Mask off, 
Ic has plaid the Barber with me here: I have loſt 
My Beard, my Beard, pray God you be not ſhaven, 
*T will ſpoil your Marriage, Miſtreſs. e 
Gert. What ſtrange Wonders 
Fear fancies in a Coward! ! 
Boor. Now the Earth opens. 
Gert. Prethee hold thy peace. 
Boor. Will you on then? 


Gert 


Where my Fate leads me, I muſt go. 


The Hunts-man that did hollow us. 


* 
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Gert. Both Love and Jealouſie have made me bold, 


68.2 


= 


Boor. God be with you then. 


Enter Wolfort, Hempskirke, and Attendants. 


Exit. 


Hemp. It was the Fellow ſure, he that ſhould guide me, 


\ 


Vol. Beſt make a ſtand, 
And liſten to his next: Ha! 
Hemp. Who goes there! 
Boor. Miſtreſs, I am taken. 
Hemp. Miſtreſs? Look forth Soldiers. 
Wol. What are you, Sirrah ? 
Boor, Truly all is left 


Of a poor Boor, by Day-light, by Night no Body; 


You, might have ſpar'd your Drum, and Guns, and Pikes 


For I am none that will ſtand out Sir, I. 
You may take me in with a walking Stick, 


(too 


Ev'n when you pleaſe, and hold me with a Packthread. 


Hemp. What Woman was't you call'd to? 
Boor. Woman! None, Sir. . 
Wol. None! Did you not name Miſtreſs? 
Boor. Ves, but ſhe's .. 1 8 5 


No Woman yet: She ſhould have been this Night, 


But that a Beggar ſtole away her Bridegroom, 


Whom we were going to make Hue and Cry after 
I tell you true Sir, ſhe thou'd ha” been married to Day; 


And was the Bride and all; but in came Clauſe, 
The old lame Beggar, and whips up Mr. Goſwin 
Under his Arm; away with him as a Kite, - 
Or an old Fox would ſwoop away a Golling. 
Hemp. Tis ſhe, *tis ſhe, 'tis ſhe; Neice ? 
Gert. Ha! EW | 
Hemp. She Sir, 
This was a noble entrance to your Fortune, 
That being on the Point thus to be married, 
Upon her Venture here, you ſhould ſurpriſe her. 
Wol. I begin, Hempskirke, to believe my Fate 
Works to my Ends. | 
Hemp. Yes Sir, and this adds Truſt 


' Unto the Fellow our Guide, who aſſur'd me Fiore 


Z 
Liv'd 


El 
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Liv'd in ſome Merchants ſhape, as Gerrard did 
P the old Eeggars, and that he would uſe 
Him for the Train, to call the other torthz (again 
All which we find is done That's he again Holla 
Wo]. Good, we ſent out to meet him. 
Hemp. Here's the Oak. 
Gert. I am miſerably loſt, thus faln _ 
Into my Uncle's Hands from all my Hopes, 
Can I not think away my felt and dye? | 
Enter Hubert, Higgen, Prigg, Ferret, Snap and Ginks, 
lite Boors. 
Hub. like your Habits well: They are ſafe, ſtand cloſe. 
Hig. But what's the Action we arc for now? Ha: 
Robbing a Ripper of his Fiſh. 
5 Prigg. Or taking 
3 A Poulterer Priſoner, without Ranſom, Bullies? 
- Hig. Or cutting off a Convoy of Butter? 
Frier. Or ſurprizinga Boor's ken, for granting Cheats! 
1 Prigg. Or Cackling Cheats? 
7 Hig. Or Margery-praters, Rogers, 
Pl And Tibs o' th' Buttery? _ 
Prigg. OI cou'd drive a Regiment 
i Of Geeſe afore me, ſuch a Night as this, 
>» Ten Leagues with my Hat and Staff, and not a Hiſs 
"= Heard, nor a wing of my Troops diſordered. 
3 Fig. Tell us, 
If it be milling of a lag of Duds, 
The fetching of a back of Cloaths or ſo; 
We are horribly out of Linnen. 
Hub. No ſuch matter. 
Hig. Let me alone with the Farmer's Dog, 
. If you have a mind to the Cheeſe- loft; *ris but thus, 
. And he is a ſilenc'd Maſtiff, during Pleaſure. 
. Hub. Would it would pleaſe you to be filent. 
3 Hig. Mum. Wol. Who's there? | 
Hub. A Friend, the Huntſman. 
Hemp; O tis he, 
Hub. I have kept touch, Sir; which is the Earl of theſe ? 
Will he know a Man now? | 
Hemp. This my Lord's the Friend, 
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Lording, 0 
I know how to pitch my Toils, drive in my Game: 


A Beggars Buſs. 


 Hath undertook the Service. 


Hub. If't be worth wn 
His i Thanks anon, when 'tis done, 
III look for't, a rude Wood-man, 


And I havedon't, both Florez and his Father 


Old Gerrard, with Lord Arnold of Benthuiſen, 


Cozen, and Faculin, young Flores Siſter : 


Y have 'em all. 


Wol. Thou ſpeaKſt too much, too happy, 


To carry Faith with it. 
Hub. I can bring you 


Where you ſhall ſee, and find 'em. 
ol. We will double I | 
What ever Hempskirkethen hath promis'd thee. 


Hub. And I'll deſerve it treble : What Horſe h 
Mol. A hundred. That's well: Ready to take 


Upon ſurprize of em. 
Hemp. Yes. Hub. Divide then 
Your force into five Squadrons; for there are 


So many out-lets, ways through the Wood 


That iſſue from the place where they are lodg'd: 
Five ſeveral ways, of all which Paſſages 

We muſt poſſeſs, our (elves, to round'em in; 
For by one ſtarting Hole they'll all eſcape elſe : 

IT and four Boors here to me will be Guides, 
The Squadron where you are, my ſelf will lead: 
And that they may be more ſecure, Il uſe 


My wonted W hoops, and Hollows, asI were 


A hunting for 'em; which will make them reſt 
Careleſs of any Noiſe, and be a Direction 
To the other Guides, how we approack'em ſtill. 


Mol. *Tis order'd well, and reliſheth the Soldier 
Make the Diviſion, Hempskirke; you are my Charge, 


Fair One, I'll look to you. 
Boor. Shall no body necd _ ö 


To look to me? VIl look unto my ſelf. 


Hub. Tis but this, remember. 
Hig. Say, *tis done, Boy, 


« 


% 


2 [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 


| Enter Gerrard and Florez. 


Ger. By this time, Sir, I hope you want no Reaſons 
Why broke off your Marriage; for though I 
Shou'd as a Subject ſtudy you my Prince 
In things indifferent, it will not therefore 
Diſcredit you, to acknowlege me your Father, 


By harkning to my neceflary Counſels. 


Flo. Acknowlege youmy Father? Sir I do, 
And may Impiety, conſpiring with 
My other Sins, {ink me, and ſuddenly, 
When ! forget to pay you a Son's Duty 


In my Obedience, and that help'd forth 


With all the cheerfulneſs. . 
Ger. I pray you riſe, 
And may thoſe Powers that ſee and love this in you, 
Reward you for it: Taught by your Example, 
Having receiv'd the Rights due to a Father, 
I tender you the Allegiance of a Subject: 
Which as my Prince accept of. 
Flo, Kneel to me? : | 
May Mountains firſt fall down beneath their Valleys, 
And Fire no more mount upwards, when I ſuffer 
An act in Nature ſo prepoſterous 
I muſt o'ercome in this, in all things elſe 
The victory be yours: Cou'd you here read me, 
You ſhou'd perceive how all my Faculties 
Triumph in my bleſt Fate, to be found yours; 
I ay your Son, your Son, Sir, and am prouder 
To be ſo, to the Father to ſuch Goodneſs, 
W hich Heay'n be pleas'd I may inherit from you, 


7 


Than I ſhall ever of thoſe ſpecious Titles 


That plead for my Succeſſion in the Earldom 
(Did 1 poſſeſs it now) left by my Mother. 
Ger. I do believe it: But 5 
Flo. O my lov'd Father, 
Before I knew you were ſo, by Inſtinct, 
| | Nature 
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Of ſome Religious Debt, Nature ſtood bound for; 


In my low ebb of Fortune, had brought in 


Ws 


| Uſe your Authority. 
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Nature had taught me, to look on your wants, 
Not as a Stranger's: And I know not how, 
What you call'd Charity, I thought the Payment 
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And laſt of all, when your magnificent Bounty 
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A flood of Bleſſings, though my threatning Wants by 
And fear of their Effects, ſtill kept me ſtupid, 
I ſoon found out, it was no common Pity _ 
Thar led you to it. | | g 

Ger. Think of this hereafter, | 
When we with joy may call it to Remembrancez 
There will be a time, more opportune than now, 
To end our Story, with all Circumſtances, 
I add this only: When we fled from Molfort = 
I ſent you into England, and there plac'd you 1 
With a brave Flanders Merchant, call'd rich Goſwing 
A Man ſupplied by me unto that purpoſe, | 
As bound by Oath never to diſcover you, 
Who dying, left his Name and Wealth unto you 
As his reputed Son, and yet receiv'd fo ; 
But now, as Florez, and a Prince, remember 
The Countries, and the Subjects general Good 
Muſt challenge the firſt part in your Affection: 
The fair Maid, whom you choſe to be your Wife, 
Being ſo far beneath you, that your Love oF 
Muſt grant ſhe's not your Equal. F 

Flo. In Deſcent | 5 
Or borrow'd Glories from dead Anceſtors, 
But for her Beauty, Chaſtity, and all Virtues 
Ever remembred in the beſt of Women, 
A Monarch might receive from her, not give, 
Though ſhe were his Crown's purchaſe z in this only 
Be an indulgent Father: In all elſe | 
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Enter Hubert, Hempskirke, Wolfort, Bertha, = 
po es and Soldiers. ig 
Hub. Sir, here be two of em, | 

The Father and the Son; the reſt you ſhall have 

As faſt as I can rouze the. 


Ger. 


1 
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Ger. Who's this? Wolfort ? 


Mol. Ay Cripple, your feigned Cratches will not help 
Nor patch'd Difguife that hath gr; Soar gle you, 
It's now no halting: I muft here find Gerrard, 
And in this Merchant's Habit one call'd Florez, 
W ho would be an Earl. | 
Ger. And is, wert thou a Subject. 
Flo. Is this that Traitor Wolfort? 
Mol. Yes, but you 
Are they that are betray'd: Hempskirke. 
"4 Ber. My Goſwr: <p 
X Turn'dPrince? O lam poorer by this Greatneſs, 
X Thanall my former Jealouſies or Misfortunes. 
1 Flo. Gertrude? | | 
8 Wol, Stay Sir, you were to day too near her, 
4 You muſt no more aim at thoſe eaſie Acceſſes, 
Leſt you can do't in Air, without a Head, 
Which ſhall be ſuddenly try'd. 
1 Ber. O take my Heart, firſt, 
1 And ſince I cannot hope now to enjoy him, 
Let me but fall a part of his glad Ranſom. 
Mol. You know not your own value, that entreat. 
—_ Ger. So proud a Fiend as Wolforr. 
TH Wol. For fo loſt 
1h A thing as Flores. 
Vio. And that wou'd be ſo, 
Rather than ſhe ſhould ſtoop again to thee; 
0 There is no Death, but's ſweeter than all Life, 
When Volfort is to give it. O my Gertrude, 
It is not that, nor Princedom that I go from, 
It is from thee, that loſs includeth all. (ſay ſo, 
Wol. Ay, if my young Prince knew his loſs, he wou'd 
Which that he yet may chew on, I will tell him 
This is no Gertrude, nor no Hempsk:rke's Neice, 
Nor Yandunk's Daughter: This is Bertha, Bertha, 
The Heir of Brabant, ſhe that caus'd the War, 
Whom ] did ſteal, during my Treaty there, 
In your Minority, to raiſe my ſelf; 
I then fore-ſecing *twou'd beget a Quarrel, 
That, a neceſſity of my Employment, 
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The Aſſay of theſe my ſelf. 


I hope he has helpt himſelf to a Tree. 
The firſt of any, and moſt glad I have you, Sir: 
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The ſame Employment, make me. Maſter of Strength, 
That Strength, the Lord of Flanders, fo of Brabant, 
By marrying her: Which had not been to do, Sir, 
She come of Years, but that the Expectation 
Firſt of her Father's Death, retarded it, 
And fince the ſtanding out of Bruges, where 
Hempskirke had hid her, till ſhe was near loſt: 
But Sir, we have recover'd her: Your Merchantſhip 
May break, for this was one of your beſt Bottoms, 
I think. 5 
Ger. Inſolent Devil! . 
Enter Hubert, with Jaculin, Ginks, and Coſtin. = 
Mol. Who are theſe, Hempskirke? 3 
Hemp. More, more, Sir. | 1 
Flo. How they triumph in their Treachery! 
Hemp. Lord Arnold of Bent biin, this Lord Cyſtin, 
This Jaculin the Siſter unto Flores. (Royal, 
Mol. All found? Why here's brave Game, this was Sport 
And puts me in thought of a new kind of Death for em. 
Huntſ-man, your Horn: Firſt wind me Flores Fall, 
Next Gerrard's, then his Daughter Faculin's, 
Thoſe Raſcals, they ſhall dic without their Rights: 
Hang 'em Hempsk:rke on theſe Trees; I'll take 


Hub. Not here, my Lord, 
Let*em be broken up upon a Scaffold, 
*T will thew the better when their Arbour's made. 
Ger. Wretch, art thou not content thou haſt betray'd 1 
But mock us too? - (us, 
Ginks. Falſe Hubert, this is monſtrous. | We; 
Mol. Hubert? Hemp. Who, this? = 
Ger. Yes this is Hubert, Wolfort, | El 


Wol. The firſt, 


let you go before, hut for a Train; 

Is't you have done this ſervice? . 
Hub. As your Huntſ-man; - 

But now as Hubert; ſave your ſelves, I Will, 

The Wolf's afoor, let flip kill, kill, kill, kill. PTR 
| ater 
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Enter Sh a Drum Vandunk, Merchants, Hic 88en, 
Prigg, Ferret, and Snap. 

Wol. Betray'd ? 

Hub. No, but well catch'd : And 1 the Shanna | 
Vand. How do you Wolfort? Raſcal, good Knave l- 
I ſpeak it now without the Roſe; and Hempskirke, (fort, 
Rogue Hemps&irke, you that have no Neice, this Lady 
Was ſtoln by you, and ta'en by you, and now 
Reſign d by me, to the right Owner here: 

Take her, my Prince. 

Flo. Can this be poſſible, 
Welcom my Love, my ſweet, my worthy Love. (and thank 
V and. I ha' giv'n you her twice: now keep her better, 

Lord Hubert, that came to me in Gerrard's name, 

And got me out, with my brave Boys, to march 
Like Cæſar, when he bred his Commentaries, 

So I, to breed my Chronicle, came forth 
Ceſar V andutk, & veni, vidi, vici. 

Give me my Bottle, and ſet down the Drum; 

You had your Tricks, Sir, had you ? we ha tricks too, 
.You ſtole the Lady ? 2 

Hig. And we led your Squadrons, * (bles, 

Where they ha' ſcratch'd their Leggsalitle with Bram- 

If not their Faces. 

Prigg. Yes, and run their Heads 
Againſt Trees, 

Hig. 'Tis Captain Prigg, Sir. - 

Prigg. And Colonel Higgen. 0 

Hig. We have fill'd a Pit with your People; ne with 
Some with Arins broken and a Neck-o or W W ( Legge 
I think be looſe. 3 

Prigg. The reſt too; that eſcap % 

Are not yet out o the Briars. 
Hig. And your Hor ſes, Sir; 
Are well ſet up in Bruges all by 115 time: 
You look as you were not well, Sir, and wou'd be 
Shortly let Blood ; do you want a A 

Vand. A Halter. 

Ger. Twas like your ſelf, 3 1 noble Hubert. 
 Canft thou behold theſe Mirrots all together, 2 
VOL. II. P | Of . 
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Of thy Jong, falſe, and bloody Uſurpation; 


And laughing in thom 4 yes they were brave Snares. 


And not for Wolj 
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Thy 6 Profcription, and freſn Treaſon z 

And nor ſo ſee thy ſelf, as to fall down | 

And — force a Grave, with thine own Guilt, 

As deep as Hell, to cover thee and it? (me; 
Wol. No, * ſtand, and praiſe the Toyles that took 


Flo. Twere truer n if thou durſt repent 
The Wrongs ch' haſt done, and lye. * 
Wol.. Who, I 5. 54 


And ſay J am ſorr ? yes, tis the Fool's Language, 


_ why af thou art a Devil, 
And ſpeakft his Language; oh that 1 had my ing, 
Under this row of Trees now would 1 ing bags 
Flo. No, let him live, until he can repent, 
Fut bamih'd from our State, that is thy doom. (okirke 
Vand. Then hang his worthy 8 here, this Homy: 
For profit of th Example. 
2 No let him | "9 
Enjoy his ſhame too, with his 1 Lifez 
To ſhew how much our Innocence contemns ; 
All practice from the guiltieſt, to * us. 
Vand. A noble Prince. 
Ger. Sir, you muſt help to join 
A pair of Hands, as they have done of Hearts here, 
And to their Loves with joy. 
Flo. As to mine own, 
My gracious Siſter, worthieſt 8 
Vand. Vil go afore, and have the Bon- fire made, 


My Fire-works, and Elap-dragons, and good Backrack, 


With a peck of little Fiſhes, to drink down 
in healths to this Day. 
Hig. Slight, here be changes, 
The Bel's ha' not ſo many, nora dance, Prigg. 
Prigg. Our Comrany's owe horrible thin by it. 
W hat think you, Ferret? 
Fer. Marry I do think, 11 0b. 
That we might all be Lords nowo if we cou'd ſtand for t. 
Hg. Not if "hoy ſhould _ it: T1 diſlodge pa 8 
emove 
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Some ſafer Shelter, in ſome other Climate, 


Beggars Buſh. 691 
Remove the Buſh to another Climate. 

Ger. Sir, you mult thank this worthy Burgomaſter. 
Here be Friends ask to be look'd on too, idk te 
And thank'd, who though their Trade and courſe of Life- 
Be not ſo perfect, but it may be better d, FEY 
Have yet usd me with Courteſy, and been true 
Subjects unto me, while I was their King, 

A Place I know not well how to reſign, 
Nor unto whom : But this I will entrear 


Voour Grace, command them follow you to Bruges ; 
Were I will take the care on me, to find 


Some manly, and more profitable courſe 
To fit them, as a part of the Republick, 
Flo. Do you hear, Sirs ? do fo. 
Hig. Thanks to your good Grace. 
Prigg. To your good Lordſhip. | 
Fer. May you both live long. (ell but Beggars. 
Ger. Attend me at Fandunk's, the Zurgomaſter's. Ex. 
Hig. Yes, to beat pap hr be whipt twice a Week, 
Or turn the Wheel, for the Rope- maker: 
Or learn to go along with him, his courſe; 5 
That's a fine courſe now, i' the Common-wealth, Frigg, 


What ſay you to it? 


Prigg. It is the back ward'ſt courſe, 

I know i'the World. | v5 10 

Hig. Then Higgen will ſcarce thrive by it, 

You do cw 3 
Prigg. Faith hardly, very hardly. 7 
Hg. Troch I am 8 of your Mind, Prince Prigg. 

And therefore farewel Flanders, Higgen will ſcek 


With this his tatter'd Colony: Let me ſee 
Snap, Ferret, Prigg, and Higgen, all are left _ 
O' the true Blood: What? thall we into England? 
. Prigg. Agreed. | 5 IF 
Hg. Then bear up bravely with your Brute, my Lads, 
Higgen hath prig'd the Prancers in his Days, Ks 
And ſold good Penny-worths; we have a courſe, 
The Spirit of Bartow, is grown bottomleſs. 
Prigg. I'll mand no morc, nor cant. 
OB: ” "IS Hig. 


209% Beggars. Buſh. 


His. Yes, your Sixpenny-worth ' = * 
In private, Brother; Sixpence is a Sum 
I'll ſteall you any Man's Dog for. 
« Prigg. For Sixpence more 
You'll tell the Owner where he is. 


Hig. Tis right, | 1 n 
Higgen muſt practiſe, ſo muſt Prigg to eat; 1 we... 
And write the Letter: And gi' the Word. But now _ 
No more, as either of theſe. — 


Prigg. But as true Beggars, 
As e' er we were. 
Hig. We ſtand here, for an Epilogue; 
Ladies, your Bounties firſt ; the reſt will follow; 
For Womens Favours are a leading Alms, | 
If you be pleas'd look cheerly, throw your Eyes 
Out at your Masks. z | 
Prigg. And let your Beauties ſparkle. 
Hig . So may youne'er want dreſſings, Jewels, Gowns 
Still i' the faſhion. | ge 9 


Frigg. Nor the Men you love, ' 
Wealth nor Diſcourſe to pleaſe you. - 
_ Hig. May you, Gentlemen, - - in 
Never want good freſh Suits nor Liberty. _ 
Prigg. May every Merchant here ſee ſafe his Ventures. 
Hig. And every honeſt Citizen his Debts in. = 


Prigg. The Lawyers again good Clyents. | 8 
Hig. And the Clyents good Counſel, FP 
Prigg. All the Gameſters here good Fortune. 43 
Hig. The Drunkards too good Wine. 
Prigg. The Eaters Meat 
Fit for their Taſtes and Palates. 1 
Hg. The good Wives kind Husbands. 
FPrigg. The young Maids choice of Sutors. 
Hig. The Midwives merry Hearts. 
Prigg. And all good Cheer. 3 
. Hig. As you are kind unto us and our Buſh, 
We are the Beggars and your daily Beadſmen, 
And have your Mony, but the Alms we ask 
And live by, is your Grace; give that, and then, 
We'll boldly fay our Word is, Come again. 
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PROLOGUE. 


L 'X 7 On d: forme Man won d inſtruct me what to ſay: 
For this ſame Prologue, uſual to a Play, 
Is tied to ſuch aw old form of Petition, 


| Men muſt ſay nothing now beyond Commiſſion : 


The Cloaks we wear, the Legs we make, the Place 
We ſtand in, miſt be ons; and one the Face. 

Nor alter'd nor exceeded; if it be, 

A general Hiſs hangs on our Levity: 

We have a Play, a new Play to play now, 

And thus low in our Plays behalf we bow ; 

We bow to beg your bor oh and kind Ear; 

If it were naught, or that it might afpear 

A thing buoy'd up by Prayer, Gentlemen, 
Believe my Faith, you ſbon d not ſce me then. 

Let them ſpeak then have power to flop a Storm: 
I never Ioy'd to feel a Houſe ſo warm | 
But for the Play, if you dare credit me, 

T think it well: All new things you ſhall ſee, 

And theſe diſpos'd to all the Mirth that may; 
And ſhort enough, we bope: And ſuch a Play 

Tou were wont to like : Sit nobly then, and ſoe: 

If it miſeerry, pray look not for me. | 


68328) 
Pre amatis * 
M E N. 


King Antigonus, an old Man with young Deſires. 
Demetrius, Sou to Antigonus, in luve with Celia. 
Scleucus, Three Kings, equal Sharers with Antigonus 
Lyſimachus, > of what Alexander had, with united 
Ptolomie, Powers opprſing Ancigonus. 


Leontius, à brave old merry Soldier, Aﬀſfiſtant to Deme- : 
trius. 1 
Timon, 1 
Charinthus, > Servants to Antigonus, and his «ices. 
Menippus, . 
The Humorous Lieutenant. | of 
Gentlemen, Friends and Followers of Demetrius. I 
Three Embaſſadors, from the three Kings. | % 
Gentlenzen-Ujhers. 3 
Grooms. 5 | 7 
Citizens. a : 
Phyſicians. | NT: 7 
—_ = 
Magicion, | = 
Soldiers. | LE 1 
Hoſt.” | 
WOMEN. 43 
Celia, alias Evanthe, Daughter to Seleucus, 4 ifreſs 70 4 
Demetrius. . 
e e Luſt. 1 
Ladies. 1 
Citizens Wives. 8 9 5 
Governeſs a Celia. 0 Z | 5 
{ Country-Woman. | = 
\ "Phebe, ber Daughrer. 8 8 


Jo Serua nts of the Game. 


The SCENE. ( 
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Humorous Lieutenant. 


ACT I SCENE I 


Enter two Uſhers and Grooms with Perfumes. 


1 USHER. 
DDund, round, Perfume it round, quick, look 
Me 3 ye (richeſt 


I 


Diligently the State be right; are theſe the 
ert Fie, fie, Who waits 'th* War- 
-drobe? 
20. But pray tell me, do you think for 
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certain 
Theſe Embaſſadors ſhall have this Morning Audience? 
1 UD. They ſhall have it: Lord that you live at Court 
And underſtand not! I tell you they mult have it. 
2 Uſh. Upon what neceſſity? lee, 
1 UD. Still you are out of the trick of Court; ſell your 
Enter Ladies and Gentlemen. 
And ſow your Grounds, you are not for this Tillage. 
Madams, the beſt way 1s the upper Lodgings, | 
There you may ſee at caſe. 
Ladies. We thank you, Sir. | Ex. Ladies and Gent. 
1 Uſh. Wou'dyou have all theſe ſighted? W ho ſhould 
report then, 
The Embaſſadors were handſome Men? His Beard 
Aneat one? The fire of his Eyes quicker than Lightning, 
And when it breaks, as blaſting? His mY though little 
Yet moyers of a Maſs of Underſtanding? 9 
| | 0 
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Who ſhall commend their Cloaths? Who ſhall take ng- 


Of the moſt wiſe behaviour of their Tere 
Ye live a raw Man here. 
2 Uſs. I think 1 do ſo. 
Enter two Citizens, and Wives 7 
1 Ub. Why, whither wou' d ye all preſs? 
1 Cit. Good Maſter. Uſher. (here. 
2 Cir. My Wife, and ſome few of my honeft Neighbours 
1 U. Prithce be gone thou and thy honeſt Neighbours, 
Thou look'ſt like an Aſs; why, w. ther wou'd you fiſh 
2 Ct. If I might have (Face? 
Bur the Honour to ſee you at my poor Houſe, Sir, 
A Capon bridled and fadled, I'll aſſure your Worthip, 
A Shoulder of Mutton and a Pottle of 18 Sir, 
I know your Brother, he was as like ye, 
And ſhot the beſt at Butts 
1 Uh. A——upon thee.. . 
2 Gr. Some Muſick I'll aſſure you too, 
My Toy, Sir, can play o' th? Virginals. 
1 U. Prithee Toy, 
Take away thy Shoulder of Mutton, it is flie-blown, 
And Shoulder take thy Flap along, here's no ef, for ye; 
Nay then you had beſt be knock d. Ex. Cit. 
Enter Celia. 
Cel. I wou'd fain ſee him, 
The Glory of this place makes me remember, 
But dye thoſe: Thoughts, dye all but my Deſires, 
Even thoſe to Death are fick too; he's: not here, 
Nor how m Eyes may guide me by | 
1 Up. What's your buſineſs? 0 
Who keeps the outward Door there? Here's fine mutig, 
You Waſtcoateer you mult go back. 
Cel. There is not, 
There cannot be, ſix days and never ſee me? 
There mult not be deſire: Sir do * think 
That if you had a Miſtreſs — 
1 Ufþ. Death, ſhe is mad. 
Cal. And were your ſelf an honeſt Man? It cannot g 
1. What a Devil haſt thou todo with me or my ho- 


Will you be j "gs good Aa Tongue, (neſty? 
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My Fellow Door-keeper- 
2 Uſb. Prithee let her alone. 
1 OÞ. The King is coming, | 
And ſhall we have an Agent from the Suburbs 
Come to crave Audience tos? 4 | 
_ Cel. Before I thought ye | 
To have a little breeding, ſome tang of Gentry ; 
But now I take ye plainly, | = 
Without the help of any Perſpective, 
For that ye cannot alter. 
1 Ub. What's that? | 
Cel. An Aſs, Sir, you bray as like one, 
And by my troth, methinks as ye ſtand now, 
Conſidering who to kick next, you appear to me 
Juſt with that kind of Gravity, and Wiſdom, 
Your Place may bear the name of Gentleman, 
But if ever any of that Butter ſtick to your Bread 
2 Uh. You muſt be modeſter. 
Cl. Let him uſe me nobler, 
And wear good Cloaths to do good Offices 
They hang upon a Fellow of his virtue, 
As though they hung on Gibbets. 
2 Uſb. A perillous Wench. 
x Yb. Thruſt her into a corner, I'll no more on her, 
2 Uſb. You have enough, go pretty Maid, ſtand cloſe, 
And uſe that little Tongue, with a little more Temper. 
Cel. 1 thank ye, Sir. | 
2 Uſb. When the Show's paſt, 
I'll have ye into the ears. there we'll dine. 
very pretty Wench, a witty Rogue, . 
And there wen be as merry e be merry? 


Cel, O very Nee ry. (know. 
2 Uſb. Only our ſelves; this churliſh Fellow fhall not 
Cel. By no means. ; 
2 UP. And can you love a little? 
Cel. Love exceedingly : 
J have cauſe to love you, dear Sir. el 
2 Uſb. Then I'Il carry ye, 
And ſhew you all the Pictures, and the Hangings, ; 
The Lodgings, Gardens, and the Walks: And then, ſweet, 


You 


That ever led your Fortunes open ey'd, 
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You ſhall tell me where you lye, | 

Cel. Yes marry will I.  (Paſty, 
2 Uh. And't ſhall go hard but I'll ſend ye a Veniſon 
And bring a Bottle of Wine along. OS. 

1 Uh. Make room there. (coming. 

2 Uh. Room there afore, ſtand cloſe, . the Train is 

Enter King Antigonus, Timon, Charinthus, Menippus. 

Cel. Have I yet left a Beauty to catch Fools? 
Yet, yet, I ſee him not. O what a miſery 
Is Love, expected long, deluded longer! 

Ant. Conduct in the Embaſſadors. 

1 Uſb. Make room there. Ws 
Ant. They ſhall not wait long Anſwer—— [ Hlouriſb. 
Cel. Yet he comes not. . 

Enter three Embaſſadors. 
Why are Eyes ſet on theſe, and Multitudes 
Follow to make theſe wonders? O good Gods! 
What would theſe look like if my Love were here? 


But I am fond, forgetful. 


Ant. Now your Grievance, 
Speak ſhort, and have as ſhort diſpatch. 
1 Emb. Then thus, Sir: DEER 


In all our Royal Maſters Names, We tell you, 


Ye have done Injuſtice, broke the Bonds of Concord, 


And from their equal Shares, from Alexander 


Parted, and ſo poſleſs'd, not like a Brother, 


But as an open Enemy, ye have hedged in 


Whole Provinces; man'd and maintain'd theſe Injuries; 
And daily with your Sword, though they ſtill honour. ye, 
Make bloody Inroads, take Towns, and ruin Caſtles, 
And ſtill their ſufferance feels the weight. (Friendſhip 
2 Emb. Think of that Love, great Sir, that honour'd 
Your ſelf held with our Maſters, think of that Strength 
When you were all one Body, all one Mind; | 
When all your Swords {truck one way, when your Angers, 
Like ſo many Brother Billows roſe together, 
And curling up your foaming Creſts, defied 
Even mighty Kings, and in their Falls entomb'd 'em; 
O think of theſe ; and you that have been Conqu'rors, 


_ Chand 
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Chain'd faſt by confidence; you that Fame courted, 
Now ye want Enemies and Men to match ye, 
Let not your own Swords ſeek your ends to ſhame ye. 
Euter Demetrius with a Favelin, and Gentlemen. 
3 Emb. Chuſe which you will, or Peace or War, 
We come prepar'd for either. 1 
1 Uh. Room for the Prince there. (bled! 
Cel. Wasit the Prince they ſaid ? How my Heart trem- 
Tis he indeed; what a {weet noble Fierceneſs 
Dwells in his Eyes ! Young Meleager like, 
Wh hen he return'd from {laughter of the Boar, 
Crown'd with the Loves and Honours of the People, 
With all the gallant Youth of Greece, he looks now 
Who could deny him Love? 8 3 
Dem. Hail Royal Father. (this Gentleman, 
Ant. Ye are welcome from your ſport, Sir; do you ſee 
You that bring Thunders in your Mouths, and Earthquakes 
To ſhake and totter my deſigns? Can you imagine, 
You Men of poor and common Apprehenſions, 
While I admit this Man, my Son, this Nature 
That in one look carries more fire, and fierceneſs, 
Than all your Maſters in their lives; dare I admit him, 
Admit him thus, even to my Side, my Boſom, | 
When he is fit to Rule, when all Men cry him, 
And all hopes hang about his Head; thus place him, 
His Weapon hatch'd in Blood, all theſe attending 
When he ſhall make their Fortunes, all as en 
In any Expedition he ſhall point *em, | 
As Arrows from a Tartar's Bow, and ſpeeding, 
Dare I do this, and fear an Enemy? | ; 
Fear your great Maſter? yours? or yours? 
Dem. O Hercules! EG 
Who fays you do, Sir? Is there any thing 
In theſe Mens Faces, or their Maſters Actions, 
Able to work ſuch Wonders? 
Cel. Now he ſpeaks: 
OI could dwell upon that Tongue for ever. (ties, 
Dem. You call em Kings, they never wore thoſe Royal- 
Nor in the progreſs of their Lives arriv'd yet 8 
At any thought of King: Imperial Dignities, 7 4 
| | | - 


Than I can with this mortal Hand hold Heavw'n: 
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And powerful Godlike Actions, fit for Princes, 
They can no more put on, and make 'em fit right, 


Poor petty Men, nor have I yet forgot 
The chiefeſt Honours Time and Merit gave em: 
Lifmachus your Maſter, at the beſt, © © 
His higheſt and his ul'ſt Digmties 
Was but Grand-maſter of the Elephants; 
Seleuchus of the Treafure ; and for Prolomey, 
A thing not thought on then, ſcarce heard of yet, 
Some Maſter of Ammunition: And muſt theſe Men 

Cl. What a brave Confidence flows from his Spirit! 
O ſweet young Man! . 

Dem. Muſt theſe hold pace with us, 

And onthe ſame file bang their Memories ? 


Muſt theſe examine what the Wills of Kings are? 


Preſcribe to their Deſigns, and chain their Actions 
To their reſtraims ? be Friends and Foes when they pleafe? 
Send out their Thunders, and their Menaces, 
As if the Fare of mortal things were their 
Go home good Men, and tell your Maſters from us, 
We do 'em too much honour to force from em 
Their harren Countries, ruin their vaſt Cities, 
And tell 'em out of Love, we mean to leave em, 
Since they will needs be Kings, no more to tread on, 
Than they bave able Wits and Powers to manage, 
And fo we ſhall b friend em. Ha! what does ſhe there? 
Emb. This is your Anſwer, Ring? 
Ant. Tis like to prove ſo. 
Dem. Fie, Sweet, what makes you here? 
Cel. Pray ye do not chide me. 3 
em. You do your ſelf much wrong and me. 
Cel, Pray you pardon mm/ 
I feel my Fault, which only was committed 
'F hrough my dear Love to you: I have not ſcen ye, 
And how can I live then? I have not ſpoke to ye--— 
Dem. Ikno this Week ye have not; 1 willredecm all. 
You are ſo tender now, think where Ou ars Sweet. 
Cel. What other light have I left??? 
Dem. Prethee, Cælia, Ca hs 
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Indeed I'll fee you preſently. 
Cel. I have done, Sir: 
You will not miſs? 
Dem. By this, and this, I will not, 
Cel. *Tis in your will, and I muſt be obedient. 
Dem. No more of theſe Aſſemblies. 
Cel. I am Commanded. | 
1 Uſb. Room for the Lady there: Madam my . 
1 Gent. My Coach, an't pleaſe you, Lady. 
2 Uſh. Room before there. 
2 Gent, The Honour, Madam, but to wait bares vou 
My Servants and my State. 
Cel. Lord, how they flock now? 


Before J was afraid chey wou'd have beat me; 


How theſe Flies play i'th' Sun-ſhine? pray ye no ſervices, 

Or if ye needs muſt play the Hobby-horſes, 

Seek out ſome Beauty that affects em: Farewel, 

Nay pray ye ſpare, Gentlemen, I am old enough | 

To go alone at theſe Years, without Crutches. [ Exit. 
2 Uh. Well I could curſe now: But that will not help me. 

Imade as ſure account of this Wench now, immediately, 


7 


Do but conſider how the Devil has croſt me, 


Meat for my Maſter ſhe cries, well 
3 Emb. Once more, Sir, . 

We ask your Reſolutions: Peace or War yet? 
Dem. War, War, my noble Father. 
1 Emb. Thus I fling it: 

And fair ey'd Peace, 5 rewel. 5 ö 
Ant. Vou have your anſwer; 


Conduct out the Ambaſſadors, and give em Convoys. 


Dem. Tell your high-hearted Maſters, they ſhall not 
Nor cool i' th Field in Expectation of us, (ſeek us, 
We'll eaſe your Men thoſe Marches: In their ſtrengths, 
And full Abilities of Mind and Courage 
We'll find' em out, and at their beſt trim buckle with 'em. 

3 Emb. You will find ſo hot a Soldier's welcome, Sir, 


Vour favour ſhall not freeze. 


2 Emb. A forward Gentleman, | 
— the Wars ſhould bruiſe ſuch boper— 
, Condu@t em Exit Emb. 


Now, 
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Nov, for this Preparation: Where's Leontius? 
Call him in preſently: For I mean in Perſon, Gentlemen, 
My ſelf, with my old Fortune q | 
Dem. Royal Sir, | 
Thus low I beg this Honour: Fame already 
Hath every where rais'd Trophies to your Glory, 
And Conqueſt now grown old, and weak with following 
The weary Marches and the bloody Shocks 
You daily ſet her in: *Tis now ſcarce Honour 
For you, that never knew to fight, but conquer, 
To ſparkle ſuch poor People: The Royal Eagle, 
When ſhe hath try'd her young ones gainſt the Sun, 
And found 'em right; next teacheth em to prey, 
How to command on wing, and check below her 
Ev'n Birds of noble Plume; I am your own, Sir, 
You have found my Spirit, try it now, and teach it 
To ſtoop whole Kingdoms: Leave a little for me: 
Let not your Glory be ſo greedy, Sir, 
To eat up all my hopes; you gave me Life, 
Tf to that Life you add not what's more laſting, 
A noble Name, for Man, you have made a Shadow. 
Bleſs me this Day: Bid me go on, and lead, 
Bid me go on, no leſs fear'd than Antigonus, 
And to my maiden Sword tie faſt your Fortune: 
I know 'twill fight it ſelf then. Dear Sir, honour me: 
Never fair Virgin long'd ſo. | 
Ant. Riſe, and command then, 
And be as fortunate as I expect ye: | 
I love that noble Will; your young, Companions, 
Bred up and foſter'd with ye, I hope, Demetrius, 
You will make Soldiers too; they mult not leave ye. 
* Enter Leontius. | 
2 Gent, Never till Life leave us, Sir. 
Aunt. O Leontius, . 
Here's Work for you in hand. 
Leon. I am ev'n right glad, Sir. GAY 
For by my troth, I am now grown old with Idleneſs: 
I hear we ſhall abroad, Sir. DL 
Ant. Yes, and preſently : 
But who think you Commands now ? 


Leon. 
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Leon. Who Commands, Sir? 


Methinks mine Eye ſhould guide me: Can there be, 
ff you your ſelf will ſpare him ſo much Honour, 
Any found out to lead before your Armies, 
3 So full of Faith, and Fire, as brave Demetrius? 
King Philip's Son, at his Years was an old Soldier, 
Tis time his Fortune be o wing, high time, Sir; 
So many idle hours, as here he loyters, | ; 
So many ever-living Names he loſes: _ | | 
I hope tis he. 
Ant. Tis he indeed, and nobly 
He ſhall ſet forward: Draw you all thoſe Garriſons 
Upon the Frontiers as you paſs: To thoſe | 
Join theſe in pay at home, our ancient Soldiers, 
And as you go prels all the Provinces. 
Leon. We ſhall not need; 
Believe, this hopeful Gentleman 


Can want no Swords, nor honeſt Hearts to follow him, 
We ſhall be full, no fear, Sir. N 
Ant. You Leontins, _ 8 
Becauſe you are an old and faithful Servant, a 
And know the Wars, with all his Vantages, 5 
Be near to his Inſtructions, leſt his Vouth 
Loſe Valour's beſt Companion, ſtaid Diſcretion, 
Shew were to lead, to lodge, to charge with fafety; 
In Execution not to break, nor ſcatter, re 
But with a provident Anger, follow nobly : 
Not covetous of Blood, and Death, but Honour. 
Be ever near his Watches; cheer his Labours, 
And where his Hope ſtands fair, provoke his Valour 
Love him, and think it no diſhonour, my Demerrius, 
To wear this Jewel near thee; he is a try'd one, 
And one that ev'n in ſpight of time, that ſunk him, 
And froſted up his Strength, will yet ſtand by thee, 
And with the proudeſt of thine Enemies 
Exchange for Blood, and bravely : Take his Counſel. 
Leon. Your, Grace hath made me young again, and 
Ant. She muſt be known and ſuddenly: (wanton. 


* 


— 


Do ye know her? e II Menippus. 
Gent. Char, No, believe, Sir. 8 


7 


Ant. 


| You ſhall be half my Fath-r. 


Be not too haſty, when ye face the Enemy, 
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Aut. Did you obſerve her, Timon? 
Tim. I look'd on her, 
But whatiſhe i. 
Ant. 1 muſt have that found. 
Come in and take your leave. 
Iim. And ſome few Prayers along. 
Dem. I know my Duty, [ Exit Ant. 


„ — —_—_ 
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Leon. All your Servant: 
Come Gentlemen, you are reſolv'd I am ſure 
To ſee theſe Wars. 
Gent. We dare not leave his Fortunes, 
Though moſt aſſur'd Death hung round about us. 
Lem. That Barga'n's yet to make; 


Nor too ambitious to get Honour inſtantly, 1 


But charge within your Bounds, and keep cloſe Bodies, 


And you ſhall ſee w hat ſport we'll make theſe Mad- caps; 
You ſhall have Game enough, I warrant ye, 
Every Man's Cock ſha'] fight. = 
Dem. I mnſt go ſee, Sir: 8 
Brave Sir, as ſoon as IJ have taken leave, Co 
I meet you in the Park; 
Draw the Men thither, 
Wait you upon Leontius. 
Gent. We'll attend, Sir. 


Leon. But I beſeech your Grace, w ith ſ peed z the ſooner 
We are !th' Field ——— = 
Dem. Y ou cou'd not - pleaſe me petter. Eri 


Lepn. You never ſaw the Wars yet - ? 

Cent. Not yet, Colonel. | 

Leon. Theſe fooliſh Miſtreſſes do ſo ral about ye, 
& whimper, and ſo hug, I know it Gentlemen, 
And fo intice ye, now ye are i'th* bud 
And that ſweet tilting War, with Eyes and Kiſſes, 


'T alarms of fot Vows. 8 Sighs, 2 fiddle faddles, 
' Poilsall our Trade: Vou muſt forget theſe knick knac ks, 
A Woman at ſome time of year, grant ye 

dhe is neceſſary; but make no buſineſs of her. 

How now Lieutenant ? il Ti bona 
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Euter Lieutenant. 

Lieu. Oh, Sir, as ill as ever; ey 

We ſhall have Wars they ſay; they are Muſtring yonder: 

Wou'd we were at it once: Fic, how it plagues me. 

Leon. Here's one has ſerv'd now under Captain Cupid, 

And crackt a Pike in's Youth : You ſee what's come on't. 

Lieu. No, my Diſeaſe will never prove ſo honourable. 

Leon. Why ſure, thou haſt the beſt Pox. 

Lieu. If I have 'em, 
I am ſure I got em in the beſt Company 
They are pox of thirty Coats. | 

Leon. Thou haſt mewed 'em finely : 

Here's a ſtrange Fellow now, and a brave Fellow, 

It we may ſay ſo of a pocky Fellow, 

Which 1 believe we may, this poor Lieutenant; 

Whether he have the Scratches, or the Scabs, 

Or what a Devil it be, I'll ſay this for him, 

There fights no braver Soldier under Sun, Gentlemen 

Show him an Enemy, his Pain's forgot ſtraight ; 

And where other Men by Beds and Bathes have eaſe, 

And eaſie Rules of Phyſick; ſet him in a danger, 

A danger, that's a fearful one indeed, 

Ye rock him, and he will ſo play about ye, 

Let it be ten to one he ne'cr comes off again, 

Ye have his Heart: And then he works it bravely, 
And throughly bravely : Not a pang remembred : 

T have ſeen him do ſuch things, belief would ſhrink at. 
Gent. Tis ſtrange he ſnou'd do all this, and diſeas'd ſo. 
Leon. I am ſure 'tis true: Lieutenant, canſt thou drink 

well? If (feel this. 

Lieu. Wou'd I were drunk, Dog drunk, I might not 

Gent. I wou'd take Phyſick. | 

Lieu. PutT wou'd know my Diſeaſe firſt. (backward ? 
Leon. Why? it may bethe Cholique: canſt thou blow 

Lieu. There's never a Bag- pipe in the Kingdom better. 

Gent. Is't not a Pleureſie? 

Lieu. Tis any thing | 
That has the Devil, and Death in't: Will ye march, 

The Prince has taken leave. (Gentlemen? 

Leon. How know ye that? aw = 
ry Lies. 
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Lieu. I ſaw him leave the Court, diſpatch, his Followers, 
And met him after in a By- ſtreet: I think 


He has ſome Wench, or ſuch a Toy, to lick o over 
} efore he go: - Wou'd 1 had ſuch another 


To draw this fooliſh Pain down. 


Leon. Let's away Gentlemen, 
Tor ſure the Prince will ſtay on us. 


Gent. We'll attend, Sir. [Exennr, 
SCENE IL 


F Demetrius, and Celia. 


Gl. Mult ye needs go? | 
Dem. Or ſtay with all Diſhonour. 


Cel. Are there not Men enough to fight? 
Dem. Fie Celia. 


This ill becomes the noble Love you bear me; 


Would you have your Love a Coward? 


Cel. No ; believe, Sir, 


1 wou'd have him fight, but nat ſo far off from me. 
Dem. Wou dit have it thus? or thus? 
Cel. If that be fighting 
Dem. Ye wanton Fool: When 1 come 8 again 


I'll fight with thee, at thine own Weapons cle, 
And conquer thee too. 


Cel. That you have done treaty 
You need no other Arms to me, but theſe, Sir; 3 


But will you fight your ſelf, Sir? 


Dem. Thus deep i in Blood, Wench, | 


And through the thickeſt ranks of Pikes. 
Cel. Spur bravely _ 


Your fiery Courſer, beat the Troops before ye, 
And cram the Mouth of Death with Executions. 


Dem. I wou'ddo more than theſe. But prethee tell me, 


Tell me, my fair, where got'ſt thou rhis male Spirit? 
] wonder at thy Mind. | 


Cel. Were la Man then, 
You would wonder more. 


Dem Sure thou wouldſt prove a Soldier, 
A nd ſome g great Leader. 


— 
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4 Cel. Sure I ſhould do ſomewhat ; 
9 And the firſt thing I did, I ſhou'd grow Envious, 
EE xtreamly envious of your Youth, and Honour. 
Dem. And fight againſt me? 
Cel. Ten to one, I ſhould do it. 
Dem. Thou wou'dſt not hurt me? 
Cel. In this Mind I am in | 
I think I ſhould be hardly brought to ſtrike ye, 
Unleſs *twere thus; but in my Man's Mind 
Dem. W hat ? . 
Cel. I ſhou'd be Friends with you too, 
Now I think better. 
Dem. Ye are a tall Soldier: 
Here, take theſe, and theſe ; _ 
This Gold to furniſh ye, and keep this Bracelet 
Why do you weep now? 
You a Maſculine Spirit ? | 5 
Cel, No, I confeſs, I am a Fool, a Woman: 
And ever when I part with you 
Dem. You thall not, 
"Theſe Tears are like prodigious Signs, my ſweet one, 
I ſhall come back, loaden with Fame, to honour thee. 
Cel. I hope you ſhall: 
But then, my dear Demetrius, 
When you ſtand Conqueror, and at your Mercy 
All People bow, and all things wait your Sentence; 
Say then your Eye, ſurveying all your Conqueſt, 
Find out a Beauty, even in Sorrow excellent, 
A conſtant Face, that in the midſt of Ruin 
With a forc'd Smile, both ſcorns at Fate, and Fortune: 
Say you find ſuch a one, ſo nobly fortified, 
And in her Figure all the ſweets of Nature? 
Dem. Prethee, | | | 
No more of this, I cannot find her. | 
Cel; That ſhews as far beyond my-wither'd Peuuty ; 
And will run mad to love ye to. | 
Dem. Do you fear me, 


. 


And do you think, beſides this Face, this Beauty, 


This Heaft, where all my hopes are lock d 
(l. I dare not: | 
8 ET. No 
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No ſure, I think ye honeſt; wondrous honeſt. 
Pray do not frown, T1! ſwear ye are. 

Dem. Ye may chuſe. 

Cel. But how long will ye be away? 

Dem. I know not. 


Cel. I know you are angry now: pra look upon me. 
PIl ask no eh. ſuch " aig . ol ; 
Dem. The Drums beat, | | 
Jean no longer ſtay. 
Czl. They do but call "et 
How fain you wou'd leave my Company ? 
Dem. I wou'd not, 
Unleſs a = Pow'r than Love commanded, 
Commands my I ite, mine Honour. 
Cel. But a little. 
Dem. Prethee farewel, and be not doubtful of me. 
Cel. I wou'd not have ye hurt: And ye are ſoventrous--- 
Put good ſweet Prince preſerve your ſelf, fight nobly, 
But do not thruft this Body, tis not yours now, 
Tis mine, tis only mine: Do not ſeek Wounds, Sir, 
For every drop of Blood you bleed 
Dem. I will, Celia, 
Iwill be careful. 
Cel. My Heart, that loves ye dearly. 
Dem. Prethee no we muſt part: 


Ae beat a March, 
Hark, they march now. 


© Cel. Pox on theſe bawling Drums: I am ſure you'll kiſs 
Bur one Kiſs? what a parting's this? (me, 
Dem. Here take me, 
And do what thou wilt with me, ſmother me; 


But ſtill remember, if your fooling with me 
Make me forgot the Truſt 


Cel. I have done: Farewel, Sir, 
Never look back, you ſhall not ſtay, not a minute. 
Dem. 1 muſt have one Farewel more. 
Cel. No, the Drums beat; 
I dare not ſlack your Honour; not a hand more, 
Only this Look : ? the Gods preſerve, and ſave ye. 
Wnt; 
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AGF $05 N84 
Enter Antigonus, Charinthus, and Timon. 


a. WI T, have ye found her out? 
/ Char. We have hearkned after her. 
Ant. What's that to my deſire? 
Char. Your Grace mult give us time, 
Anda little Means. 
Tim. She 1s ſure a Stranger, 
If ſhe were bred or known here 
Ant. Your dull Endeavours _ 
| 8 Enter Menippus. 
Should never be employ'd. Welcome, Meniſ pus. 
Men. I have found her, Sir, 
I mean the Place ſhe is lodg'd in; her Name is Celia, 
And much ado I had to p*:rchaſe that too. 
Ant. Doſt think Demetrius loves her? 
Men. Much I tear it, 8 
But nothing that way yet can win for certain. 
P11 tell your Grace within this Hour. 
Ant. A Stranger? 
Men. Without all doubt. 1 
Aut. But how ſhou'd he come-to her? 5 
Men. There lies the Marrow of the Matter hid yet. 
Ant. Haſt thou been with thy Wife? | | 
Men. No, Sir, I am going to her. 3 
Ant. Go and diſpatch, and mect me in the Garden, 
And get all out ye can. Ee. 
Men. I'll do my beſt, Sir. 2 B19; Exit. 
Tim, Bleſt be thy Wife, thou wert an arrant Aſs elſe. 
Char. Ay, ſhe is a ſtirring Woman indecd : 
There's a Brain, Brother. | 
im. There's not a handſom Wench of any mettle 
Within a hundred Miles, but her Intelligence 
Reaches her, and out- reaches her, and brings her 
As confidently to Court, as to a Sanctuary. 
What had his mouldy Brains ever arriv'd at, 
Had not ſhe beaten it our o'th* Flint to faſten him? 
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They ſay ſhe keeps an Office of Concealments: 
There is no young Wench, let her be a Saint, 
Unleſs ſhe live th? Center, but ſhe finds her, 
And every way prepares Addrefles to her: 
If my Wife wou'd have followed her Courſe, Charinthus, 
Her lucky Courſe, 1 had the day before him: 
O what might I have been by this time, Brother? 
But ſhe, forſooth, when I put theſe things to her, 
. The'e thingsof honeſt Thrift, groans, O my Conſcience, 
The load upon my Conſcience, when to make us Cuckolds, - 
They have no more burthen than a Brood-gooſe, Brother; 
But let's do what we can, though this Wench fail us, 
Another of a new way will be lookt at: . 
Come, let's abroad, and beat our Brains, time may, 
For all his Wiſdom, yet give us a Day. [Exeunt. 
Drum within, Alarni, Enter Demetrius and Leontius. 
Dem. I will not ſee em fall thus, give me way, Sir, 
I ſhall forget you love me elſe. 
Leon. Will ye loſe all? = 
For me to be forgotten, to be hated, 
Nay never to have been a Man, is nothing, 
So you, and thoſe we have preſerv'd from Slaughter 
Come ſafely off. Dem. I have loft my ſelf. 
Leon. You are cozen'd. 15 | 
Dem. And am moſt miſerabl-.. -—_ - | 
Leon. There's no Man ſo, but he that makes himſelf ſo. 
Dem. I will go on. 5 t | 
Leon. You muſt not: I ſhall tell you then, 
And tell you true, that Mars unfit to govern, 
That cannot guide himſelf: You lead an Army? 
That have not ſo much manly Suff rance left ye, 
To bear nv 88 
Dem. Charge but once more, Leontins, 
My Friends and my Companions are engag'd all. 
Leon. Nay give em loft, I ſaw 'em off their Horſes, 
And the Enemy Maſter of their Arms; nor cou'd * 
ä 1 
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The Policy nor Strength of Man redeem em 

Dem. And ſhall I know this, and ſtand fooling ? 

Leon. By my dead Father's Soul you ſtir not; Sir, 

Or if you do, you make your way through me firſt. 
Dem. Thou art a Coward. 

Leon. To prevent a Madinan. 

None but your Father's Son durſt call me ſo, 
Death if he did-—_—— MuftI be feandaP'd by ye, 
That hedg'd in all the helps 1 had to fave + 
That, where there was a valiant Weapon ſtirring, - 

Both ſearch'd it out, and fingVdit, unedg'd it, 
For fear it ſhould bite you; am Ia Coward? 
Go, get ye up, and tell em ye are the King's Son; 

Hang all your Lady's favours on your Creſt, _ 
And let them fight their ſhares; ſpur to Deſtruction, 

You cannot miſs the way: Be bravely deſperate, 
And your young Friends before ye, that loſt this Battel, 
Your honourable Friends, that knew no Order, 5 
Cry out, Antigonus, the old Antigonus, 51 
The wile and fortunate Antig nus, 

The great, the valiant, and the fear'd Antigonus, 

Has ſent a deſperate Son, without Diſcretion, 
To bury in an Hour his Age of Honour. 

Dem. I am aſham'd. 8 

Leon. Tis ten to one, I die with ye: 
The Coward will not long be after ye; 
I ſcorn to fay I faw you fall, figh for ye, 
And tell a whining Tale, ſome ten years after, 
To Boys and Girls in an old Chimney Corner, 
Of what a Prince'we had, how bravely Spirited; 
How young and fair he fell: We'll all go with ye, 
And ye ſhall ſee us all, like Sacrifices 
In our beſt trim, fill up the Mouth of Ruin. 

Will this Faith fatisfie your Folly ? Can this ſhow ye, 
"Tis not to die we fear, but to die poorly, 
To fall, forgotten, in a Multitude? _ 8 
If you will needs tempt Fortune now ſhe has held ye, 
Held ye from ſinking uß. E 
Dem. Pray do not kill me, 
Theſe Words pierce deeper than the Wounds | ſuffer, 


Te 
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The ſmarting Wounds of loſs. 
Leon. Ye are too tender ; 


Fortune has Hours of Loſs, and Hours of Honour, 
And the moſt valiant feel them both; Take comfort, 
The next is ours, I have a Soul deſcries it: 
The angry Bull never goes back for Breath, 

But when he means to arm his Fury double. 

Let this Day ſet, but not the Memory, 

And we ſhall find a time. How now Lieutenant? 
Enter Lieutenant. 1 5 
Lieu. Iknow not: I am mall'd: We are bravely beaten, 
All our young Gallants loſt. 

Leon. Thou art hurt. Lien. 1 am pepper'd, 
I was i'th' midſt of all: And bang'd of all Hands: 
They made an Anvile of my Head, it rings yet; 
Neverſothreil'd : Do you call this Fame? I have fam d it; 
J have got immortal Fame, but I'll no more on't; 

I'll no ſuch ſcratching Saint to ſerve hereafter 
O' my Conſcience I was kill'd above twenty times, 

And yet I know not what a Devil's in't, 971 
I crawl'd away, and liv'd again ſtill; I am hurt plaguily, 

| But now I have nothing near ſo much pain, Colonel, 
They have ſhced me for that Malady. ret s 
Dem. All the young Men loſ ? _. _ (Sir, 

Lieu. lam glad you are here: But they are all i' th pound, 
They'll never ride o'er other Mens Corn again, I take it, 
Such ach and ſuch flaunting with their Feathers, 


And ſuch cgreering with their Miſtreſs's Favours 
And here muſt he be pricking out for Honour, 
And there got he a Knock, and down goes Pilgarlick, 
Commends his Soul to his ſhe-ſaint, and Exit. | 
Another ſpurs in there, cries, Make room Villains, 
1 ama Lord; ſcarce ſpaken, but with Reverence 
A Raſcal takes him o'er the Face, and fells him; 
There lies the Lord, the Lord be with him. 
Leon. Now Sir, "ng 
Do you find this truth ? 

Dem. I wou'd not. Lieu. Pox upon it, | 
They have ſuch tender Bodies too; ſuch Culiſſes, 
That one good handſom Blow breaks em in 7 . 
2 wet | — 12 
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Leon. How ſtands the Enemy? 
Lieu. Ev'n cool enough too: 
For to ſay truth he has been ſhrewdly heated, 
The Gentleman no doubt will fall to his Jewli Ps. 
Leon. He marches not i' th' Tail on's. 
Lien. No, Plague take him, 
He'll kiſs our Tails as ſoon; he looks upon us, 


As if he wou'd ſay, if ye will turn again, Fr. ends, 
We will belabour you a little better, 


And beat a little more care into your Coxcombs. 
Now ſhall we have damnable Ballads out againſt us, 
Moſt wicked Madrigals: And tento one, Colonel, 
Sung to ſuch lowſie, lamentable Tunes, 

Leon. T hou art merry, 


How &er the Game goes: Good Sir be not croub! ed, 


A better Day will draw this back again, 


Pray go, and cheer thoſe left, and lead em off, 


They are hot, and weary. 
Dem. I'll do any thing. 

Leon. Lieutenant, ſend one preſently awa | 
To th' King, and let him know our State: And hark ye, 
Be ſure the Meſſenger adviſe his Majeſty g 
To comfort up the Prince: He's full of ſadneſs. 

Lieu. When ſhall I getaChirurgeon? This hot Weather, 
Unleſs I be well pepper'd, I ſhall tink, Colonel. 

Leon. Go, Tl prepare thee one. 

Lien. If ye catch me then, 8 f 
Fighting again, I'll eat Hay with a Horſe. [ Exeunt. 


S'C'EN-B HL 


| Enter Lene, Reading, and two Maids at a Table 
Writmg. 


Len. Have ye written to Meriane? 
1 Maid. Yes, Madam. 


Les. And let her underſtand the hopes ſhe has, 
If ſhe come ſpeedily —— 


1 Maid. All theſe are ſpecified. - 
Leu. And of the Chain is ſent her, 


And the rich ſtuff to make her ſhew more 3 


I Maid. 
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1:Maid. All this is done, Madam... a 
Leu. What have you diſpatch'd there? | 
* e ALetter to the Country Maid, and't ele ye. 

pretty Girl, bur peeviſh, [og Mi | 
loves, Td im Purſe 

And the new Curl? (kor her, 
2 Maid. They are read y pack d up, Madam. 


Leu. Her Maiden-head will view: me; let me ſec now; 
She is not fifteen they fay: For her Complexion - —— 


Cloe, Cloe, Cloe, here; I have her, 


Cloe, the Daughter of a Country Gentleman; 
Her Age upon fiſteen; Now her Complexion, 
A lovely brown; here tis; Eyes black and 1 


Ihe Body neatly built; ſhe ſtrikes a Lute well, 


Sings moſt inticingly; theſe helps conſider d, 
Her Maiden-head will amount to ſome three hundred, 
Or three hundred and fifty Crowns, *twill bear it hand- 
Her Father's poor, ſome little ſhare deducted, (ſomly. 
To buy him a hunting Nag; Ay, twill be pretty. 
Who takes care of the Merchant's Wife? 
1 Maid. I have wrought her. 
Leu. You know for whom ſhe is? 
1 Maid. Very well, Madam, 
Though very much ado J had ro make "0 
Apprehend that Happineſs. 
Len. Theſe Kind; 25 ſubrlles 
Did ſhe not cry and blubber when you urg d her? 
I Maid. O moſt extreamly, and ſwore ſhe wou'd rather 
Leu. Govd hens, very good ſigns, F periſh. 


Symptons of eaſie Nature. 


1 Maid. She look'd upon t and left 1 it, 
And turn'd agair, and view" 1 
Leu. Very well ſtill. | a 
1 Maid. At length he was content to o leti it * chere, 

Till I call'd for't, or fo. | 
Leu. She will come? 
1 Maid. Do you take me. | 

For ſuch a Fool, I wou'd part without that Fromiſe? 
— The Chamber s next the PaK. 
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1 Maid. The Widow, Madam, 
You bad me look upon. | 
Ley. Hang her, ihe is muſty: - Sos 
She is no Man's Meat; beſides, ſhe's poor and ſluttiſſi: 
Where lies old Thisbe now, you are ſo long now—— - 
2 Maid. Thisbe, Thisbe, Thisbe, Agent Th:cbe, QI have 
She lyes now in Nicopolzs. | ' (her, 
Leu. Diſpatch a Packet, 
And tell her, her Superior here commands her 
The next Month not to fail, but ſee deliver'd 5 
Here to our Uſe, ſome twenty young and handſom, 
As alſo able Maids, for the Court Seryice, 
As ſhe will anſwer it: We are out of Beauty, 
Utterly out, and rub the time away here 
With ſuch blown ſtuff, I am aſham d to ſend it. 
5 75 Knock within. 
Who's that? Look out, to your buſineſs, Maid, 
There's nothing got by Idleneſs: There is a Lady, 
Which if 1 can but buckle with, Altea, 
A, A, A, A, Altea, young, and married, 
And a great Lover of her Husband, well, 
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Not to be brought to Court! Say ye ſo? Iamſorry, (is't? 

The Court ſhallbebrought to you then; how now, who 

1 Maid. An ancient Woman, with a Maid attending, 

A pretty Girl, but out of Cloaths; for a little Mony, 

It ſeems ſhe would put her to your bringing up, Madam. 
Enter Woman and Phebe. | 

Leu. Let her come in. Would you ought with us, good 


I pray be ſhort, we are full of buſineſs. (Woman? 
Mom. I have a tender Girl here, an'tpleaſe your Honour. 
Leu. Very well. iy 


Mom. That hath a great deſire to ſerve 
Leu. It may be ſo; I am full of Maids. 
Wom. She is young forſooth 8 
And for her truth; and as they ſay her bearing. (Pulſe, 
Leu. Yeſay well; come ye hither Maid, let me feel your 
*Tis ſomewhat weak, but Nature will grow ſtronger, 


Let me ſee your Leg, ſhe treads but low i'th' Paſterns. 
Mom. A cork Heel, Madam. | | 


Leu. We know what willdoit, dat! 
Without youraim, good Woman; what do you pitc 


your Worſhip. | 
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Go in, and let the other Maid inſtruct you, Phebe. [Ex Phe. 


Shall ail for Gold, and good ſtore too; whio's there? 


I have a thouſand Eyes, when thou art fle -eping, 


She's but a dight 10y cannot hold out long. 

Mom. Ev'n what . think is meet. 

Leu. Give her ten Crowns, we are full of Buſineſs, 
She is a poor Woman, let her take a Cheeſe home. 
Enter the Wench i' th' Office. | Ex. Wom. and 1 Maid. 

2 Maid. What's your Name, Siſter? 320 

-Phe. Phebe, forſoo tu. 

Leu. A pretty Name; *twill do well: 


Let my old Velvet Skirt be made fit for her. 
T'll put her into action for a Waſt- coat; 


And when ! have rigg d her up once, this ſmall Pinnace 
[ Knock within. 


Lord, ſhall we never have any eaſe in this World? | 
Still troubled! Still moleſted! What wou'd you have? 0 
Enter Menippe 

I cannot furniſh you faſter than I am a able, 
And ye were my Husband a thouſand times, Tcannotdoit. 
At leaſt a dozen Poſts are gone this Morning | 
For ſeveral parts of the Kingdom: I can do no more 
Bur pay em, and inſtruct em. 

- Men. Prithee, good ſweet Heart, 
I come not to diſturb thee, nor diſcourage thee, 
I know thou labour'ſt truly: Hark in thine Ear. 

Leu. Ha! 
What do you make ſo deincy on't? Look thers 
J am an Aſs, I can do nothing. 

Men. Celia? 
Ay, this is ſhe; a Stranger Born. 


72 What would you give for more now? 
en. Prithee, my beſt Leucippe, there's much hangs on't, 


Lodg'd at the end of Mars's Street? That's true too 2 
At the ſack of ſuch a Town, by ſuch a Soldier 
Preſerv'd a Priſoner; and by Prince Demetrius 
Bought from that Man again, maintain'd and favour'd: 
How came you by this Knowledge: *. 

Leu. Poor, weak Man, 


Abroad, and full of buſin es. 


\ 
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Men. You never try'd her? 5 
Leu. No, ſhe.is beyond my level; ſo hedg'd in 
By the Prince's infinite Love and Favour to her 
Men. She is a handſom Wench. 
Leu. A delicate, and knows it; 
And out of that proof arms her ſelf. 
Men. Come in then; | 
1 have a great deſign from the King to you, 
And you muſt work like Wax now. 
Leu. On this Lady? 
Men. On this, and all your Wits call home. 
Leu. I have done „ 
Toys in my time of ſome Note; old as I am, 
= TI think my Brains will work without Barm; 
= Take up the Books. | 
1 Men. As we go in, Ill tell ye. _[Excunt. 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Antigonus, Timon, Lords and a Soldier. 


Ant. No Face of Sorrow for this loſs, twill choak him, 
Nor no Man miſs a Friend, I know his Nature | 
So deep impreſt with Grief, for what he has ſuffer d, 
That the leaſt adding to it adds to his Ruinz 
His loſs is not ſo infinite, I hope, Soldier. _ 
Sol. Faith neither great, nor out of Indiſcretion. 
The young Men out of heat. 


Enter Demetrius, Leontius, and Licutenant. 
Ant. I gueſs the manner. x 
Lord. The Prince and't like your Grace s. 
Aut. You are welcome home, Sir: Cog w 
Come, no more Sorrow, I have heard your Fortune, 
And I my ſelf have try'd'the like: Clear up Man, 
I will not have ye take it thus; it I doubted, 
Your fear had loſt, and that you hadturn'd your back to 
Baſely beſought their Mercies — ('em, 
Leon. No, no, by this Hand, Sir, 5 
We tought like honeſt and tall Men. 
Ant. I know't, Leontius: Or if I thought BY 
Ms. — | eg- 
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Neglect of Rule, having his Counſel with ye, 
Or too vain-glorious Appetite of Fame, . 
Your Men forgot and ſcatter d. | 
Leon. None of theſe, Sir, 
He thew'd himſelf a noble Gentleman, 
Every way apt to Rule. 
Ant. Theſe being granted; _ es bc 
Why thould you thigk you haye done an act ſo hainous, 
That nought but . dwells round about yg? 
1 have loſt a Battel. - bY 
Leon. Ay, and fought it hard too. 
Ant: With as much means as Man —— 
Leon. Or Devil cou'd urge it. 
Ant. Twenty to one of our ſide now. 
Leon. Turn Tables, 1 
Beaten like Dogs again, like Qwls, you take it 
Jo Heart for flying but a Mile before em; 
And to ſay the * „ tas no flight neither, Sir, 
Twas but a walk, a handfome walk, | 


.» 


have tupby d with thisold Body, beaten like a Stock-fiſh, 


And ſtuck with Arrows, like an arming Quiver, 
Blooded and bang'd almoſt a Day before em, | 
And glad I have got off then. Here's a mad Shaver, 
He fights hisſhare lam ſure, when e' er he comes tot; 
Yet I have ſeen him trip it tithly roo, $12 
nd cry the Devil take the hindmoſt ever. 

Liei. J learnt it of my Betters. | 

Leon. Boudge at this? | 


Ant. Nas Fortune but one Face? 
Lien. In her beſt Vizard 
Meth inks ſhe looks but lowzily. % 
"Ant. Chance, though ſhe faint now, 
And fink below our ExpeQtations, ; 
Is there no hope left ſtrong enough to buoy her? 


Dem. *Tis not, this day I fled before the Enemy, 
And loſt my People, left mine Honour murder'd, 
My Maiden Honour, never to be Ranſom'd, 
Which to a noble Soul is too too ſenſible, 
Aiflits me with this Sadneſs; molt of theſe, _ 
Time may turn ſtraight again, Experience perſcct. Sd 
* 5 | / n 
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And new Swords cut new ways to nobler Fortunes. 
O I have loſt— wy | | 
Ant. As you are mine, forget it : 
I do not think it loſs. £ * 
Dem. O Sir, forgive me, | 
[ have loſt my Friends, thoſe worthy Souls bred with me. 
] have loſt my ſelf, they were the pieces of me: 
| have loſt all Arts, my Schools are taken from me, 
Honour and Arms, no Emulation left me: 
[ liv'd to ſee theſe Men loft, look d upon it; (tues; 
Theſe Men that twin'd their Loves to mine, their Vir- 
O ſhame of ſhames! I ſaw and cou'd not ſave em: 
This carries Sulphur in't, this burns, and boils me, 
And like a fatal Tomb, beſtrides my Memory. 
Ant. This was hard Fortune, but if alive, and taken, 
They ſhallberanſom'd: Let it be at Millions, 
Dem. They are dead, they are dead. 
Lieu. When wou'd he weep for me thus? 
I may be dead and powder'd. 
Lem. Good Prince, grieve not : 
We are not certain of their Deaths: The Enemy, 
Though he be hot, and keen, yet holds good Quarter. 
Ss When tut oo: 
Great Shout within: Enter Gentlemen, 
Lieu. He does not follow us? 
Give me a Steeple top. 
Leon. They live, they live, Sir. 
3 Ant. Hold up your manly Face. 
They live, they are here, Son. 
4 Dem. Theſe are the Men. 
I Gent. They are, and live to honour ye. 
Dem. How Leap ye, noble Friends? Methought I ſaw 
Even in the Jaws of Death. (ye 
2 Gent. Thanks to our Folly, | 
That ſpur'd us on; we were indeed hedg'd round in't; 
And ev'n beyond the hand of Succour, beaten, 
Unhors'd, diſarm'd: And what we lookt for then, Sir, 
Let ſuch poor weary Souls that hear the Bell knoll, 
And ſee the Grave a digging, tell. 5 
ee „ AER Dem. 
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Dem. For Heav'ns ſake ; | 
Delude mine Eyes no longer! How came ye off? 
1 Gent. Againſt all expectation; the brave Seleucus, 
think this Day enamour'd on your Virtue, 
When, through the Troops, he ſaw ye ſhoot like Light- 
And at your tnanly Courage all took Fire (ning; 
And after that, the Miſcry we fell to, 
J he never- certain Fate of War, conſid'ring, 
As we ſtood all before him, Fortune's Ruins, 
Nothing but Death expecting, a ſhort time 
He made a ſtand upon our Youths and Fortunes. 
J hen with an eye of Mercy inform'd his Judgment, 
F ow yet unripe we were, unblown, unharden'd, 
Unfitted for ſuch fatal Ends; he cry'd out to us, 
Go Gentlemen, commend me to your Maſter, 
To the moſt High, and Hopeful Prince, Demetrius; 
7] ell him the Volour that he ſhow'd againſt me 
J his day, the Virgin Valour, and true Fire, 
T eſerves ev'n from an Enemy this Courteſie; . 
Your Lives, and Arms freely I'll give em: Thank him. 
And thus we are return'd, Sir, 
Leon. Faith, twas well done; 
Tas bravely done; was't not a noble part, Sir? 
Lieu. Had I been there, up had 1 gone, I am ſure on't; 
I heſe noble tricks I never durſt truſt em yet. 
Leon. Let me not live, and twere not a fam'd Honeſty; 
It takes me ſuch a tickling way: Now wou'd 1 with, 
But ev'n the Happineſs, ev'n that poor Bleſſing (Heaven, 
For all the ſharp Afflictions thou haſt ſent me, | 
Put ev'n i'th' head o'th* Field, to take Seleucus. 
I I ſhould do ſomething memorable: Fie, fad till? 
1 Gent. Do you grieve, we are come off? | 
2M. Uar in om'd, Was it? 
2 Gent. It was, Sir. 
Dem. And with ſuch a Fame to me? 
S: id ye not ſo? 
Ten. Ye have heard it. 
Dem. O Leontius ! | Pts 
Better 1 had loſt em all: My ſelf had periſh'd, 
And all my Father's hopes. ES 
— 


Leon. 


* 


The Humorous Lieutenant. 723 
Leon, Mercy upon you; Ha 


W hat ails you, Sir? Death, do not make Fools on's, 
Neither go to Church, nor tarry at Home? 
That's a fine Horn-pipe. * 1 
Ant. What's now your Grief, Demetrius? 
Dem. Did he not beat us twice? 
Leon. He beat, a Pudding; beat us but once. 
Dem. Was beat me twice, and beat me to a Coward. 
Beat me to nothing. 
Lien, Is not the Devil in him? 
Leon. 1 pray it be no worſe. 
Dem. Twice conquer'd me. 
Leon. Bear witneſs all the World, I am a Dunce here. 
Dem. With Valour firſt he ſtruck me, then with Honour, 
That Stroak Leontius, that Stroak, doſt thou not feel it? 
Leon.W hereabouts was it? Forl remember nothing yet. 
Dem. All theſe Gentlemen that were his Priſoners —— 
Leon. Yes, he ſet 'em free, Sir, with Arms and Honour. 
Dem. There, there, now thou haſt it; | 
At mine own Weapon, Courteſie, h'as beaten me. 
At that I was held a Maſter in, he has cow'd me, 
Hotter than all the dint o'th* Fight he has charg'd me: 
Am I not now a wretched Fellow? Think on't; | 
And when thou haſt examin'd all ways honourable, 
And find'ſt no Door left open to requite this, 
Conclude I am a Wretch, and was twice beaten. 
Ant. I have obſerv'd your way, and underſtand it, 
And equal love it as Demetrius, L 
My noble Child thou ſhalt not fall in Virtue, 
I and my Pow'r will fink firſt: You Leontins, 
Wait for a new Commiſſion, ye ſhall out again, 
And inftantly : You ſhall not lodge this Night here, 
Not ſee a Friend, nor take a Blefling with ye, 
Before ye be i'th' Field: The Enemy is up till, 
And ſtill in full deſign: Charge him again, Son, 
And either bring home that again thou halt loſt there, 
Or leave thy Body by him. 
Dem. Ye raile me, 
And now I dare look up again? Leontius. Cem 
Leon. Ay, ay, Sir, I am 2 who we ſhall — of 
| 2 o 
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To make all ſtraight; and who we ſhall give to th' Deyil. 
What ſay' ſt thou now, Lieutenant? 7 — 
Lieu. I fay nothing. „ 
Lord what ail I, that I have no mind to fight now? 
I find my Conſtitution mightily alter de 
Since I came home: | hate all Noiſes too. 
Eſpecially the Noiſe of Drums; I am now as well 
As any living Man ; why not as valiant? 
To fight now, is a kind of vomit to me, 
It goes againſt my Stomach. _ 
em. Good Sir, preſently ; 
You cannot do your Son fo fair a Favour. 
Ant. Tis my Intent: I'll fee ye march away too. 
Come, get your Men together preſently, Leontius, 
And preſs where pleaſe you, as you march. 
Leon. We go, Sir. | 
Ant. Wait you on me Tl bring ye to your Command, 
And then to Fortune give you up. 
Dem. Ye love me. bop cM 
Leon. Go, get the Drums, beat round, Lieutenant. 
Lieu. Hark ye, Sir, x 
I have a fooliſh buſineſs they call Marriage. 
Leon. After the Wars are done. 
Lien. The Party ſtays, Sir, 
I have giv'n the Prieſt his Mony too: All my Friends, Sir, 
My Father, and my Mother. 
Leon. Will you go forward? | | 
Lieu. She brings a pretty matter with her. 
Leon. Half a dozen Baſtards. 6: ob 
Lieu. Some forty, Sir. Cane pi ME 
Leon. A goodly competency. 455 (ter, 
Lieu. I mean Sir, Pounds a Year; I II diſpatch the mat- 
*Tis but a Night or two; Ill overtake ye Sir. (quarter? 
Leon. The two old Legions, yes: Where lies the Horſe- 
Lieu. And if it be a Boy, I'll ev'n make bold, Sir. 
Leon. Away with your Whore, * | 
A plague o' your W hore, you damn'd Rogue, 
Now ye are cur'd and well; muſt ye be clicketing? 
Lieu. I have broke my Mind to my Ancient, in my 
He's a ſufficient Gentleman. DANCE het - — 
| > eon. 
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5 Leon. Get forward. | 
£ Lieu. Only receive her Portion. | 
75 Leon. Get ye forward, 
© Elſe I'll bang ye forward. 
# Lien. Strange, Sir, 
= A Gentleman and an Officer cannot have the liberty 
& : Todothe Office of a Man. 
Leon. Shame light on thee, 
How came this W hore into thy Head ? 
Lieu. This Whore, Sir? 
'Tis ſtrange, a poor W hore. 
| Leon. Do not anſwer me, Ci 
Troop, Troop away; do not name this Whore again, 
Or think there is a Whore. 5 
Lieu. That's very hard, Sir. 
Leon. For if thou doſt, look to't, I'll have thee Gelded, 
III walk ye out before me: Not a word more. | Exeunt. 


n AV 


Enter Leucippe, and Governeſs. 


Leu. Ye are the Miſtreſs of the Houſe, ye ſay, 
Where this young Lady lies. 
Gov. For want of a better. | 
Leu. You may be good enough for ſuch a purpoſe. 
When was the Prince with her? Anſwer me directly, 
Gyv, Not ſince he went a Warring. | 
Leu Very well then: 
What carnal Copulation are you privy to 
Between theſe two? Be not afraid, we are Women, 
And may talk thus amongſt our ſelves, no harm in't. 
Gov. No ſure, there's no harm in't, I conceive that; 
But truly, that I ever knew the Gentlewoman 
Otherwiſe giv'n, than a hopeful Gentlewoman a 
Leu. You'll grant me the Prince loves her? 
Gov, There | am with ye. 
And the Gods bleſs her, promiſes her mightily. 
Leu. Stay there a while. And gives her Gifts? 
Gov. Extreamlyz | 
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And truly makes a very Saint of her. 
Leu. I ſhou'd think now, f 
(Good Woman let me have your judgement with me, 
I ſee *ris none of the worſt: Come fit down by me) 
That theſe two cannot love ſo tenderly. 
Gov. Being ſo young as they are too. 
Leu. You ſay well — 5 
But that methinks ſome further Promiſes 
Gov. Yes, yes, | 
J have heard the Prince ſwear he wou'd marry her. 
Leu. Very well ſtill: They do not uſe to fall out? 
Gov. The tendereſt Chickens to one another, 
They cannot live an hour aſunder. 
Leu. I have done then; 
And be you gone; you know your Charge, and do it. 
You know whoſe will it is; if you tranſgreſs it 
That is, if any have acceſs, or ſee her, 
Before the King's will be fulfill'd — 
Gov. Not the Prince, Madam? 
Leu. You'll be hang'd if you do it, that T'll aſſure ye. 
Gov. But ne'ercheleſs, III make bold to obey ye. 
Leu, Away, and to your buſineſs then. 


Gov. Tis done, Madam. Ereunt. 


AGT- HE SCENE 1 
Enter Antigonus, Fey Menippus. 


Tz ou haſt taken wondrous pains but yet Menippns 
You underſtand not of what Blood and Country. 
Men. I labour'd that, but cannot come to know it. 


A Greek lam ſure ſhe is, ſhe ſpeaks this Language. 
Ant. Is ſhe ſo excellent handſom ? 
Men. Moſt inticing. „ 

Ant. Sold for a Priſoner? 
Men. Ves Sir, ſome poor Creature. 
Ant. And he loves tenderly ? 


LEVY 
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Men. They lay extreamly. 


Ant. Tis well prevented then: Yes, I perceiv'd it: 
When he took leave now, he made a hundred ftops, 
Defir'dan Hour, but halt an Hour, a Minute, 
Which J with Anger croſs'd ; I krew his buſinels, 
I knew 'twas ſhe he hunted on; this Journey, Man, 
I beat out ſuddenly for her cauſe intended, 
And wou'd not give him time to breath. When comes ſhe ? 
Men. This Morning, Sir. . 
Ant. Lodge her to all Delight then: 
For I would have her try'd toth' teſt: I know, 
She muſt be ſome crackt Coin, not fit his Traffick, 
Which when we have found, the ſhame will make him 
Or we ſhall work a nearer way: I'll bury him, (leave her, 
And with him all the hopes | have caſt upon him, 
E'er he ſhall dig his own Grave in that Woman: 
Jou knov- which way to bring her: I'll ſtand cloſe there, 
To view her as ſhe paſſes: And do you hear Menippus, 
Obſerve her with all Sweetneſs ; humour her, 
"Twill make her lie more careleſs to our purpoſes. 
Away, and take what helps you pleaſe. 
Men. I am gone, Sir. [Exernt. 


GENRE II. 
Enter Celia, and Governels, 


Cel. Governeſs, from was this Gown ſ.nt me? 
Prethec be ſerious true; I will not wear't elle: _. 
"Tis a handſom one. 

Gov. As though you know not? 

Cel, No Faith: 5 
But I believe, for certain too, yet I wonder, 

Becau'e it was his Caution, this poor way, 
Still to preſerve me from the curious ſearchings 
Of greedy Eyes. 

Gov. You have it: Does it pleaſe. you? 

Cel. Tis very rich, methinks too, prethee tell me? 

Gov. From one that likes you well, never look coy, Lady; 
Theſe are no Gifts, to be put off with powtings. 
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Cel. Powtings, and Gifts? Is it from any Stranger? 


| Gov. Vou are ſo curious, that there is no talk to ye. 
; What if it be I, pray ye? . 
Cel. Unpin, good Governeſs, 
Quick, quick. | N 
Gov. Why, what's the matter? 
Cel. Quick, good Governeſs: 
Fie on't, how beaſtly it becomes me? Poorly? 
A trick put in upon me? Well ſaid Governeſs: 
I vow I wou'd not wear it — out, it ſmells muſty. 
Are theſe your tricks? Now I begin to ſmell it, 
Abominable muſty; will you help me? 
The Prince will come again — 
Gov. You are not mad ſure? - 3 
Cel. As Ilive I'll vut it off: A pox upon it; (ries? 
For ſure it was made for that uſe; do youbring me Live- 
Stales to catch Kites? Doſt thou laugh too, thou baſe 


Gov. I cannot chuſe, if I ſhould be hang'd. (Woman? 
Cel. Abuſe me, 


And then laugh at me too ? 

Gov. I do not abuſe ye: 
Is it abuſe, to give him Drink that's thirſty? | 
You want Cloaths ; is it ſuch a hainous Sinl beſeech ye, 
To ſee you ſtor'd ? 


Cel. There is no greater wickedneſs than this way. 
Gov. What way? 


Cel. I ſhall curſe thee fearfully, | 


If thou provok'ſt me further: And take heed, Woman; 
My Curſes never mils, 1 ü 


Gov. Curſe him that ſent it. 

Cel. Tell but his Name 

Gov. Vou dare not curſe him. 

Cel. Dare not? By this fair Light 
Gov. You are fo full of Paſſion —— - 

Cel. Dare not be good? Be honeſt? Dare not curſe him? 
Gov. I think you dare not: I believe ſo. | 
Cel. Speak him. 5 ls 
Gov. Up with your valour then, up with it bravely, 

And take your full charge. 2 
Cel. If Ido not, hang me; tell but his Name. 


Gov. 
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Gov. Twas Prince Demetrius ſent it: 
Now, now, give fire, kill him i'th' Eye now, Lady. 
cl. Is he come home? | 
Gov. It ſeems ſoz but your Curſe now. 
Cel. Vou do not lie, I hope. | 
Gov. You dare not curſe him. | 
Cel. Prethee do not abuſe me: Is he come home indeed? 


For I wou'd now with all my Heart believe thee. 


Gov. Nay, you may chuſe: Alas, I deal for Strangers, 
That ſend ye ſcurvymuſty Gowns, ſtale Liveries: 
I have my tricks. | . 
Cel. Tis a good Gown, a handſome one; 
I did but jeſt; where is he? | 
Gov, He that ſent it—a 4 + 4. 
Ce]. How? He that ſent it? Is t come to that again? 
Thou canſt not be ſo fooliſh : Prethee ſpeak out, 
I may miſtake thee. e 
Gov. I ſaid he that ſent it. | 
Cel. Curſe o my Life: Why doſt thou vex me thus? 
Iknow thou meaneſt Demetrius, doſt thou not? 


I charge thee ſpeak truth: If it be any other, 


Thou knoweſt the charge he gave thee, and the Juſtice 
His Anger will inflict, if c'er he know this, 
As know he ſhall, he ſhall, thou ſpightful Woman, 
Thou beaſtly Woman; and thou ſhalt know too late too, 
And feel too ſenſible, I am no Ward, | 
No Sale-ſtufffor your Mony-Merchants that ſent it: 
Who dare {end me, or how durſt thou, thou 

. Gov. What you pleaſe: | 
For this is ever the reward of Service. 
The Prince ſhall bring the next himſelf. 
Cel. Tis ſtrange ; LES 
That you ſhould deal ſo peeviſhly: Beſhrew ye, 


You have put me in a hear. 


Gov. I am ſure ye have killd me: 
I n&er receiv'd ſuch Language: I can but wait upon ye, 
And be your Drudge; keep a poor Life to ſerve ye. 

Cel. You know my Nature is too eaſie, Governeſe, 
And you now know, I am ſorry too: How does he? 


— 


. Gvv. O Gad, my Head. : 


Cel. 
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Cel. Prethee be well, and tell me, | 
Did he ſpeak of me, ſince he came? Nay ſee now, 
If thou wilt leave this Tyranny ? Good ſweet Governeſs, 
Did he but name hisCe/za? Look upon me, 7 
Upon my Faith I meant no harm: Here take this, 
And buy thy ſelf ſome trifles: Did he, good Wench? 

Gou. He loves ye but too dearly. 

Cel. That's my good Governeſs. 

Gov, There's more Cloaths making for ye. 

Cel. More Cloaths ? 

Gov. More: TY 

Richer and braver; I can tell ye that News; 

And twenty glorious things. EO 
Cel. To what uſe, Sirrah? (W retches 
Gov. Ye are too good for our Houſe now: We poor 

Shall loſe the comfort of ye. | ö 
Cel. No, I hope not. 

Gov, For ever loſe ye, Lady. ite 
Cel. Loſe me? Wherefore? I hear of no ſuch thing. 
Gov. Tis ſure it muſt be fo: ay 1 
You mult ſhinenow at Court: Such preparation, 

Such hurry, and ſuch hanging Rooms------ _ 
Cel. To th' Court, Wench? Was it toth' Court, thou 
Gov. You'll find it ſo. (ſaidſt? 
Cel. Stay, ſtay, this cannot be. 

Gov. I lay it mult be: od 
I hope to find ye {till the ſame good Lady. (Wench, 

Cel. Toth' Court? This ſtumbles me: Art ſurc for me, 
This preparatian is? ; 

Cov. She is perilous crafty; | 
fear too honeſt for us all too. Am l ſure I live? 

Cel. To th' Court ? This cannot down: What ſhou'd I do 
W hy ſhould he ona ſudden change his Mind thus, (there? 
And not make me acquaint. d? Sure he loves me; 

His Vow was made againſt it, and mine with him: 

At leaſt while this King liv'd. He will come hither, 

And ſee me, cer I go? 

Gov. Wou'd ſome wiſe Woman 
Had her in working. That I think he will not, 
Becauſe he means with all joy there to meet ye. 
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Ye ſhall hear more within this Hour. 

Cel. A Courtier ? 
What may that meaning be? Sure he will ſee me. 
If he be come, he muſt: Hark ye, good Goverrels, 
What Age is the King of? | 

Gov. He's an old Man, and full of buſineſs. 

Cel. 1 fear too full indeed: W hat Ladics are there? 
I wou'd be loth to want good Company. 

Gov. Delicate young Ladics, as you wou'd deſire; 
And when you are acquainted, the beſt Company. 

Cel. Tis very well: Prithce go in, let's talk more. 

For though I fear a trick, I'll bravely try it. 

Gov. I ſee he mult be cunning, 
Knocks this Doe down. ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Euter Lieutenant, and Leontius: Drums within. 


Leon. Vou ſhall not have your will, Sirrah, are ye running? 
Have ye gotten a Toy in your Heels? Is this a Seaſon, 
W hen Honour pricks ye on, to prick o_ Ears up, 
After your W hore, your Hobby-horſe*: 

Lieu. Why look ye now: f 
What a ſtrange Man are you? Would you have a Man 
At all hours all alike? 3 

Leon. Do but fight ſomething; 

But half a Blow, and pur thy Stomach to't ; 
Turn but thy Face, and do make Mouths at 'em. 


Lieu. And have my Tecth knockt out; I thank ye 
Ye are my dear Friend. (heartily, 


Leon. What a Devil ails thec? 
Doſt long to be hang'd? 5 * 
Lieu. Faith, Sir, I make no Suit for't: 
But rather than I would live thus out of Charity, 
Continually in brawling — 
Leon. Art thou not he? 
I may be cozen'd 1 
Lien. 1 ſhall be diſcover'd. 
Leon. That in the midſt of thy moſt helliſh Pains, 
When thou wert crawling Sick, didſt aim at Wonders, 
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When thou wert mad with Pain? SS 
Lieu. Ye have found the Cauſe out; 


I had ne er been mad to fight elſe : I confeſs, Sir, 


The daily torture of my Side that vext me, 

Made me as daily careleſs what became of me, 

Till a kind Sword there wounded me, and cas'd me; 
*T was nothing in my Valour ſought; I am well now, 


And take ſome pleaſure in my Life; methinks now, 


It ſhews as mad a thing to me to ſee you ſcuffle, 

And kill one another fooliſhly for Honour, 

As *twas to you, to ſee me play the Coxcomb. 

Leon. And wilt thou ne'er fight more? 

Lieu. V'th* mind I am in. 

Leon. Nor never be ſick again? 

Lieu. T hope I ſhall not. | Sr 

Leon. Prithee be ſick again; prithee, I beſeech thee, 

Be juſt ſo ſick again. 

Lieu. Pi] juſt be hang'd firſt. | 
Leon. If all the Arts that are can make a Cholick, 
Therefore look to't: Or if Impoſthumes, mark me, 
As big as Foot- balls * 
Lieu. Deliver me. 

Leon. Or Stones of ten Pound weight i'th' Kidneys, 

Through Eaſe and ugly Diets may be gather'd; 

T'll feed ye up my ſelf, Sir, I'll prepare ye, 

You cannot fight, unleſs the Devil tear ye, 

You ſhall not want Provocations, I'll ſcratch ye, 

Pll have thee have the Tooth-ach, and the Head-ach. 
Lieu. Good Colonel, I'll do any thing. 
Leon. No, no, nothing | 

Then will I have thee blown with a pair of Smiths Bellows, 

Becauſe ye ſhall be ſure to have a round Gale with ye, 

Fill'd full with Oyl o' Devil, and Aqua-fortis, 

And let theſe work, theſe may proyoke. 
%%% / I L-:-:: 
Leon. A Coward in full Blood; prithee be plain with me, 

Will roaſting do thee any good? 

Lieu. Nor baſting neither, Sir. 
Leon. Marry that goes hard. 
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Enter one Gentleman, 
1 Gent, Where are you, Colonel? 
The Prince expects ye, Sir: Was hedg'd the Enemy 
Within a ſtreight, where all the hopes and valours 
Of all Men living cannot force a Paſſage, 
He has em now. „ 
Leon. 1 knew all this before, Sir, (chere? 
I chalk'd him out his way: But do you ſee that thi 
Lieu. Nay good ſweet Colonel, PII fight a little. 
Leon. That thing? | 
1 Gent. What thing? I ſee the brave Lieutenant. 
Leon. Rogue, what a Name haſt thou loſt ? 
Lieu. You may help it, 
Yet you may help't : PIl do ye any courteſie: 
I know you love a Wench well. 
Enter ſecond Gentleman. 
Leon. Look upon him; 


Do you look too. 


* 


2 Gent. What ſhou'd I look on? | 
I come to tell ye, the Prince ſtays your Direction, 


We have em now !th* Coop, Sir. 


Leon. Let 'em reſt there, 
And chew upon their Miſeries; But look firft 
Lieu, I cannot fight for all this. 
Leon. Look on this Fellow. 
2 Gent, I know him; tis the valiant brave Lieutenant. 
Leon. Canſt thou hear this, and play the Rogue? Steal 
Behind me quickly, neatly do it, (off quickly, 
And ruſh into the thickeſt of the Enemy, | 
And if thou kill'ſt but two. 
Lieu. Vou may excuſe me, 


_ *Tis not my fault: I dare not fight. 


Leon. Be ruPd yet, (Sheeps Heart. 
I'll beat thee on; go wink and fight: A plague upon your 
2 Gent. What's all this matter ? 5 55 
I Gent. Nay I cannot ſhew ye. 
Leon. Here's twenty Pound, go but ſmell to 'em. 
Lieu. Alas, Sir, 
I have taken ſuch a cold I can ſmell nothing. 
Leon. I can ſmell a Raſcal, a rank Raſcal : 
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Fye, how he ſtinks, like a tyrcd Jade. 
2 Gent. What, Sir? 
Leon. Why, that Sir, do not you ſmell him? 
2 Gent. Smell him? Lien. I muſt endure. 
Leon. Stinks like a dead Dog, Carrion -—- 
There's no ſuch damnable ſmell under Heav'n, 
As the faint ſweat of a Coward. Will ye fight yet? 
Lieu. Nay, now I defie ye; ye have ſpoke the worſt 


Ot me, and if every Man ſhould take what youſay (ye can 


To the Heart----- Leon. God ha' Mercy, 
God ha' Mercy with all my Heart: here I forgive thee; 
And fight, or fight not, but go along with us, 
And keep my Dog” © | 

Lien. I love a good Dog naturally. 

1 Gent. Whar's all this ſtir, Lieutenant? 

Lieu. Nothing, Sir, 
But a flight Matter of Argument. Leon. Pox take thee: 
Sure I ſhall love this Rogue, he's ſo pretty a Coward. 
Come Gentlemen, let's up now, and if Fortune 
Dare play the ſlut again, I'll never more Saint her. 
Come Play- fellow. come, prethee come up; come chicken, 
I have a way ſhall fit yet: A tame Knave, 


Lieu. VII tell ye who does beſt, Boys. 5 ¶Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. | 


Enter Antigonus, and Menippus, above. 


Men. I ſaw her coming out. 
Ant. Who waits upon her? 
Men. Timon, Charinthus, and ſome other Gentlemen, 
By me appointed. | atmo 
Ant. Where's your Wife? 
Men. She's ready 


Fit for her Lodgings. 
Ant. How ſhews ſhe in her Trim now ? 
Men. O moſt divinely ſweet. 
Ant. Prethee ſpeak ſoftly. 

How does ſhe take her comi 82 


Men. 
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Men. She bears it bravely; | 
But what ſhe thinks---For Heav'n ſake, Sir, preſerve me- 
If the Prince chance to find this. 

Ant. Peace, ye old Fool; 

She thinks to meet him here. 

Men. That's all the Project. 

Ant. Was ſhe hard to bring ? 

Men. No, ihe believ'd it quickly, 

And quickly made her ſelf fit. The Gown a little, 

And thoſe new things ſhe has not been acquainted with, 
At leaſt in this place, where ſhe liv'd a Priſoner, | 
Troubled and ſtirrd her Mind. But believe me, Sir, 
She has worn as good, they fit ſo apted to her; 
And ſhe is ſo great a Miſtreſs of diſpoſure. 

Here they come now: But take a full view of her. 

Enter Celia, Timon, Charinthus, and Gentlemen. 

Ant. How cheerfully ſhe looks? How ſhe ſalutes all? 
And how ſhe views the Place? She is very young ſure: 
'That was an admirable Smile, a catching one, 

The very twang of Cypid's Bow ſung in it: 
She has two- edg'd Eyes, they kill o' both ſides. 

Men. She makes a ſtand, as though ſhe wou'd ſpeak. 

Ant. Be ſtill then. | 

Cel. Good Gentlemen, trouble your ſelves no further, 
had thought ſure to have met a noble Friend here. 

Tim. Ye may meet many, Lady. 

Cel. Such as you are | 
I covet few or none, Sir. 

Char. Will you walk this way, 

And take the ſweets o'th' Garden? Cool and cloſe, Lady. 
Cel. Methinks this open Air's far better, tend ye that 
Pray where's the Woman came along? (ay. 
har. What Woman? 5 

Cel. The Woman of the Houle I lay at. 

Tim. Woman? | 
Here was none came along ſure. 

Cel. Sure I am catcht then: 
Pray where's the Prince ? 

Char. He will not be long from ye, 

We are his humble Servants, 
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For ſure I know a way to ſcape all dangers. 


Ol fo refin'd a ſie 
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dd N 
Cel. I cou'd laugh now, 


To ſee how finely I am cozen'd: Vela na, | Fs 


Tim. Madam, your Lodgings | o thi a 
Gd. My Lodgings? W Nr 
For Ba n ſake, Sir, what Osfice de Ibéar here? 
Tim. The great Commander Fo all Hearts... 4+ 
nter L.cucippe, 4 1 5 
Cel. You have hit it. « . 


I thank your ſweet Heart for it. WBO are e theſe/n now? 


Char. Ladies that come to ſerve es : I OG ; 
Are you my Servants? „ f 

Lady. Servants to your Flealares, . 5 

Cel. dare balieve ye, but I dare not truſt ye : 3 1 


Catch'd with a trick? Well, I muſt bear it pati Geng: 5 
Methinks this Courr's a neat Place: All te People, 


$4 
$$» 


„ Tim. This is no poor Rogue. 
"a Were it a Paradiſe to. pleaſe your 2 
And entertain the Sweetneſs you Gn With ye. 
Cel. Take breatß; . 
Vou are fat, and many words may melt . 
This is three Bawds: beaten into one; bleſs me Heyn, 4 
W hat ſhall become of me? I am i'th' pitfall: (ones 
O' my Conſcience, this is the old Viper, and all theſe little 
Creep every Night into her Belly; = you hear,plump Ser- 
And you my little ſuckingLadies,youmuſt teach me, (vant, 
For I know you are excellent at Carriage, 
How to behave my ſelf, for I am rude yet: 
But you ſay the Prince will come? 
. Lady. Will flie to fee you. 
Cel. For look you, if a great Man, fay the King now, 
Shou'd come and viſit me? 
Men. She names ye. 
Ant. Peace, Fool. 
Cel. And offer me a Kindneſs, ſuch a Kindneſs. 
Leu. Ay, ſuch a Kindneſs. ; 
Cel. True Lady, ſuch a Kindneſs, + . 
W. hat ſhall that Kindneſ' be now? 


* 


Leu. 
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| Leu. A witty Lady ; 
8 Learn little Ones, learn. 
Cel. Say it be all his Favour. 
Leu. And a ſweet ſaying tis. 
Cel. And I grow peeviſh? _ 
Leu. You muſt not be neglectful. 
Cel. There's the matter, 
There's the main Doctrine now, and I may miſs it: 
Or a kind handſome Gentleman? 
 _ Lew. You ſay well. 
Cel. They'll count us baſely bred. 
Leu. Not freely nurtur'd. 
Cel. I'll take thy Counſel. 
Leu. Tis an excellent Woman. 
1 Cel. I find a notable Volume here, a learn'd one; 
Which way? For I wou'd fain be in my Chamber; 
In truth, ſweet Ladies, I grow weary; fic, 
How hot the Air beats on me? | 
Lady. This way, Madam. 
Cel. Now, by mine Honour, I grow wondrous faint too. 
Leu. Your Fans, ſweet Gentlewomen, your Fans. 
Cel. Since I am fool'd, 

I' make my ſelf ſome ſport, though I pay dear for't. | Ex. 
Men. You ſee now what a manner of Woman ſne is, Sir. 
Ant. Thou art an Aſs. 

Men. Is this a fit Love for the Prince? 
Ant. A Coxcomb; | 

Now by my Crown a dainty Wench, a ſharp Wench, 

And a matchleſs Spirit: How ſhe jeer'd 'em? 
2 How careleſly the ſcoff'd em? Uſe, her nobly 
l wou'd 1 had not ſeen her: Wait anon, 
And then you ſhall have more to trade upon. | Exeuut. 


+ SC EMS TV. 


Enter Leontius, and the two Gentlemen, | 
2 — 6 muſt keep a round, and a ſtrong watch to 
wht, 
The Price will not charge the Enemy till the Morning: 
But for the trick I told ye for this Raſcal, 
This Rogue, that Health and ſtrongHeart makes a Coward: | 
Vol. II. | I 1 Gent, 
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1 Gent. Ay, if it take. 
Leon. Ne'er fear it, the Prince has it, 
And if he let it fall, I muſt not know it; | 
He will ſuſpect me preſently: But you two 
May help the Plough. 
2 Gent. That he is ſick again. 
Leun. Extreamly fick; his Diſeaſe grown incurable ; 
Never yet found, nor touch · d at. 
Enter Lieutenant. 
2 Gent. Well, we have it, 
And here he comes. | 
Leon. The Prince has been upon him, 
What a flatten Face he has now? It takes, canary it; 
How like an Aſs he looks? 
Lieu. feel no great pain, 
At leaſt, I think I do not; yet I feel ſenſibly 
I grow extreamly faint: How cold I ſweat now? 
Leon. So, ſo, ſo. 
Lieu. And now tis ev'n too true, I feel a pricking, 
A pricking, a ſtrange pricking: How it tingles? 
And as it were a Stitch too: The Prince told me, 
And every one cry'd out I was a dead Man; 


1 had thought I had been as well 


Leon. Upon him now Boys, 
And do it moſt demurely. 1 

1 Gent. How now Lieutenant? 
Lieu. 1 thank ye, Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Life, how looks this Man? 
How doſt thou, good Lieutenant? 

2 Gent. I ever told ye 
This Man was never cur'd, I ſee it too plain now; 
How do you feel your ſelf? you look not perfect ; 
How dull his Eye hangs?. 

I Gent. That may be Diſcontent. 

2 Gent. Pelieve me, Friend, I wou'd not ſuffer now 
The tith of thoſe Pains this Man feels; mark his Forchcad 
What a cloud of cold Dew hangs upon? 

Lieu. I have it, 


Again I have it; how it grows upon ne? 
* miſerable Man 1 am. 
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Leon. Ha, ha, ha, 
A miſerable Man thou ſhalt be. 
This is the tameſt Trout I ever tickPd, 
Enter two Phyſicians, 
1 Phy. This way he went. 
2 Phy. Pray Heav'n we find him living, | Cans 
He's a brave Fellow, tis pity he ſhould periſh thus. 


r Phy. Aſtrong hearted Man, and of a notable ſufferance. 


Lieu. Oh, oh. 
1 Gent, How now? How is it, Man? 
Lieu. Oh, Gentlemen, 
Never ſo full of Pain. 
2 Gent. Did I not tell ye? 
Lieu. Never ſo full of Pain, Gentlemen. 
1 Phy, He is here; 
1 40 you, Sir? 
Be of good comfort, Soldier, 
The . has ſent us to you. 
Lien. Do you think I may live? 
2 Phy. He alters hourly, ſtrangely. 
1 Phy. Yes, you may live: But — 
Leon. Finely butted, Doctor. 
I Gent. Do not diſcourage him. 
1 Phy. He muſt be told 1 ruth, 
"Tis now too late to trifle. 
Enter Demetrius, and Gentlemen, . 
2 Gent. Here the Prince comes. 
Dem. How now, Gentlemen ? 
2 Gent. Bewailing, Sir, a Soldier, 


And one, I think, your Grace will grieve t to part with ; 


But every living thing 

Dem. Tis true, muſt periſh, 
Our Lives are but our marches to our Graves, 
How doſt thou now, Lieutenant? 

Lieu. Faith 'tis true, Sir, 
We are but Spans, and Candles ends. 

Leon. He's finely morti fiel. \ 

Dem. Thou art Heart whole yet I ſee, he alters ftrangely; 
And thar apace too; I ſaw it this ! in him, 
When he, poor Man, I dare ſ wear 
8 2 Lien. 
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Lies, No beliey ''s. Sir, 
never felt it. 
Dem. Here lies the Pain now: How he is s ſell ? 
1 Phy. The Impoſtume;, |... 8 
Fed with a new malignant Humour „ f (4 
Will grow to ſuch a bigneſs, tis incredible, 
The compaſs of a Buſhel will not, hold it. 
And with ſuch a Hell of Torture it will riſe too 
Dem. Can you endure me touch it? 
Lieu. Oh, I beſeech you, Sir: FF 
feel you ſenſibly cer you come near me. ; 
Dem. He's finely wrought, he muſt be cut, no aQueoelſe 
And iuddenly,; you {ce how faſt. he blows out. 
Lieu. Good Maſter Doctors, let me be beholding to 
feel I cannot laſt, | (you, 
2 Phy. For what, Lieutenant? ? 


Lieu. But ev'n for half a dozen Cans of nopd Wine, 
That I way drink my will out: I faint hideoufly. (tlemen, 

Dem. Fetch him ſome Wine; and ſince he muſt Ser- 
Why let him take his Journey merrily. 

Enter Servant with Wine, 

Lien, That's ev'n the neareſt wax. 

Leon. ] cou'd laugh dead now. ro 

Dem. Here, off with that. 

Lieu. Theſe two | give your Grace, 
A poor Remembrance of a dying Man, Sir, 
And I beſeech you wear 'em out. 

Dem. | will, Soldier, 


"Theſe are fine Legacies... 

Lieu. Among the Gentlemen, 
Ev'n all I have let; I am a poor Man, 1 nn 2 
Vet ſomething for Remembrance; four a piece, & nelewen, 
And ſo my Body where you * 


Leon. It wiil work. + 25 
Lies. I make! your Grace my Executor, 3 I beſeech ye 


See my poor Will fulfill'd: Sure I ſhall walk elſe- 


' Dem: As full as they can be filbd, here's my hand, Soldier 
1 Gent. The Wine will tickle him. 


Lien. 1 wou'd hear a Drum 2 
| ut to {ce how I cou'd endure it. 
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And all diſcover'd 
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Dem. Beat a Drum there. Drum within* 
Lieu. Oh Heav' nly Muſick, I wout hear c one ling tot 3 
I am very full of pain. 
Dem. Sing? tis impoſſible. DN 
Liew. Why, then | would drink a Drum full: 
Where lies the Enemy? 
2 Gent. Why, here uſe by. 
Leon. Now he begins to Muſter, 
Lieu. And dare he fight? | 
Dare he fight, Gentlemen ? 55 
1 Phy. You mult not cut him: 
He's gone then in a Moment; all the hope left, is 
To Work his weakneſs into ſudden Anger, 
And make him raiſc his Paſſion above his Pain, 
And ſo diſpoſe him on the Enemy; 
His Body then, being ſtir'd with Violence, 
Will purge it {clf,, and break the Sore: 
Dem. Pis true, Sir. 
1 Phy. And then my Life for his. 
Lieu. I will not dye thus. 
Dem. But he is too weak to do 
Lieu. Dye like a Dog? 
2 Phy. Ay, he's weak, but yet he's heart whole. 
Lieu. Hem. 
Dem. An excellent Sign. 
Lien. Hem. 
Dem. Stronger ſtill, and better. 1 
Lien. Hem, hem; ran, tan, tan, tan, tan. Exit. 
1 Phy. Now he's ith? way on't. 
Dem. Well go thy ways, thou wilt do ſomething certain. 
Leon. And fome brave thing, or let mine Ears be cut 
He's finely wrought, (off, 
Dem. Let's after him, 
Leon. 1 pray, Sir; 


But how this Rogue, when this Claud's melted in him, 


Dem. That' s for an Aſter-Mirth; away, 1 away. 
Exeunt . 
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Enter Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomie, and Soldiers. 


| Sel. Let no Man fear to dye: We love to fleep all, | 

* And Death is but the ſounder Sleep; all Ages, —_ 
| | And all Hours call us; tis ſo common, eaſe, E 

That little Children tread thoſe Paths before us; 5 
1 We are not ſick, nor our Souls preſt with Sorrows, ; 
2 Nor go we out with tedious Tales, forgotten; 
A High, high we come, and hearty to our Funerals, 
8 And as the Sun that ſets, in Blood let's fall. 

Ly. Tis true, they have us faſt, we cannot ſcape em, 
Nor keeps thebrow of Fortune one Smile for us, 
Diſhonourable Ends we can ſcape though, 

And, worſe than thoſe Captivities, we can die, 
And dying nobly, though we leave behind us; 
A - Theſe clods of Fleſh, that are too maſſie Burthens, 
i Our living Souls flie crown'd with living Conquetts. 
n Pol. They have begun, fightbravely, and fall bravely; 
And may that Man that ſeeks to ſave his Life now 
By Price, or Promiſe, or by Fear falls from us, 
Never again be bleſt with name of Soldier. 
| Enter a Soldier. 5 
Sel. How now? who charged firſt? I ſeek a brave Hand 
To ſet me off in Death. 
Sol. We are not charg'd, Sir, 
The Prince lies ſtill. 
Sel. How comes this Larum up then? (him, 
Sol. There is one deſperate Fellow, with the Devil in 
He never durft do this elſe, has broke into us, 
And here he bangs ye two or three before him, 
There five or fix; ventures upon whole Companies. 
Ptol. And is not ſeconded? 3 
Sol. Not a Man follows. 

Sel. Not cut i' Pieces? 

Sol. Their wonder yet has ſtaid em. 
- Sel. Let's in, and fee this Miracle. 

Prol. T admire it. 
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Enter Leontius, and Gentlemen. 
Leon. Fetch him off, fetch him off; I am ſure: he's 
Did I not tell you how 'twould take? _ (clouted; 
1 Gent. Tis admirable. | | 
Enter Lieutenant with Colours in his Hand, purſuing 
three or four Soldiers. 
Lien. Follow that Blow, my Friend, there's at your 
I fight to ſave me from the Surgeons Miſeries. (Coxcombs, - 
Leon. How the Knave currics em? 198 
Lieu. You cannot, Rogues, 
Till you have my Diſeaſes, fly my Fury, 
Ye Bread and Butter Rogues, do ye run from me? 
And my Side would give me leave, I would fo hunt ye, 
YePorridge-gutted Slaves, ye Veal-broth Boobies. 
Euter Demetrius, Phyficians, and Gentlemen. 
Leon. Enough, enough, Lieutenant, thou haſt done 
Dem. Mirrour of Man. (bravely. 
Lien. There's a Flag for ye, Sir, © 5 
took it out o'th' Shop, and never paid for't, 
I'll to 'em again, I am not come to th' text yet. (ſore, 
Dem. No more my Soldier: Beſhrew my Heart he is hurt 
Leon. Hang him, he'll lick all thoſe whole. 
1 Pby, Now will we take him, | 
And cure him in a trice. | 
Dem. Be careful of him. 
Lien. Let me live but two Years, 
And do what ye will with me; 
| never had but two hours yet of Happineſs; 
Pray ye'give me nothing to provoke my Valour, 
For Jam ev'n as weary of this fighting 
4 2 Phy.Ye ſhall have nothing; come to the Prince's Tent, 
And there the Surgeons preſently ſhall ſearch ye, 
TI )hen to your Reſt. | | 
E | Lieu. A little handſome Litter 
" To lay me in, and I ſhall ſleep. 
„ Leon. Look to him. 1 
Dem. I do believe a Horſe begot this Fellow, 
He never knew his Strength yet; they are our own. 
Leon. I think ſo, I am cozen'delſe; I would but ſce now 
A way to fetch theſe off, and fave their Honours, 


+ 


% 
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Dem. Only their Liyes. „ of led not +11 MM 
Leon. Pray ye takę no way;of Peace noWwghyold +11 WM 

Unleſs it be with infinite Advantage, | 1 R Nd Da ©: 
Dem. ] ſhall be rul'd; | or 10 tin 10n m. 

Let the Battels now move forward. 

Our ſelf will give the Signal: 5 | 


iis 10 100% dt 100 


Enter Trumpet and Herald. 


[| 7 


Now Herald, og wh hog Meſſage? 10 Dil 
Her. From my Mate, Q n. „ ny 5 HV 


This honourable Courteſie, a Parlcy.,.. . 
For half an hour, no more, Sir. 81 
Dem. Let em come on, 
They have my Princely Word. |}, * 
Enter Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomie, Artendants, 
Her. They are here toattend ye. | 
Dem. Now Princes, your Demand? 
Sei.: Peace, if it may be- -:-- | 
Without the too much tainture of our Honour: > 
Peace, and we'll buy it too. 1 - 
Dem, At what price? SY Faq | | 
Lyſi. Tribute. | tit 53: 1M 


N Fa mar , a 


a 


4 TY 


3 


\ * N. 
— * 


Prol. At all the charge of this War. 

Leon. That will not do. . 

Sel. Leontius, you and I have ſerv'd together, \ 
And run through many a Fortune with our Swords, 
Brothers in Wounds and Health; one Meat has fed us; 
One Tent a thouſand times from cold Night cover'd us: 
Our Loves have been but one; and had we died then, 
One Monument had held our Names, and Actions- C 
Why do you ſet upon your Friends ſuch price: I 
And ſacrifice to giddy Chance ſuch Trophies? 1 
Have we forgot to dye? or are our Virtues 
Leſs in Afflictions conſtant, than our Fortunes? 
Ye are deceiv'd, old Soldier. WE. 

Leon. I know your W orths, J od 
And thus low bow in reverence to your Virtue: 
Were theſe my Wars, or led my Pow'r in chief here, 

I knew then how to meet your Memories 
They are my King's Imployments; this Man fights now, 
To whom I owe all Duty, Faith, and Service 


4> 


180 4 


SM 


Our Gods and People? Give our Countrics from;us? 
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This Man that fled before ye; Cl bet that, 
That bloody Day again, calf that Diſgrace heme, 
And then an eaſie Peace may ſheath Cr Swords up- 
I am not greedy of your Lives and Fortunes, 8 ö N of h 
Nor do I gape ungratefully to ſwallow e. 
Honour, the ſpur of all illuſtrious Natures, 9 88 
That made you famous Soldiers, and next Kings, 
And not ambitious Envy, ftrikes me forwarc 
Will ye unarm, and yield your ſelves his Priſoners? ? 

Sel. We never knew what that Sound meant: No Gyves 
Shall ever bind this Body, but Embracesz  _ 
Nor weight of Sorrow here, till Earth fall on me. 

Leon. Expect our Charge then. 2 74 10 
Ii. Tis the nobler Courteſie: 


% 


And fo we leave the Hand of Heav'n to bleſs us. 
Dem. Stay, have you any hope? 
/ fo, 

But that one Comfort of our Deaths together; 

Give us but room to fight. © 
Tw RK, 
Prol. Call from the Hills thoſe Companies hang o'er us, 

Like burſting Clouds; and then break in, and take us. 
Dem. Find ſuch a Soldier will forſake Advantage, 

And we'll draw off. To ſhew I dare be noble, 

And hang a Light our to ye in this Darkneſs, | 

The light of Peace; give up thoſe Cities, Fo ts, 

And all thoſe Frontier Countries to our uſes. . 
Sel. Is this the Peace, Traitors to thoſe that 


i - 
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rt] 


feed us, 
EXC) 
Lys. Begin the Knell, it ſounds a great deal (weeter, 
Prol, Let loo(e your Servant, Neath. .. 51. 
an 5. We 
Our Memories ſhall never ſtink behind us. 
Dem. Seleucus, great Seleucu 5, 9888 
89, The Prince calls, Sir. : 
Dem. Thou itock of Nobleneſs, and Courtelic, 
Thou Father of the Mar ; = 
Leon! What means the Prince now? | 1 
Dem. Give me my Standard here. 
Lyſi. His Anger's „ 


Dem. 
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But like ſo many Welps about an Elephant 
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Dem. You Gentlemen that-were his Priſoners, 
And felt the Bounty of that noble Nature, 
Lay all your Hands, and bear theſe Colours to him, 
The Standard of the Kingdom; take it, Soldier. 
Prol. What will this mean? N 
Dem. Thou haſt won it, bear it off, 
And draw thy Men home whilſt we wait upon thee. 
Sel. You ſhall have all our Countries. 
Lyſi. Prol. All, by Heav'n, Sir. 1 
Dem. I will not have a Stone, a Buſh, a Bramble, 
No, in the way of Courteſie, 111 ftart ye; 


Draw off, and make a Lane through all the Army, 


That theſe that have ſubdu'd us, may march through us. 
Sel. Sir, do not make me ſurfeit with ſuch Goodneſs, 
I'll bear your Standard for ye; follow ye. 
Dem. I (wear it ſhall be ſo, march through me fairly, 
And thine be this Day's Honour, great Seleucus. | 
Prol. Mirrour of noble Minds. 
Dem. Nay then ye hate me. . ü 
Leon. I cannot ſpeak now : | Ex. with Drums, and Shouts. 
Well, go thy ways; at a ſure piece a Bravery 
Thou art the beſt; rheſe Men are won by th'necks now : 
PII ſend a Poſt away. 5 LEE. 


A 


AT i $68 NF$-L 
Enter Antigonus, and Menippus. 


Ant. XIO Aptnels in her? 3 
N Men. Not an immodeſt Motion, 

And yet when ſhe is courted, | 
Makes as wild witty Anfwers. 

Ant. This more fires me, 
I maſt not have her thus. | 

Men. We cannot alter her. 

Ant. Have ye put the Youths upon her? 

Men. All that know any thing 
And have been ſtudied how to catch a Beauty, 
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The Prince is coming home, Sir. 
Ant. I hear that too, 
But that's no matter; am 1 * well? 
Men. Not to be known, I think, Sir. 
Ant. 1 mult fee her. 
Enter two Geutlemen, or tte. 
1 Gent. I offer'd all I had, all 1 cou'd think of, 
I try'd her through all points o' th* Compaſs, | think. 
2 Gent. She ſtudies to undo the Court, to plant here 
The Enemy to our Age, Chaſtity; | 
She is the firſt, that cer bauk'd a cloſe Arbour, 
And the {weet Contents within: She hates curl d Heads 
And ſetting up of Beards ſhe ſwears'is Idolatry. (too, 
1 Gent. I never knew ſo fair a Face ſo froze; 
Yet {the would make one think 
2 Gent. True by her Carriage, 
For ſhe's as wanton as a Kid toth' outſide, 


As full of Mocks and Taunts: I kiſs'd her Hand too, 
Walkt with her half an Hour. 


1 Gent. She heard me fin 

And ſung her ſelf too; ſhe 5 nos admirably ; 

But ſtill when any hope was, as tis her trick 

To miniſter enough of thoſe, then preſently 

With ſome new flam or other, nothing to th* matter, 

And ſuch a Frown, as would fink all before her, 

She takes her Chamber; come, we ſhall not be the laſt Fools. 
2 Gent. Not by a hundred, I hope; tis a ſtrange Wench. | 
Ant. This ſcrews me up Rill higher. - 

Enter Celia, and Ladies behind her. 
Men. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 
Ant. Thenbe you gone; and take the Women with ye, 
And lay thoſe Jewels in her way. 
Cel. If I ſtay longer 

I ſhall number as many Lovers as Lais did, 

How they flock after me? Upon my C onſcience, 

I have had a dozen Horſes giv'n me this Morning, 

I'll ev'n ſet up a Troop, and turn She-Soldier. 

A good diſcreet Wench now, that were not hide-bound, 

Might raiſe a fine Eſtate here, and ſuddenly: ( where 

For theſe warm things * give their Souls I can go no 
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And no Conſtellation in all Heav'n, but I out-ſhine i itz 


Where are my honourable Lache ? Are you out too? 


«Abies CAE) Ge » V 


I thank ye, Sir: I'll ſend one to reward ye. 
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Without a world 'of Off rings to my Excellence: 
I am a Qucen, a Goddeſs, I know not what 
And they have found out now I have no Eyes > 
Of mortal Lights, but certain Influences, „ 
Strange virtuous Lightnings, humane Nature ſtarts at, 
And I can kill my twenty in a mum 6.3 
With as much caſe now e 
Ha! What are theſe? New Proj ects? | 


Nay then I muſt buy the ſtock, ſend me good Carding: 

I hope the Prince's Hands be not in this ſport 

I have not ſeen him yet, cannot hear from him, 

And that troubles me: All theſe were Recreations 

Had I but his ſweet Company to laugh with me: + 

What Fellow's that? Another Apparition ? - 

This is the loving'ſt Age: I ſhould know that Face, 

Sure I have ſecn't before, not long ſince neither. 
Ant. She ſees me now: O Heav'n, a moſt rare Creature: ? 1 

. Cel. Ves, tis the ſame: I will take no notice of ye, 1 

But if I do not fit ye, let me fry fort; E 

Is all this Cackling for your Egg? They are fair ones, 

Excellent rich no doubt too; and may ſtumble 


A good ſtaid Mind, but I can go thus by em; 10 oa 


My honeſt Friend; do you ſet off theſe TAO 00 270 
Ant. Set em off, Lady? ot bY 
Cel. I mean, fell em heic, Sir, | 
Ant. She's very quick; for ale they are not meant fare. 
Cel. For Sanctity I think much lets: Good ev'n, Sir. 
Ant. Nay noble Lady, ſtay: Tis you muſtwear em: 

Never look ſtrange, they are : worthy your . 
Cel. Did you ſpeak to me? þ 
Ant. To you or to none living: 

To you they are ſent, to you they're hacrific'd, 1 
Cel. I'll never look a Horſe 'th* Mouth that's giv'n: - 


Aut. Do you never ask who ſent em? 
Cel. Never I: 


Nor never care, ifit be an honeſt End, 
That End's the full Reward, and Thanks but flubber i i 


a 
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If it be ill, I will not urge the Acquaintance. | 


Ant. This has a Soul indeed: Pray let me tell ye—— 
Cel. 1 care not if ye do, ſo you do it handſomly, 

And not ſtand picking of your Words. 
Aut. The King ſent en. 

Cel. Away, away, thou art ſome fooliſh Fellow, 
And now think thou haſt ſtole em too; the King ſent*em? 
Alas good Man, wou'dſt thou make me believe 
He has nothing to do with things of theſe worths, 

But wantonly to fling 'em? He's an old Man, 

A good old Man, they ſay too: I dare (wear 

Full many a Year ago he left theſe Gambols: 

Here, take your Trinkets. back 
Ant. Sure I do not lye, Lad. 
Cel. I know thou lyeſt extreamly, damnably : 

Thou haſt a lying Face. | 
Ant. I was never thus ratled. 

' Gel: But fay I ſhou'd believe: Why are theſe ſent me? 
And why art thou the Meſſenger? Who art thou? 

Ant. Lady, look on 'em wiſely, and then conſider 
Who can fend ſuch as theſe, but a King only? 

And, to what Beauty can they be Oblations, 
But only yours? For me that am the Carrier, 
Tis only fit you know I am his Servant, 
And have fulfill'd his Will. 
Cel. You are ſhort and pithy; 
What muſt my Beauty do for theſe? 
Lou cannot be ſo hard of Underſtanding, 
Whena King's Favour ſhines upon ye gloriouſſy, 
And ſpeaks his Love in theſe 
Cel. O then Love's the matter; 
Sir-reverence Love: Now I begin to feel ye: 
And I ſhou'd be the King's Whore, a brave Title; 
And go as glorious as the Sun, O brave ſtill: 
The chief Commandreſs of his Concubines, 
Hurried from place to place to meet his Pleaſures. 
Ant. A deviliſn ſubtil Wench, but a rare Spirit. (dry, 
Cel. And when the good oldSpunge had ſuckt myYouth 
And left ſome of his Royal Aches in my Bones: 


When 


And caſt long Furrows in my Face to fink me. 


Can it reſtore me Chaſte, Young, Innocent? FE 


That all Knees bow to purchaſe ? (Favour, 
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ry? 
Fieed on the ſcum of Sin? Fling thy Sword | <6 thee 3 
Go, beg Diſeaſes: Let them be thy Armours, 
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When time ſhall tell me I have plough'd my Life up, 


Ant, You muſt not think ſo, Lady. 
Cel. Then can thele, Sir, 


Theſe precious things, the price of Youth and Beanty, 
This ſhop here of Sin-offerings, ſet me off again? 
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Pos me to what I was? Add to my Memory 
An honeſt and a noble Fame? The King's Device; 
The Sin's as Univerſal as the Sun is, 
And lights an everlaſting Torch to ſhame me. 
Ant. Do you hold fo flight account of a great King's 


Cel. Prethee peace: | 

If thou knew'ſt how ill-favour'dly thy Tale becomes thee, 

And what ill Root it takes — 

Ant. You will be wiſer. (into, 

Cel. Cou'd the King find no Shape to ſhift his Pander 
But reverend Age? And one ſo like himſelf too? 

Aut. She has found me our. 8 

Cel. Cozen the World with Gravity? 

Prethee reſolve me one thing, do's the King love thee? 
Ant. I think he do's. | 
Cel. It ſeems ſo by thy Office: 

He loves thy uſe, and when that's ended, hates thee. 

Thou ſeemeſt to me a Soldier. 

Ant. Yes, I am one. 

Cel. And haſt fought for thy Country ? 

Ant. Many a time. e 
Cel. May be, commanded too? 

Ant. 1 have done, Lady. 

Cel. O wretched Man, below the ſtate of Pity ! 

Canſt thou forget thou wert begot in Honour? 

A free Companion for a King? A Soldier? 

W hoſe Nobleneſs dare feel no want, but Enemies? 

Canſt thou forget this, and decline ſo wretchedly, 

To eat the Bread of Bawdry, of baſe Bawd 


Diſhonour to the noble Name that nur$'d thee z + 


Thy 
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Thy Fights, the flames of Luft, and their foul Iſſues. 
Ant. Why then Jam a King, and mine own Speaker. 
Cel. And I as free as you, mine own Diſpoſer: 

There, take your Jewels; let them give them Luſtres 


That have dark Lives and Souls; wear em your (elf, Sir, 
You'll ſeem a Devil elſe. | 


Ant. I command ye ſtay. . 
cel. Be juſt, I am commanded. 
Ant. 1 will not wrong ye. 
Cel. Then thus low falls my Duty. 
Ant. Can ye love me? 

Say ay, and all I have 
Cel. 1 cannot love ye; W; 

Without the breach of Faith I cannot hear ye; 

Ye hang upon my Love, like froſts on Lilies: 

I can die, but I cannot love: Youare anſwer'd. [ Exit. 
Ant. I muſt find apter means, I love her truly. Exit. 


S SEN E II. 


Enter Demetrius, Leontius, Lieurenant, Gentlemen, 


Soldiers, and Hoſt. 


Dem. Hither do you ſay ſhe is come? 

Hoſt. Yes Sir, I am ſure on't: 
For whilſt I waitcd upon ye, putting my Wife in truſt, 
I know not by what means, but the King found her, 
And hither ſhe was brought; how, or to what end-—. * 

Dem. My Father found her? _ 

Hiſt. So my Wife informs me. | 

Dem. Leontius, pray draw off the Soldiers, 
1 wou'd a while be private. 


Leon. Fall off Gentlemen, the Prince would be alone. 


| he. | Ex. Leon. and Sol. 
Dem. Is he ſo cunning? . 5 Oak as 
There is ſome trick in this, and you muſt know it, 
And be an Agent too: Which + it prove fo——— 
Hoſt. Pull me to pieces, Sir. - 
Dem. My Father found her? 


My Father brought her hither? Went ſhe willin 


gly? 


Dem. 
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Dem. I cannot bible her, 5 5 
No more: There's no truſt, no faith iu ie 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, Leontius, and Soldvers.. 
Ant. Keep her up cloſe, he muſt not come to ſee her: 
You are welcome nobly now, welcome home Gentlemen; 
You have done a courteous ſervice on the Enemy 
Has tyed his Faith for ever; you ſhall find it; 
Ve are not now in's debt, Son. Still your ſad Looks? 
Leontius, what's the matter? 
Leon. Truth Sir, I know not. 
We have been merry ſince we went. 
Lieu. I feel it. 
Anm. Come, what's the matter now? Doyou want on 
Sure he bas heard o' th' Wench. 
Dem. Is that a want, Sir? I wou'd fain ſpeak to your 
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Ant. You may do freely. (Grace. 
Dem. And not deſerve your Anger? 
Ant. That ye may too. T (Priſoner, 


Dem. There was a Gentlewoman, and ſometimes my 
W hich I thought well of, Sir? Your Grace conceives me. 

Ant. 1 do indeed, and with much Grief conceive ye; 
With full as much Grief as your Mother bare you. 
There was ſuch a Woman: Wou'd I might as well ſay, 
There was no ſuch, Demetrius. 

Dem. She was Virtuous, 5 
And therefore not unfit my Vouth to lore her: 

She was as fair 

Ant. Her Beauty I'll procla m too, 

To be as rich as ever reign'd in Woman; 
But how ſhe made that good, the Devil knows. 

Dem. She was Hear 8 

Aur. The Hell to all thy Glories, | 
Swallow'd thy Youth, made k of thine Honour: 
She was a Devil. 

Dem. Ye are my Father, Sir. 

Ant. And ſince ye take a pride to ſhew your r Follies, 
I'll muſter em, and all. t he Word ſhall view em. 
Laon. What heat is this? The King Eyes ſpeak his Anger. 

Ant. Thou haſt abus d thy Youth, er en to thy F ellow- 
Inſtead of Arts and Arms, a Woman's Kiffes, (hip 
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The ſubtilties, and ſoft Heats of a Harlot. 
Dem. Good Sir; miſtake her not. 
Ant. A Witch, a Sorcereſ s: 
I tell thee but the truth; and bear, Demetrius, 
| Which has ſo dealt upon thy Blood with Charm, 
| * Dev'liſh and dark; ſo lockt up all thy Virtues; - (ons: 
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So pluckt thee back from what thou ſprungſt from, Glori⸗ 
Dem. O Heav'n, that any Tongue but his durſt ſay this 
That any Heart durſt harbour it! Dread Father; 
If for the Innocent the Gods allow us | 
Jo bend our Knees — —— - 
Ant. Away, thou art bewitch'd ſtill; 
Though ſhe be dead, her Pow'r {till lives upon thee. 
Dem. Dead? O ſacred Sir: Dead; did you ſay? R 
J cd. Fool... Goo 
Dem. It is not poſſible: Be not ſo angry, 
Say ſhe is faln under your ſad Diſpleaſure, 
Or any thing but dead; ſay ſhe is baniſh'd, 
Invent a Crime, and I'll believe ir, Sir. 
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Aut. Dead by the Law: We found her Hell, and herz 
I mean her Charms and Spells, for which ſhe periſh'd; 
And ſhe confeſt ſhe drew thee to thy Ruin, 
And purpos'd it, purpos'd my Empire's Ovetthrow. 
Dem. But is ſhedead? Was there no pity, Sir? 
If her Youth err'd, was there no Mercy ſhown her ? 
Did ye look on her Face, when ye condemn'd her? 
Ant. Ilook'd into her Heart, and there ſhe was hideous: 
Dem. Can ſhebe dead? Can Virtue fall untimely ? 
Ant. She is dead, deſervingly ſhe died. 
Dem. I have done then. * 
O matchleſs Sweetneſs, whither art thou vaniſh'd 
O thou fair Sdul of all thy Sex, what Paradiſe 
Halt thou inrich'd and bleſt? 1 am your Son, Sir, 
And to all you ſhall command ſtand moſt Obedient 
Only a little time I muſt intreat you 
To ſtudy to forget her; *twillnot be long; Sir, 
Nor Ilong after it. Art thou dead, Celia. 
Dead, my poor Wench? My joy, pluckt green with violence. 
O fair ſweet Flower, farewel; Come, thou deſtroyer 
Sorrow, thou melter of the Soul, dwell with me; is 
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Dwell with me (olitary Thoughts, Tears, Oryings, 
Nothing that loves che Day fove me, or ſeek me, 
Nothing that loves his own Life haunt about me: 
And Love, | charge thee, never charm mine Eyesmore, 
Nor ne'er betray a Beauty to my Curfes: 

For I ſhall curſe all now, hate all, forſwear all, 

And all the brood of fruitful Nature vex at, | 
For ſhe is gone that was all, and 42 9 A Ex. & Gent. 

Ant. This Opinion muſt be waintain d 

Men. It ſhall be, Sir. 

Ant. Let him go; I can at mine own pleaſure 
Draw him to th' right again. Wait your Inſtructions, 
And ſee the Soldier paid, Leontius. 

Onde more ye are welcome home all. 


All. Health to your Majeſty. Eri: Antig. G. 
Len. Thon wenr'ft along the Journey, how cant thou 
n 


Hoſt. 1 did, but 1 am ſure tis ſo : Had 1 ſtaid behind, 
I think this had not prov'd. 


Leon. A Wench the Reaſon? 
Lieu. Who's that talks of a Wench there? 
Leon. All this Diſcontent about a Wench? 
Lieu. Where is this Wench, good Colonel? (il 
Leon. Prethee hold thy Peace: Who calls thee ro Coun- 
Lieu. Why, if there be a Wench —————— 
Leon. Tis fit thou kuow het: 
That I II ſay for thee, and as fit thou art for her, 
Let her bemew'dor ſtopt. How is it, Gentlemen? 
Eiter two Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. He's wondrous diſcontent, he'Il ſpeak to no Man. 
2 Gent. Was taken his Chamber cloſe, admits no En- 
Tears in his Eyes, and cryings out. „„ (trance; 
Hoſt. *Tis ſo, Sir, % fney. 
And now I'with my elf half hang'd « ger [ went this Jour- 
Leon. What! 18 this Woman? 4 
Lien. Ay. | 9 
_ Hoſt. I cannot tell ye, but Handset as kun. 
Lieu. She is nit fo high * . ee 
Leon. Where he? 
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F745 Ay, that would be known. 

Leon. Why, Sirrah. . 

Hoſt, I cannot ſhow ye neither 
The King has now diſpos'd of her. 

Leon. There lyes the matter: 
Will he admit none to come to comfort him? dſout, 

1 Gent. Not any near, nor, let em knock their Hearts 
Will never ſpeak. 
Lieu. Tis the beſt way if he have ber; 133 Paſtime; 
For look you, a Man would be loth to d be diſturb'd in's 
"Tis every good Man's caſe. 
Leon. Tis all thy living, 
We muſt not ſuffer this, we dare not ſuffer it : 
For when theſe tender Souls meet deep Afflictions, 
They are not ſtrong enough to ſtruggle with 'em, 
But drop away as Snow does, from a Mountain, 
And in the Torrent of their own Sighs ſink themſelves : 
I will and mult ſpeak to him. 

Lieu. So mult I too: 
He promiſed me a Charge. 

Leon. Of what? of Children 
Upon my Conſcience, thou haſt a double Cowpech, 
And all of thine own begetting already. 

Lien. That's all one, 
I'll raiſe em to a Regiment; and then command em: 
When they turn diſobedient, unbeget em: 
Knock dem o'th* Head, and put in new. 

Leon. A rare way 
But for all this, thou art not valiant enough 
To dare to ſec the Prince now? 

Lien. Do you think he's angry? 

1 Gent, Extreamly vext. 
2 Cent. To the endang ring of any Man comes near him. 
I Gent, Vet, if thou couldſt but win him ts 
What e'cr thy Suit were, 
Believe it granted preſently. | 

Leon. Vet thou muſt think nds 

Ange in the doing h he may break po e, 0 

And = . 

Lieu. If he do not kill me. | TN 
T 2 Toeon. 
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Leon. There's. the .Queſtlon; 
Lieu. For half a dozen hurts. 
Teon. Art thou ſo valiant? 

Lieu. Not abſolutely ſo neither: No it cannot be, 
T want my Impoſtumes, and my Hangs about me, 
Yer Tl make danger, Colonel. 

Leon. *T will be rare ſporty. . 
Howe'er it take; give me thy IP 3 'F thou dot this, 
PII raiſe thee up,a horſe Troop, take my Word for't. 

Lien. What may be done by human Man. 

Lem. Let's go then. 

Cent. Away before he cool: He willrelapſe elle. Ex. 


S QE NE III. 


Enter Antigone, Menippus, and Leycippe. | 


Ant. Will ſhe not yield? ESRC es > * 
Leu. For all we can urge to ber; 
I ſwore you wou'd marry her, ſhelaugh'd ektrearly 
And then ſhe rail'd like Thunder. . 0 
Ant. Call in the Magician. [ 
I muſt, and. will obtain her, I am Aſhes ws EIT 
Enter Magician with a Bowl, 
Are all the Philters in?-Charms, Powder, Roots” 
Mag. They are all in; and now 1 only 11 
The Invocation of ſome helping Spirits. 
Ant. To your work then, and diſpatch. 
Mag. St ſtill, and fear not. . . 
Leu. ] ſhall ne er endure theſe Sights. . PM 
Ant. Away with the Woman: go wait without. | 
Leu. When the Devil's gone, pray call me. (Exit. 
Ant. Be ſure you make it pow'rful enough,-. -.+; 


Mag. Pray * not | | He a 4 
. Ks Nl 8 
Riſe = rhe Shades below, 


All you that prove a 1 
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Upon this Cup, whateuer® may compel, 

By powerful Charm, .and unrefifted Hell, 

A Heart un-warm'd to melt in Lirves ** fret; 
Diſtil into this Liquor all "ke Fi det, | 
Heats, Longings, Tears, 

But keep back frozen Fears; 

That ſbe may know, that has all Pow'r defied, 
Art is a Pow'r that will not be ſenied. 
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1 Obey, I Obey, 
And am come 10 view the Day; 3 
Brought along, all may compel, 
All the Earth has, and our Hell : 
Here's a little, little Flower, 
This will make ber ſweat an Hour, 
Then unto ſuch Flames ariſe, © 
A thouſand Jays will not ſuffice. 
Here's the Powder of the Moon, 
With which ſhe caught Endymion 
The powerful Tears That Venus ery d, 445 
When the Boy Adonis dy'd. © | om 
Here s Medea's Charm, with w which | 
Jaſon's Heart ſhe did bewiteb; 
Omphale this Spell pur in, 
When ſſhe made the Libyan 0 
This dull Root hel, from Lethe Flood, 
Purges all pure Thoughts, and good. 
Theje I ſtir thus, rand, rod, round, 
"While our light, Feet beat be ound. 
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oz Now Sir, is fall, and ec z wer (drinks this 
Shall violently doat upon your Perſon's 1 
And never ſicep nor eat unſatisfied: 
So many hours "Twill work, and work with Violence 
And thoſe expir'd, tis done. Yau have my Art, Sir. 
Euter Leucippe! 
Ant. Sce him rewarded liberally—- Leucitpe, 


Toes 0 take this Bowl, and FRE ſhe calls for Wine next, 


1 3 — | Be 
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Be ſure you give her this, and ſee her lin it; 
Delay no time hen the calls next. 

Leu. I ſhall, Sir. *r e 

Ant. Let none elſe touch it on your Life. | 

Leu. I am charg'd, Sir. 

Ant. Now if ſhe have an antidote Artlether'ſcape me. 
Exeunt. 
Euter Leontius, Lieutenant and Gentlemen. 
1 Gent. There's the Door, Lieutenant, if you dare do 
Leon. Here's no Man waits. (any thing. 
1 Geut. H'as giv'n a charge that none ſhall, 
Nor none ſhall come within the hearing of bim: 4 
Pare ye go o forward? _ : 

Lieu. Let me put on my Skull firſt. ED 
My Head's almoſt beaten into the pap of an ple 
Are there no Guns i'th' Door? | 

Leon. The Rogue will do it. 4 
And yet I know he has no Stomach tot. (Stones, 
lien. What Loop-holes are there when 1 knock for 
For thoſe may pepper me; I can perceive none. 

Leon. How he views the Fortification. 


Lien. Farewel Gentlemen, 
If 1 be kid 


— 


Leon. We'll ſee thee kaied bravely. . (ofily. 


Lieu. Away, how ſhould I know hat then? TI] dock 


Pray Heav'n he ſpeak in a low Voice now to comfort me: 


feel I have no Heart to't: — Is't well, Gentlemen? 
Colonel, my Troop N 


Loon. A little louder. 
Lieu. Stay, ftay; 
Here is a Window, I will ſee, ſtand EP? 
By— he's charging of a Gun. 
Leon. There's no ſuch matter. 
There's no Body 1 in this Room. 
Lieu. O *twas a Fire-ſhovel: 
Now I'll knock louder if he fay who's there ? 
As ſure he has ſo much manners, then will I anſwer him 
So finely and demurely. My Troop, Colonel------ 
[Kzocks louder. 
1 Gent. Knock louder, Fool, he hears not. | 
Lien. You Fool, do 7 _ Do 
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Do FPS you dare now, 
1 Gent. I do not undertake it. (matters. 
Lieu. Then hold ycur Peace, and edel with your own 
Leon. Now he will knock, © [Inocks bruder. 
Lies. Sir, Sir, wilPt plc:ſc you hear, we” 
Your Grace, PII look again, what's that? 
Leon. He's there now. 
Lord! How he ſtares ! I ner yet f- a bim thus alter'd: 
Stand now, and take the Troop. 
Lien. Wou 'd were in't, 


And a good Horſe under me. I muſt knock again, 


The Devil's at my Fingers ends: He comes now. 
Now Colonel, if I Ive -— 
Leon. The Troop s thine oven, Boy. 
Enter Demetrius with a Piſtol. 
Dem. What deſperate Fool, ambitious of his Ruin? 
Lieu. Your Father wou'd deſire Je, Sir, to come to 
Dem. Thou art no more. ( Dinner. - 
Lieu. Now, now, b. now. 
Dem. Poor Coxcomb: 

Why do I aim at thee? 5s . 
Leon. His Fear has kill'd him, F 
Enter Leucippe with a Bowl. 

2 Gent. I proteſt he's almoſt ſtiff: Bend him and rub 


3 Hold his Noſe cloſe, you, if you be a Woman, (him, 
Help us a little: Here's a Man near periſh'd. 


Leu. Alas, alas, I have nothing here about me. 
Look to m Bowl; Il] run in preſent] 
And fetch ſome Water:, Bend him, 41 ſet him upwards. 

Leon. A goodly Man Exit. 
Here's a brave Heart: He's warm „n; You ſha! not 
Leave us i'th' lurch ſa, Sirrah. 

2 Gent. Now he breaths too. 

Leon. If we had but any Drink to raiſe his Spirits. 
What's that i' th' Bowl ? upon my life, good 2:4 pag | 


She would not own it elſe. 


1 Gent. He ſces. 

Leon. Look up Boy. 
And take this Cup, and drink it off; I'll pledge thee. 
Guide it to his Mouth, he {wallows heartily. 


T 4 | 2 Gent 
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2 Gent. 
Le, . — 
Am 8.55 I $1} 106 1 II On | 
125 1 8 aimed chearhira : 9592! O, VII 
Thou halt VO r Is k FODP< 10 501] v8 T3720 00 
Lien. I think I won it ha ory 70.1 bas. stan: 20 70 
Leon. Go, I muſt, ſeethe Prince, heebuſttidt livethus ; 


And let me hear an hour hence from ye. 


Welk sr, 1m, Kaan, Gent, end Lies 


"Enter Leucip pe wirb Nate. 
T 11555 1 pe $ oat ſick Gentleman? 
CON. of 5 Al One, A 8 
Leu. Alas, ohh I —— ſo late. 12 * Ani r ! 
0 Leon. He muſt, ſtill thank y e 3; « "ws A, Lf | 
Ye left that in a Cup here did him Comet. 15 
Zeu. That in the Bowl? . On (is 
i Leon. Ves truly, very much Comfort, SH N 0 | 
He drank it off, and after it hy wih. 
Leu. Did De drink 1 it all? 


All off. 12 w 3 68.3 
— . The Devil choak W=_— 4 x . 110 Ty Te, "if ly 
am undone: H'as twenty Devils in bim; 3 14 82 
Undone for ever, left he none? — vin 


Leon. I think not. | RY | 6s © 7 


Leu. No, not a drop: What ſhall become of me no 


Had he no where elſe to ſwoon? a vengeance ſwoon him: 
Undone, undone, undone : Stay, L can hye yet 
And ſwear too at a pinch, that all my Comfort. 
0 Look to him; zl ſayl ok to him, and but mark — follbws. 
* Ever Demetrius. Exit. 
Leon. What a Devil ails the Woman? here comès the 
Vith ſuch a ſadneſs on his Face, as Sorrow, (Princeapain, 
Sorrow. her ſelf but poorly imitates. - ++; 


4 ak. 
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Sorrow-of Sorrows on that Heart that causd it. 


Dem. Why might ſhenot \s falſe and treach*rougto me? 


And found ſo by my Father? ſhe woman, 
And ma ny a one of that Sex, young and fair, 
As full of Faith as ſhe, have fall'n, nd-foully FTY 


4 


Leon. It isa Wench! Othar I knew the ec. 
Dem. Why might not, to n me from this =” 
2 


F. | 
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She having loſt her Honour; and uſed me, 
My Father change the forms o th bins, and execute 
His Anger on a Fault ſhe ne' er co:mittd. 

Only to keep me ſafe? Why ſhou'd I think fo? 
She never was to me, but all Obedience, 74 
Sweetneſs, and Lone 
Leon How heartily he weeps now? 


I have not wept this thirty Vears, and upward; 
But now, if I ſhould be hang'd, I cannot hold from't: 
It grieves me to the Heart. 
Dem. Who's that that mocks me? 8 

Leon. A plague of him that mocks ye: I grieve truly, 
Truly, and heartily to ſee you thus, Sir: 

And if it lay in my Pow'r, gods are my Witneſs, 
Whoe'er he be that took your ſweer Peace from you; 
I am not ſo old yet, nor want T Spirit — 

Dem. No more of that, no more Leontius, 
Revenges are the Gods: Our part is Suff rance : 
Farewel, I ſhall not ſee thee long. (man in't; 

Leon. Good Sir, tell me the cauſe, I know thereis a Wo- 
Do you hold me faithful ? Dare you trutt your Soldier ? 
Sweet Prince, the cauſe? . 

Dem. I muſt not, dare not tell it, FOAM 

And as thau art an honeſt Man, enquire not. 
Leon. Will ye be merry then? | 
Dem. I am wondrous merry. | . 

Leon. Tis wondrous well: Vou think now this becomes 
Shame or't, it does not, Sir, it ſhews not handſomely; 
If I'were thus; you wou'd ſwear I were an Als ſtraight; 

A wooden Ass; whine for a Wench? 
Dem. Prithee leave me. 

Leon. T will not leave ye for a Tit. 

Dem. Leontius ? 1 
Leon. For that you may have any where for ſix Pence, | 
And a dear penny worth too. EE | 

Dem. Nay, then you are troubleſome. (Sir; 

Leon. Not half ſo troubleſome as you are to your ſelf, 

Was that brave Heart made to pant for a Placket: 
And now i'th* Dog-days too, when nothing dare love! 
That noble Mind to melt away and moulder > 
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3 D Few, and Somcowla'dry! 3" 
Leon, Stand nd Up Man: £ft10L 9 8. 1911s 

Li Cle. Amy not 850 M 911} 11Þk6 - gal 
Leon. Aways with him, and chear him : 


Thou haſt won, thy,;Froop- 1:17 
Lieu. J think J won it Grove Sell bas. gta 


Leon. Go, I muſt, ſeethe Princes: be wuſtnot le thus, 
And let me. hear an hour hence from ye. 
Well, Sir »====, 5 Exeunt Gent. and Lies 
RY , Leucipp o wth Water or 
#3 Here, here: Where 8 Tah wi Gentleman? | 
eon. He's up, and gone, Tr RS 
d 
Leon. He muſt ſtill thank ye; 


G 


* 
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Ve left that in a Cup here did him Comfort. - _—_ 
EZeu. That in the Bowl? 


Leon. Yes truly, very much Comforts 3. — 
He drank it off, and after it poke taſty. 
Leu. Did — drink i it all? 


Ten. All off. en a2 e e 
9755 The Devil choak 1 —— 4 59 vor 4 
17 am undone: H'as twenty Devils in hij 

Undone for ever, left he none? n 
Leon. 1 think not. 19250 fp ba! | 


Leu. No, not a drop: What ſhall become uf n 7 
Had he no where elſe to ſwoon? a vengeance ſwoon him: 
Undone, undone, undone : Stay, I can lye yet 
And ſwear too at a pinch, that's all ny Comfort. 

Look to him; I ſay look to him, and but mark what follbws. 
ier Demgtrius. [Ex. 

Leon. What a Devil ails the Woman? here comès the 


With ſuch a ſadneſs on his Face, as Sorrow, n 
Sorrow her {elf but poorly imitates. 


Sorrow of Sorrows on that Heart that causd it. 
Dem. Why might ſhie not be falſeandtreach*rougto me? 
And found ſo by my Father? ſhe was a Woman, 

And ma ny a one of that Sex, young and fair, 

As full of Faith as ſhe, have fall'n, and foully: 

Leon. It isa Wench! Othat I knew the ec 
Dem. Why might not, to preſerve me from this Ruin, 


— _ 
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She having loſt her Honour; and abuſed me,” * 
My Father change the forms o th bitt, and execute 
His Anger on a Fault ſhe ne'er committed, * 
Only to keep me ſafe? Why ſhou'd'Tthink ſo? 
She never was to me, but all Obedience, 
Sweetneſs, and Love. OO 
Teon. How heartily he weeps now? | 
I have not wept this thirty Years, and upward; _ 
But now, if I ſhould be hang'd, I cannot hold from't: 
It grieves me to the Heart. 
Dem. Who's that that mocks me? 
Leon. A plague of him that mocks ye: I grieve truly, 
Truly, and heartily to ſee you thus, Sir: 
And if it lay in my Pow'r, gods are my Witneſs, ' 
Whoe'er he be that took your ſweet Peace from you; 
I am not ſo old yet, nor want I Spirit 
Dem. No more of that, no more Leontius, 
Revenges are the Gods: Our part is Suff rance : 
Farewel, I ſhall not ſee thee long. (man in't; 
Leon. Good Sir, tell me the cauſe, I know there is a Wo- 
Do you hold me faithful ? Dare you truſt your Soldier? 
Sweet Prince, the cauſe? . 
Dem. I muſt not, dare not tell it, 925 
And as thay art an honeſt Man, enquire not. 
Leon. Will ye be merry then? FI | 
Dem. I am wondrous merry. | 3 
Leon. Tis wondrous well: Vou think now this becomes 
Shame on't, it does not, Sir, it ſhews not handſomely; 
II were thus; you wou'd ſwear I were an Als ſtraight; 
A wooden Aſs; whine for a Wench? 
Dem. Prithee leave me. [HE 
Leon. I will not leave ye for a Tit. 
Dem. Leontius? 
Leon. For that you may have any where for {ix Pence, 
And a dear pennyworth too. fb 5 
Dem. Nay, then you are troubleſome. (Sir; 
Leon. Not half fo troubleſome as you are to your ſelf, 
Was that brave Heart made to pant for a Placket: 
And now i'th' Dog-days too, when nothing dare love! 
That noble Mind to melt away and moulder 3 


For 
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For a hey nonny, nonny ! Wou'd I had a Glaſs here, 
To ſhew ye what a pretty Toy ye are turn'd to. 

Dem. My wretched, Fortune. 

Leon. Will ye but let me know n 
I'll once turn 3 Go to, they are good Mens Offices, 
And not ſo contemptible as we take em for: 
And if ſhe be above Ground, and a Woman; 

Lask no more; I'll bring her o' my Back, Sir, 

By this Hand I will, and I had as liefe bring the Devil, | 
I care not who ſhe be, nor where I have her 
Andin your Arms, or the next Bed deliver her, 0 Galliard. 
Which you think fitteſt, and when you have danc'd your 

Dem. Away, and fool to them are ſo affected. | 
O thou art gone, and all my Comfort with thee! 

Wilt thou do one my for me? 

Leon. All things i'th World, Sir, 
Of all dangers. 

Dem. Swear. Lem. 1 will. 

Dem. Come near me no more then. 

Leon. How ? WV 
Dem. Come no more near me: 3 
Thou art a Plague: ſore to me. Lr. 

Leon. Give you good Ev'n, Sir; „ 

If you be ſuffer'd thus, we ſhall have fine fare,” 
I | WH be ſorry yet. 
i Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. How now, how does he? 

Leon. Nay, if I tell ye, hang me, or any Man elſe 
Thar hath his nineteen Wits; he has the Bots, I think, 
He groans, and roars, and kicks. . N 

2 Gent. Will he ſpeak yet? 

Leon. Not willingly : 15 
Shortly he will not ſee a Man; if ever 
| book 4 8 a Prince ſo metamorphos'd, 


So juggl'd into I know not what, ſhame take me; 
This tis to be in love. | 


1 Gent. Is that the cauſe on't? 


Leon. W hat is it not the cauſe of but Bear-baitings? 
And yet it ſtinks much like it: Out upon't ; 


What Giants, and what Dwarfs, what Owls and 18 
What 
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What Dogs, and Cats it makes us? Men chat are poſſuſt 
Live as if they had a Legion of Devils in 'em, (with it, 
And every Devil of a ſeveral Nature; : 
Nothing but Hey-pals, re- paſs: Where's the Lieutenant? 
Has he gather'd up the end on's Wits again? 

1 Gent. He is alive: But you that talk of W 


. ondcrs, 
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Shew me but ſuch a Wonder as he is now. 


Leon. Why? He was ever at the worſt. a Wonder. 

2 Gent. He is now moſt wonderful; a Blazer now, Sir. 

Leon. What ails the Fool? And what Star reigns now, 
We have ſuch Prodigies? | 


(Gentlemen, 
2 Gent. Twill pole your Heav'n-hunters, 


He talks now of the King, no other Language, 


And with the King as he imag ines, hourly. 


Courts the King, drinks to the King, dies for the King, 

Buys all the Pictures of the King, wears the K nz's Co- 

Leon. Does he not lye th? Ring- treet too? (lours. 
I Gent. He's going thither. 79 

Makes Prayers tor the King, in ſundry Languages, 

Turns all his Proclamations into Metre; 

Is really in love with the King, moſt dotingly, 

And ſwears Adonis was a Devil to him: 

A ſweet King, a moſt comely King, and ſuch a King--- 
2 Gent. Then down on's Marrow-boncs; O excellent 

King —— | 
Thus he begins, Thou Light, and Life of Creatures, 


e King, vouchſafe at length thy favour; 
An 


nd ſo proceeds to Inciſion: What thinkye of this ſorrow ? 
1 Gent, Will as familiarly kiſs the King's Horſes 
As they paſs by him: Ready to raviſh his Footmen. 
Leon. Why, this is above Ela? 
But how comes this? | 


1 Gent. Nay that's to underſtand yet, 


But thus it is, and this. part but the pooreſt, (theſe. 


Twou'd make a Man leap over the Moon to ſee him act 
2 Gent. With Sighs as though his Heart wou'd break: 


Cry like a breech'd Boy, not eat a bit. " 


Leon. I muſt go ſee him preſentiy, 
For this is ſuch a Gig, for certain, Gent'emen, 
The Fiend rides on a Fiddle-ſtick, 


2 Gent. 


364 0 he H Jumorous Lieutenant. 


2 Gent. 1 think fo. 

Leon. Can ye guide me to him for half an hour? I am his 
To ſee the Miracle. 

I Gent. We ſure ſhall ſtart bim [ Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


| Enter Antigonus and Leucippe. 
Aut. Are you ſure ſhe drank it? 
Leu. Now muft I lye moſt roared 
Ves Sir, ſhe has drunk if off. 
Aut. How works it with her? 
Leu. I ſee no alteration yet. Ant. There wil be, 
Fe or he is the greateſt Artiſt en made it. 
Where is ſne now? | 
Teu. She is ready to walk out, Sir. 
Aut. Stark mad, I know ſhe will be. 
Lau. So | hope, Sir. 
Aut. She — not of the Prince? 
Leu. Of no Man living 
Ant. How do Hook ? How do my y Cloaths become _ 
am not very grey. 
Leu. A very Youth, Sir, 105 
Upon my Maiden-head as {mug as ele 
Heay?n bleſs that ſweet Face, 'twill undo a " chobfind; 
Many a ſoft Heart muſt ſob yet, c'er that wither, G 
Your Grace can give Content enough. LEW; 
Enter Celia with a OT. | bs 
Ant. I think o. | To 71D 3 oe? 
Len. Here ſhe comes, Sir. 4 Hi W 
Ant. How ſhall I keep her off me? | 
Go, and parinmo ys Room : Male an chings PO ABT 
p gal l 7 | Be. Low 
* No, hope yet t of the d no Comfort of him! 
They keep me tl up here, as they mew mad Folks, 
No Company. _— Atflictions. 
This royal Devil again] ſtrange, how be baun me!? 
How like a poyſon'd Potion his Eyes fright me! it) 


, A #4 
C19 DA 


Has made himſelf handſome too N 
Ant. Do you look now, Lady gt 100 41 eQOY CC 
You will leap anon. ee n n 03) 
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Cel. Curbd and Perfum'd ? 1 fmell him; $1.) od - 
Ie looks on's Legs too, ſure he will cut A . of 
God-a-mercy, dear December. 1 

Ant. O do you ſmile now; 

Iknew it would work with you; come { hither pretty one. 
Cel.” Sir. (me. 
Ant. I like thoſe Courtefics a come hither and kiſs 
Cel. lam reading, Sir, of a ſhort Treatiſe here, 

That's call'd the V anity of Luſt: Has your Grace ſeenir? ? 

He ſays here, that an old Man's looſe deſire 

Is like the Glow-worms light, the Apes ſo wonder'd at; 

Which when they gather d Sticks, and laid upon't, 

And blew, and blew, turn'd tail, and went out preſonrly, 

And in another place he calls their Lovess, 

Faint ſmells of dying Flow'rs, carry no Comforts; 

They're doting, ſtinking Fogs, ſo thick and muddy, 

Reaſon with all his Beams cannot beat through 'em. 

Ant. How's this? Is this the n Lou but "—_ ſtill? 
Inow you love me. 4 

Cel. As you are juſt and honeſt; 

I know I love and honour you: Ame you. 

Aut. This makes againſt me, fearfully int me. 

Cel. Bur as you bring your Pow'r to perſecute me, 
Vue Traps to catch mine Innocence, to rob me, 

As you lay out your Luſts to overwhelm me, 

Hell never hated Good, as | hate you, Sir; 

And I dare tell it to your Face. What Glory, 

Now after all your Conqueſts got, your Titles, 

The ever-living Memories rais d to you. 

Can my Defeat be? My poor wracks what Triumph? 

And when you crown your ſwelling Cups to F ortune, 

What honourable Tongue can ſing my Story? 

Be as your Emblem is, a glorious Lan oe” 

Set on the top of all, to light all perfe 15: 

Be as your Office i is, a 385 like Juſtice, 

Into all ſhedding equally your Virtues. (neſs ; 

Ant. She has drencht me now; now I admire her Gaod- 
So young, ſo nobly ſtrong, I never taſted. 

Can nothing in the pow'r of Kings perſwade ye? 

Cel. No, nor that Pow'r command me. 


Aut. 


; As ſuddenly | dare dye, as vou can offer ; 


; 766 The Humorous Lieutenant. 
Ant. Say I ſhould force ye?- | 

I have it in my Will. p 
Cel. Your Will's a poor one; 

And though it be a King's Will, a deſpis'd one. 

Wane than Infant's Legs, your Will's in ſwadling 

outs 
ä thouſand ways my Will has found to check ye; 
A thouſand Doors to ſcape ye, I dare dye, Sir; 


- 


Nay, ſay you hed your Will, ſay you had raviih'd me, 
Perform'd your Luſt, what had you purchas'd by it? 
What Honour won? Do you know whodwells above, Sir, 
And what they have prepar'd for Men turn'd Devils? 
Did you never hear their Thunder? Start and tremble, 
Death fitting on your Blood, when their Fires viſit us. 
Will nothing wring you then do you think? Sit hard here, 
And like a Snail curl rourd about your Conſcience, 
Biting and ſhngmg: Will you not roar too late then? 
Then when you ſhake in horrour of this Villainy, 
Then will Friſe a Star in Heav'n, and ſcorn ye. (neſs! 
Ant. Luſt, how IL hate thee now! And love this Sweet- 
Will you be my Queen? Can that price purchaſe ye? 
Cel. Not all the World. I am a Queen already, 
 Crown'd by his Love, I mult not loſe for Fortune; 
I can give none away, {cll none away, Sir, 8 
Can lend no Love, am not mine own Exchequer 
For in another's Heart my Hope and Peace lies. (nough 
Ant. Your fair Hands, Lady? For yet Lam not pure e- 
To touch theſe Lips. In that ſweer Peace ye ſpoke of 
Live now for ever, and | to ſerve your Virtues —— 
cel. Why now you ſhow a God! now I kneel to ye; 
This Sacrifice of Virgins Joy ſend/to.ye: | 
Thus 1 hold up my Hands to Heav'a. that touch'd ye, 
And pray eternal Bleflings dwell about ye. (tue; 
At. Virtue commands the Stars: Riſe more than Vir- 
Vour preſent Comfort thall be now my buſineſs. 
Cel. All my obedient Service wait upon VO, 
A $f 0 4 {307 JIE: (Fx. fe erally. 
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„ 8 BNN 
Euter Leontius, Gentlemen, and Lieutenant. 


Leon. Haſt thou clean forgot the Wars? 
Lien. Prithee hold thy Peace. 
1 Gent. His Mind's much elevated now. 
Leon. It ſeems ſo. | 

Sirrah. 

Lieu. I am ſo troubled with this Fellow. 
Leon. He will call me Rogue anon. 3 
1 Gent. "Tis ten to one elſe. {lov'd thee. 
Lieu. O King that thou knew'ſt I lov'd thee, how I 

And where, O King, I barrel up thy Beauty. 
Leon. He cannot leave his Sutler harm he woos in't. 
Lien. O never, King. x 
Leon, By this Hand, when I conſfider———- 
Lieu. My honeſt Friend, you are a little ſawcy. 
I Gene. I told you you wou'd have it. 
Lieu. When mine own Worth 
Leon. Is flung into the Ballance, and found nothing; 
Lieu. And yet a Soldier. 
Leon. And yet a fawcy one. 
Lien. One that has follows thee. 
Leon. Fair and far off. 
Lieu. Fought for thy Grace. 
Leon. Twas for 3 Grief, you lye Sir. 
Lieu. He's the Son of a Whore denies this: Will that 
Leon. Ves, very well. (ſatisfie ye? 
Lieu. Shall then that thing that honours thee ? 
How miſerable a thing ſoever, yet a thing ſtill; 

And though a thing of nothing, thy thing ever. | 
Leon, Here's a new thing. TE 
2. Gent. He's in a deep dump now. (day? 

„In. Il fetch him out ont. When's the King's Birth- 
Lien. When e' erit be, that Day I' dye with Ringing. 
And there's the Reſolution of a Lover. 7 2. [Bars 
Tou. A goodly Reſolution, ſure I take it. 
He i is bewitch'd, or mop'd, or his Brains melted; 


| "Could he find no Body to fall i in love with, but the King, 


The 
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5638 . The Humotows Lieutenant. 
The good old Kin 5 to doat u pon him too? 
| Stay, now I re ry what 5 fat Woman warn'd me, 


Bad me remember, and look to him too? 


Til hang if ſhe have not a hand in this: He's conjur'd; 
Go after him, 1 pity the poor Raſcal; 
In the mean time PII wait occaſion 
To work upon the Prince. 0 
2 Gent. Pray do that ſeriouſſy. [ Ex. ſeverally. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Antigonus, Menippus, and Lords. 


Lord. He's very ill 
Ant. 1 am very ſorry for't. 


And much aſham'd I have wrong'd her Innocence: 


Menippus, guide her to the Prince's Lodgings, 
There leave her to his Love SW” 
Aen. I am glad, Sir. 

Lord. He will ſpeak to none. 

Ant. O I thall break that ſilence; 
Be quick, take fair attendance. 2 
Men. Yes, Sir, preſently. | [Exit. 
Ant. He will find his Tongue, I warrant ye; his Health 


I fend a Phyſick will not fail. | (too; 


Lord. Fair work it. 
Ant. We hear the Princes mean to viſit us 
In way of Truce. 
Loyd. Tis thought fo. 
Ant. Come; let's in then; 
And think en the nobleſt ways to meet em. [Exeunt; 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Leontius. 


Leun. There's no way now to get in: All the Light ſtopt 
Nor can I hear a ſound of him, pray Heav'n (too; 
He uſe no violence: I think he has more Soul, . 
Stronger, and I hope nobler: Wou'd I cou'd bur lee once 

Der he groans under, or come to know _ 
Bur any tivedrallines. What noiſe is that there? 
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think I heard him groan: Here are chtgügy! * 
A Woman too, P'Il ſtand aloof, and view em. 
Euter Menippus, Celia, and RU, . hgh 
Cl. Well, ſome of ye have deen to blame in chis point; 
But! forgive ye: The King might have pickt out too 
Some fitter Woman to have try*d his Valou. 
Men. I was all the beſt meant, ar „ i Heer 
Cel. I muſt think ſo, | * 
For how to mend it now: He's here, you t tell he 
Men. He's, Madam, and the joy to ſec you = 
Will draw him out. | 
Leon. 1 know that Wommn 5 Tongue, 955 
I think I have {cen her Face too: vil go nearer: 
If this be ſhe, he has ſome cauſe of Sorrow: 7 ft ͥ 
Tis the ſame Face; the fame moſt excellent Woman, 
Cel. This ſhou'd be Lord Leomtius remember him. 
Leon. Lady, I think ye-know me. 
Cel. Speak ſoft, good Soldier: 
I do, and know ye worthy, know ye noble": 3 


Know not me yet openly, as you love me; . 

But let me ſee ye again, I'll ſatisfie ye: W7 - 

I am wondrous glad to ſee thoſe Eyes. s 57 =: 
Leon. You have chirg'd me. . 
Cl. Vou ſhall know where Jam. i bin 
Leon. I will not off yet: Ti 5 


She goes to Knock at's Door: This maſt be ne 
The Fellow told me of; right 2 8 1 am ont. 


He will bolt now for certain. . 
Cel. Are ye within, Sir? EE” 4 
I'll trouble you no more: 1 Gm yourwwourveſic; 1.1 2% 


Pray leave me now. 
= All Men. We reſt your humble Servants! [Ex. Men. &c. 
Cel. So now my Gives are off: Pray Heav'n he be here! 
Matter, my Royal Sir: Do you hear Who calls To 3 


Love, my Demetrius. fe 3 : 1 
Leon. Theſe are pretty Quail-pipes, So; :24-* 7 197, 
The Cock will crow#non; ©: - a = 


Cel. Canyebe drowlie;when — your dons 


Leon. I hea#himtirring : Now he comes wondring out. 
Vo e lt . Titer 


* 
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Enter Demetrius. 
Dem. "Tis Celia's Sound ſure: 


The ſweetneſs ot that Tonguedrawsall Hearts to it; 
There ſtands the Shape too. 

Lieu. How he ſtares upon her? 

Dem. Ha? Do mine Eyes abuſe me? 6 
'Tis the, the living Calia: Your Hand, Lady? 
Cel. What ſhou'd this mean? 

Dem. The very ſelf ſame Celia. 3 

Cel. How do ye, Sir? 1 | | N 

Dem. Only turn'd brave. | 
I heard you were dead, my dear one; compleat, 
She is wondrous brave, a wondrous gallant Courtier. 


Cel. How he ſurveys me round? Here has been foul wy: 
Dem. How came ſhe thus ? 


Cel. It was a kind of Death, Sir, 
J ſuffer'd. in your Abſence, mew'd up here, 
And kept conceal d I know not how. 
Dem. 'Tis likely: 
How came you hither, Celia? Wondrous Gallant: 
Did my Father {end for ye? 
Cel. So they told me, Sir, and on command too. 
Dem. 1 hope you were obedient? 
Cel. J was fo ever. 
Dem. And ye were bravely us'd? _ 
Cel. I wanted nothing: 
My Maiden- head to a mote i' th Sun, he's Jealous: 


I muſt now play the Knave with him, * die for't, 
Tis in my Nature. 
Dem. Her very Eyes are alter'd : 
Jewels and rich ones too, 1 never ſaw ye: 
And what were thoſe came for ye? | 
Cel. Monſtrous Jealous: _ 
Havel liv'd at the rate of theſe ſcorn'd Queſtions? ? 
They ſeem'd of good ſort, Gentlemen. 
Dem. Kind Men? 
Cel. They were wondrous kind: 1 was much beholding 
There was one aui. Sir. 8 (to em; 
Dem. Ha? 1 


Cel. One Weenippus, 
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A notable merry Lord, and a good Cotnpanioit. 

Dem. And one Charinthus too? 

Cel. Yes, there was ſuch a one. 

Dem. And Timon ? 

Cel. 'Tis moſt true. FG 

Dem. And thou moſt treacherous: 
My Father'sBawds by— they never miſs coutſe; 
And were theſe daily with ye? 

Cel. Every hour, Sir. 

Dem. And was there not a Lady; a fat Lady? 

Cel. O yes; a notable good Wench. 

Dem. The Devil fetch her. 

Cel. Tis ev'n the merrieſt Wench- — 

Dem. Did ſhe keep with ye too? FT 

Cel. She was all inall z my Bed-fellow, eat with mez 

Brought me acquainted. | 
Dem. You are well known here then ? 

Cel. There is no living here a Stranger, Ithink. 
Dem. How came ye by this brave Gown? 
Cel, This a poor one: 

Alas, I have twenty richer: Do you ſee theſe Jewels? 

Why, they are the pooreſt things, to thoſe are ſent me; 

And ſent me hourly too. _ | - 
Dem. Is there noModeſty ? No Faith in this fair Sex? 
Leon. What will this prove to? 

For, yet with all my Wits, I underſtand not. 

Dem. Come hither thou art dead indecd, loſt, tainted 

All that I left thee fair, and innocent, | 

Sweet as thy Youth, and carrying Comfort in't; 

All that J hop'd for Virtuous, is fled from thee, 

Turn'd back, and Bankrupr. 1 
Leon. By'r Lady, this cuts ſhrewdly. (thee; 
Dem. Thou art dead, for ever dead; Sin's ſurfeit flew 

The Ambition of thoſe wanton Eyes betray'd thee 

Go from me, grave of Honour; go thou foul one, 

Thou glory of thy Sin, go thou deſpis'd one; 

And where there is no Virtue, nor no Virgin, 

Where Chaſtity was never known, nor heard of; 

Where nothing reigns but impious Luſt, and looſer Faces, 

Go thither, Child of * and ſing my Doating. : 

U.2 Cel. 
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cl. You do not ſpeak this ſeriouſly I hope, Sir; 
I did but jeſt with you. 

Dem. Look not upon me, * 
There is more Hell in thoſe Eyes, chan Hell harbours; ; | 
And when they flame more Torments. ; = 

Cel. Dare ye truſt me? Fe 
You durſt once even with all you had: Your Love, Sir? 
By this fair Light I am honeſt. 

Dem. Thou ſubtle Cree, 

Caſt not upon the maiden Light Eclipſes: 

Curſe not the Day. 

Cel. Come, come, you ſhall not do this: 

How fain you wou's ſeem angry now, to fright me; 

You are not in the Field among your Enemies; 

Come, I muſt coo] this Courage. 

Dem. Our, thou Impudence, 

Thou Ulcer of thy Sex; when I firſt ſaw thee, 
1 drew into'mine Eyes mine own Deſtruction, 

J pull'd into my Heart that ſudden Poiſon, 

That now conſumes my dear Content to Cinders: 

1 am not now Demetrius, thou haſt chang'd me 
Thou Woman, with thy thouſand Wiles haſt chang'd me ; 

Thou Serpent with thy Angel-eyes haſt ſlain me; 

And where, before I touch'd on this fair Ruin, 

I was a Man, and Reaſon made, and mov'd me, 

Now one great lump of Grief, I grow and wander. 
Cel. And as you are noble, do you think] did this? 
Dem. Put all the Devils Wings on, and fly from me. 

Cel. I will go from ye, never more to ſee ye: 

I will fly from ye, as a Plague hangs o'er me; 

And through the progreſs « of my Life hereafter; 

Where-ever I ſhall find a Fool, a falſe Man, 

One that ne'er knew the worth of polith'd Virtue, - 

A baſe ſuſpector of a Virgin's Honour, 

A Child that flings away the Wealth he cry'd for, 

Him will J call Demetrius: That Fool Demetrius, 

That mad Man a Demetrius; and that falſe Man, 

The Prince of broken Faiths, even Prince Demetrius. 

Vou think now, I ſhou'd cry, and kneel down to ye, 0 

Petition for my Peace; let thoſe that feel here Te E 
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The weight of Evil, wait for ſuch a Favour, 
I am above your Hate, as far above it, 


In all the Actions of an innocent Life, 


As the pure Stars are from the muddy Meteors. 
Cry when you know your Folly; howl and curſe then, 


Beat that unmanly Breaſt, that holds a falſe Heart 


When ye ſhall come to know, whom ye have flung from 
Dem. Pray ye ſtay a little. —© "FE; 
Cel. Not your Hopes can alter me; 

Then let a thouſand black Thoughts muſter in ye, 

And with thoſe enter in a thouſand Doatings ; 

Thoſe Eyes be never ſhut, but drop to nothing: 

My Innocen:e for ever haunt and fright ye: 

Thoſe Arms together grow in Folds; that Tongue, 


That bold bad Tongue that barks out theſe Diſgraces, 


When you ſhall come to know how nobly Virtuous 
| have preſerv'd my Life, rot, rot within ye, 
Dem. What ſhall I do? 
Cel. Live a loſt Man forever. 
Go ask your Father's Conſcience what I ſuffer'd, 
And through what Seas of hazards I ſail'd through: 
Mine Honour ſtill advanc'd in ſpight of Tempeſts, 
Then take your leave of Love; and confeſs freely, 
You were never worthy of this Heart that ſerv'd ye, 
And fo farewel ungrateful——— Exit. 
Dem. Is ſhe gone? 
Leon. I'll follow her, and will find out this matter. Exit. 
| Enter Antigonus, and Lords. 
Ant. Are ye pleas'd now? Have you got your Heart 
Have I reſtor'd ye that? (again? 
Dem. Sir, ev'n for Heav'n ſake, er, 
And ſacred Truth ſake, tell me how ye found her. 
Ant. 1 will, and in few words. Before I try'd her, 
Tis true, I thought her moſt unfit your Fellowthip, 
And fear'd her too: Which Fear begot that Story 


I told ye firſt: But ſince, like Gold | touch'd her. 


Dem. And how dear Sir? 
Ant. Heav'ns holy Lighr's not purer: 
The Conſtancy, and Goodnes of all Women 


That ever liv'd, to win the Names of worthy, ; 
U 3 This 
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This noble Maid has doubled in her. Honour, 

All promiſes of Wealth, all Art to win her, 

And by all Tongues imploy'd, wrought as much on her 

As one may do upon the Sun at Noon-Day 4h 

By lighting Candles up : Her Shape is Heav'nly, 

And to that Heav'nly Shape her Thoughts are Angels. 

Dem. Why did you tell me, Sir? 

Aut. Tis true, I err'd in't: 

But ſince I made a full proof of her Virtue, 

I find a King too poor a Servant for her. 

Love her, and honour her, in all obſerve her. 

She muſt be ſomething more than Time yet tells her: 

And certain I believe him beſt, enjoys her. 

I would not loſe the hope of ſuch a Daughter, 

To add another Empire to my Honour. Exit. 
Dem. O wretched State! To what end ſhalll turn me? 

And where begins my Penance? Now, what ſervice 

Will win her Love again? My Death muſt do it: 

And if that Sacrifice can purge my Follies, gy 

Be pleas d, O mighty Love, I die thy Servant, — Exit. 


— — 


40 TV. i 
Enter Leontius, and Cella. 


o 


And to redeem himſelf ——— 

Cel. Redeem? 

Leon. I know it there's no way left. 

Cel. For Heav'ns ſake do not name him, 
Do not think on him Sir, he's ſo far from me 
In all my Thoughts now, methinks I never knew him. 

Leon. But yet I wou'd (ce him again. mY V1 
| Cel. No, never, never. | 2 
Len. I do not mean to lend him any Comfort; 
Put to afflict him, ſo to torture him, | 
That ev'n his very Soul may ſhake within him: 
To make him know, though he be great and . 
MY 0 — 18 


Leon. ] Know he do's not deſerve ye; Was us d you poorly: 
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"Tis not within his Aim to deal diſhonourably, 
And carry it off, and with a Maid of your ſort. - 
Cel. I muſt confeſs, I cou*d moſt ſpightfully afflict him; 
Now, now, I cou'd whet my Anger at himz 
Now, arm'd with bitterneſs, 1 cou'd ſhoot through him; 
J long to vex him. 
Leon. And do it home, and bravely. 
Cel. Were I a Man? 
Leon. I'll help that weakneſs in ye: 
I honour ye, and ſerve ye. 
Cel. Not only to diſclaim me, 
When he had ſeal'd his Vows in Heav'n, ſworn to me, 
And poor believing I became his Servant; 
But moſt maliciouſly to brand my Credit, 
Stain my pure Name. 
Leon. I wou'd not ſuffer it: 
See him I wou'd again, and to his Teeth too. 
Od's precious, I wou'd ring him ſuch a Leſſon— 
Cel. I have done that already. 
Leon. Nothing, nothing: 15 5 ä 


85 . . 
It was too poor a Purge; beſides, by this time 


He has found his Fault, and feels the Hells that follow it. 
That, and your urg'd-on Anger to the higheſt, 
Why, 'twill be ſuch a ſtroak— 
Cel. Say he repent then, 6 
And ſeek with Tears to ſoften, l'm a Woman; 
A Woman that have lov'd him, Sir, have honour'd him: 
I am no more. . 
Leon. Why, you may deal thereafter. 
Cel. If 1 forgive him, I am loſt. 
Leon. Hold there then, a 
The ſport will be to what a poor Submiſſion = 
But keep you ſtrong. 
Cel. 1 would not ſee him. 1 
Leon. Ves, 
You ſhall ring bis Knell. 
Cel. How if I kill him? 
Leon. Kill him ? why, let him dye. 
Cel. I know tis fit ſo. 3 
But why ſhou'd I, that lov'd him once, deſtroy W = 
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O had he ſcap't this ſin, what a brave Gentleman 
Leon. I muſt confeſs, had this not faln, a nobler, 
A handiomer, the whole World had not ſhow'd ye: 
And to his making ſuch a Mind 
Cel. Tis certain: FE: 
Bur all this I muſt now forget. 
Leon. You {hall not 
Tf 1 have any Art: Go up, ſwect Lady, 
And truſt my Truth. 
Cel. Eut good, Sir, bring him not. 
Leon. I wou'd not for the Honour ye are born to, 
But you ſhall ſee him, and neglect him too, and {corn him. 
Cel. You will be near me then. 
Leon. I will be with ye. . 


Yet there's ſome hope to ſtop this gap, I'll work hard. Ev. 


SCENE R. 
Enter Antigonus, Menippus, wo Gentlemen, Lieutenant, 
and Lords. 


Aut. But is it poſſible this Fellow took it? 
2. Gent. It ſeems ſo by the violence it wrought with, 
Yet now the Fir's ev'n off, 

Men. I beſecch your Grace. 

Ant. Nay, I forgive thy Wife with all my Heart, 

And am right glad the drank it not her ſelf, 

And more glad that the Virtuous Maid eſcap'd it, (dier, 

] wou'd not for the World 'thad hit: But that this Sol- 

Lord how he looks, that he thould take this Vomit ; 

Can he make Rimes too? | 

2 Gent. Has made a thouſand, Sir, 

And plays the Burthen to em on a Jews-trump. | 
Ant. He looks as though he were bepiſt: Do you love 
Lieu. Yes furcly ev'n with all my Heart. (me, Sir? 
Ant. I thank ye; 

Jem glad I have fo good a Subject: But pray ye tell me, 

How much did ye love me, before ye drank this Matter? 
Lieu. Ev'n as much as a ſober Man might; and a Sol- 

That your Grace owes juſt half a Year's Pay to- {ger 

| At. 
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Ant. Well remembred; 
And did I ſeem ſo young and amiable to ye? 
Lieu. Methought you were the ſweeteſt Vouth 
Ant. That's excellent. 8 
Lieu. Ay truly, Sir: And ever as I thought on ye, 
I wiſh'd, and wiſh'd 
Ant. What didſt thou wiſh, prethee? 
Lieu. Ev'n, that I had been a Wench of fifteen for ye, 
A handſom Wench, Sir. 
Ant. Why? God a-mercy Soldier: 
I ſeem not ſo now to thee. 
Lieu. Not all out: Fo 
And yet I have a Grudging to your Grace ſtill. 
Ant. Thou waſt never in Love before? 
Lieu. Not with a King, 
And hope ſhall never be again: Truly, Sir, 
| have had ſuch Plunges, and ſuch Bickrings, 
And as it were ſuch runnings atilt within me, 
For whatſocver it was provok'd me toward ye. 
Ant. God a-mercy ſtill. 
Lieu. I had it with a vengeance, 
It plaid his Prize. 
Ant. 1 would not have been a Wench then, 
Though of this Age. 
Lieu, No ſure, I ſhould have ſpoil'd ye. 
Ant. Well, go thy ways, of all the luſty Lovers 
That &er I ſaw—- wilt have another Potion? 
Lieu. If you will be another thing, have at ye. 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha: Give me thy Hand, from hence- 
forth thou art my Soldier, 
Do bravely, I'll love thee as much. 
Lieu. I thank ye; 
But if you were mine Enemy, I would not wiſh it ye: 
| beſeech your Grace, pay me my Charge. 
2 Gent, That's certain, Sir; 
Fas bought up all that e' er he found was like ye, | 
Or any thing you have lov'd, thar he could purchaſe; 


Old Horſes, that your Grace had ridden blind, and foundr'd; 


Dogs, rotten Hawks, and which is more than all this, 
Has worn your Grace's Gauntlet in his Bonner. 


1 ES 


Ant. 


f - . — 3 . — — 
” a . RE. 7 — —— 
; » ones 
Sd Wea: 8 8 
8 — r * 


— 


Z 


{ 
% 
” 
3 
: 
| 
t 
| 
1 
| 
1 
_ 


c 


—— — 


re „nne 


P ˙ Ann. 


778 The Humorous: Lieutenant. | 
Ant. Bring in your Bills: Mine own Love fhallbe ſa- ; 


And Sirrah, for this Potion you have taken, (tisfy'd ; ; 
I'Il point ye out a Portion ye ſhall live on. a | F 
Men. Twas the beſt draught that e'er ye drunk. 4 
Lieu. I hope ſo. . 5 
Ant. Are the Princes come toth' Court? : 
Men. They are all, and lodg'd, Sir. 5 1 
Ant. Come then, make ready for their Entertainment, 8 
Which preſently we'll give: Wait you on me, Sir. ; 
Lieu. I ſhall love Drink the better whilſt I live, Boys. N 
SCENE III. 5 
Enter Demetrius, and Leontius. . 
Dem. Let me but ſec her, dear Leontius; b } 


Let me but dye before her. 

Leon. Wou'd that wou'd do it: 
If I knew where ſhe lay now, with what honeſty, 
You having flung ſo main a Miſchief on her, 

And on ſo innocent and ſweet a Beauty, 
Dare I preſent your Viſit ? 

Dem. I'll repent all: 

And with the greateſt Sacrifice of Sorrow, 

That ever Lover made. 
Leon. I will be too late, Sir: 

I know not what will become of you. 

Dem. You can help me. 

Leon. It may be to her fight : What are you nearer? 
She has ſworn ſhe will not ſpeak to ye, look upon ye; 
And to love ye again, O the cries out, and thunders, 
She had rather Love There is no hope — 

Dem. Yes, Leontius, 2 
There is a hope, which though it draw no Love to it, 
At leaſt will draw her to lament my Fortune, 
And that hope ſhall relieve me. 

Leon. Hark ye, Sir, hark ye: 

Say I ſhould bring ye—— 
Dem. Do not trifle with me? 


Loy 
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Leon. I will not trifle; both together bring ye, 


You know the wrongs ye” done. 
Dem. I do confeſs em. 
Leon. And if you ſhou'd then jump into your Fury, 
And have another Querk in your Head. wy 
Dem, I'll dye firſt. 
Leon. You mult ſay nothing to her; for tis certain, 
The Nature of your Cr me will admit no Excuſe, 
I Dem. I will not ſpeak, mine Eyes ſhalltell my Penance. 
$ Leon, You muſt look wondrous fad too. 
B Dem. I need not look fo, 
I am truly Sadneſs ſelf. 
Leon. That Look will do it: 
Stay here, VI bring her to you inſtantly: _ | 
But take heed how you bcar your ſelf : Sit down there, 
The more humble you are, the more ſhe'll take Com- 
paſſion. | 
Women are per'lous Thing to deal upon. Exit. 
Dem. W hat ſhall become of me? to curſe my Fortune, 
Were but to curſe my Father; that's too Impious; 
But under whatſoever Fate I ſuffer, 
Bleſs, Ibeſcech thee Heav'n, her harmleſs Goodncs, 
Enter Lcontius and Celia. 
Leon. Now arm your ſelf. 
Cel. You have not brought him? 
Leon. Yes faith, 
And there he is: You ſee in what poor plight too, 
Now you may do your will, kill him, or fave him. 
Cel. I will go back. g 
Leon. I will be hang'd then, Lady: 
EX Are you a Coward now? 
Y Cel. I cannot ſpeak to him. 
E Dem. O me. 
Leon. There was a Sigh to blow a Church down 
So, now their Eyes are fixt, the ſmall Shot plays, 
They will come toth' Battery anon. 
Cel. He weeps extreamly. 
Leon. Rail at him now. 
Cel. J dare not. 
Leon, 1 am glad on't. 


Cel, 
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Cel. Nor dare believe his Tears. 

Dem. You may, bleſt Beauty, . | 
For thoſe thick ſtreams that troubled my Repentance, 
Are crept out long ago. f Os 

Leon. You ſee how he looks. | 
Cel. What have Ito do how he looks? how lookt he 
When with a poiſon'd Tooth he bit mine Honour? (then, 
It was your Counſel too, to ſcorn and flight him. 
Leon. Ay, if ye ſaw fit cauſe; and you confeſt too, 
Except this Sin; he was the braveſt Gentleman, 
The ſweeteſt, nobleſt: I rake nothing from ye, 
Nor from your Anger; uſe him as you pleaſe: 
For to ſay truth, he has deſerv'd your Juſtice; 
But ſtill confider what he has been to you. 
Cel. Pray do not blind me thus. 
Dem. O Gentle Miſtreſs, 
If there were any way to expiate 
A Sin ſo great as mine, by Interceſſion, | F 
By Prayers, by daily Tears, by dying for ye; | # 
O whar a Joy would cloſe theſe Eyes that love ye. KS 
Leon. T hey ſay W omen havetender Hearts, I know not, 
[ am ſure mine melts. 
Cel. Sir, I forgive ye heartily, | 
And all your Wrong to me I caſt behind me, 
And wiſh ye a fit Beauty to your Virtues: _ 
Mine is too poor, in peace I part thus from you; 1 
I muſt look back: Gods keep your Grace: He's bene ay. 1 
| | . Ls 
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Dem. She has forgiven me. 
Leon. She has directed ye: 
Up, up, and follow like a Man: Away, Sir, 
She lookt behind her twice: Her Heart dwells here, Sir; 
Ye drew Tears from her too: She cannot freeze thus; 
The Poor's ſet open too, are ye a Man? 
Are ye alive? do ye underſtand her meaning? 
Have ye Blood and Spirit in ye? 
Dem. I dare not trouble her. 8 
Leon. Nay, and you will be nipt i'th' head with nothing, 
Walk whining up and down; I dare not, 1 cannot: 
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Strike now or never Faint Heart, you know what, 
Gl —  : 

Be govern'd by your Fear, and quench your Fire out. 
A Devil on't, ſtands this Door ope for nothing ? 

So get ye together, and be naught: Now to ſccure all, 
Will I go fetch out a more ſovereign Plaiſter. [ Exeunt 


$ UE NEV; 


Enter Antigonus, Seleucus, Lyſimachus, Ptolomie- 
Lieutenaut, Gentlemen, and Lords. 


Ant. This Peace is fairly made. 
Sel. Wou'd your Grace with us 
Jo put in more: Take what you pleaſe, we yield it; 
The Honour done us by your Son conſtrains it, 
Your noble Son. 
Ant. It is ſufficient, Princes; 
And now we are one again, one Mind, one Body, 
And one Sword ſhall ſtrike for us. 
Lyſ. Let Prince Demetrius - 
But lead us on: For we are his vow'd Servants; 
Againſt the Strength of all the World we'll buckle. 
Prol. And ev'n from all that Strength we'll catch at 
Victory. 
Sel. O had I now recover'd but the Fortune 
J loſt in Antioch, when mine Uncle periſh'd; 
But that were but to ſurfeit me with Bleſſings. 
Lyſ. Youloſt a ſweet Child there. 
del. Name it no more, Sir; 
This is no time to entertain ſuch Sorrows | 
Will your Majeſty do us the Honour, we may ſee the 


And wait upon him? (Prince, 
i Enter Leontius. 7 

Ant. I wonder he ſtays from us: 
How now, Leontins, where's my Son? 

Sel. Brave Captain. = 

Lyſ. Old valiant Sir. 

Leon. Your Graces are welcome: | 
Your Son, and't pleaſe you, Sir, is new caſhicr'd Fohaeh, 

| a 
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Caſt from his Miſtreſs Favour : And ſuch a coil there 133 
Such fending, and ſuch proving; ſhe ſtands off, 
And will by no means yield to Compoſition : 
He offers any Price; his Body to her. 
Sel. She is a hard Lady, denics that caution. 
Leon. And now they whine, and now they rave: Faith 
Princes, 
Twere a good point of Charity to piece 'em; 
For leſs than ſuch a Pow'r will do juſt nothing: 
And if you mean to ſee him, there it muſt be, 
For there will he grow, till he be tranſplanted. 

Sel. Beſeech your Grace, let's wait upon you thither, 
That I may ſee that Beauty dares deny him, 

That ſcornful Beauty. | 

Pzol. I ſhould think it worſe now; 

Ill brought up Beauty. 

Ant. She has too much reaſon tor't 33 
Which with too great a Grief, 1 ſhame to think of. 
But we'll go ſee this Game. 

Lyſ. Rather this Wonder. 

Ant. Ee you our Guide, Leontius, here's a new Peace. 

Ts Exeunt. 


S 
Enter Demetrius and Celia. 


Cel, Thus far you ſhall perſwade me, {till to honour ye, 
Still to live with ye, Sir, or near about ye; 
For not to lye, you have my firſt and laſt Love: 
Bur ſince you have conceiv'd an Evil againſt me, 
An Evil that ſo much concerns your Honour, 
That Honour aim'd by all at for a Pattern: 
And though there be a falſe Thought, and confeſs'd too, 
And much Repentance fall'n in ſhow'rs to purge it; 
Yet, while that great Reſpect I ever bore ye, 
Dwells in my Blood, and in my Heart that Duty; 
Had it but been a Dream, I muſt not touch ye. 
Dew. O you will make {ome other happy? 
Cel. Never, 


Upon 
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Be your por Miſtreſs ſtill: In Truth J love ye. 


That Face is wondrous like her: I have her Picture; 
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Upon this Hand P11 ſeal that Faith. 

Dem. We may kiſs, 
Put not thoſe out o' th' Peace too. 

Cel. Thoſe Ill give ye, | 
So there you will be pleas'd to pitch your ne ultra, 
I will be merry with ye; Sing, Diſcourſe with ye, 

Enter Leontius, Antigonus, Selcucus, Lyſimachus, 
 _ Ptolomie, Lieutenant, and Gentlemen. 

Dem. Stay, who are theſe ? 

Lyſ. A very handſome Lady. 

Leon. As &er you ſaw. 

Sel. Pity her Heart's ſo cruel. (hear us. 

Lyſ. How does your Grace? He ſtands ſtill, will not 

Prol. We come to ſerve ye, Sir, in all our Fortunes. 

Lyſ. He bows a little now; he's ſtrangely alter'd. 

Sel. Ha? Pray ye a word, Leontius, pray yea word with 
Lyſimachus? You both knew mine Enanthe, (ye, 
I laſt in Antioch, when the Town was taken, 

Mine Uncle ſlain, Antizonns had the fack on't? 

Lyſ. Yes, I remember well the Girl. 

Sel. Methinks now 


The fame, but more Years on her; the very ſame. 
Lyſ. A Cherry to a Cherry is not liker. 
gel. Look on her Eyes. 
Leon. Moſt certain ſhe is like her: 
Many a time have I dandled her in theſe Arms, Sir, 
And I hope who will more. 
Ant. What's that ye look at, Princes? 
Sel. This Picture, and that Lady, Sir. 
Ant. Ha! they are near: 
They only err in time. 
Iyſ. Did you mark that Bluſh there? 
That came che ncareſt. 
_ gel. 1 muſt ſpeak to her. 
Leon. You'll quickly be reſolv'd. 
Seel. Your Name, ſweet Lady? 
cel. Enanthe, Sir: And this to beg your Bleſſing. _ 
| up 
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Sel. Do you know me? 
Cl. If you be the King Seleucus, 
Iknow you are my Father. 
Cel. Peace a little, 
Where did I loſe ye? 
Sel. Ar the Sack of Antioch, 


Where my good Uncle dy'd, and I was taken 


By a mean Soldier taken: By this Prince, ; 


This noble Prince, redeem'd from him again, 


Where ever ſince I have remain'd his Servant. 
Sel. My Joys are now too full: Welcome Enanthe, 


Mine own, my deareſt, and my beſt Enanrhe. 


Dem. And mine too deſperate. 
Fel. You ſhall not think ſo, 
This is a Peace indeed. 

Ant. 1 hope it ſhall be 

And ask it firſt. | 
Cel. Moſt Royal, Sir, ye have it. 

Dem. 1 once more beg it thus. 

Sel. You muſt not be deny'd, Sir. 
Cel. By me, Iam ſure he muſt not: Sure he ſhall not; 

Kneeling I give it too; kneeling I take it; 

And from this hour, no envious Spight e'er part us. 
All. The Gods give happy Joys; all Comforts to ye. 
Dem. My new Enanthe. | 
Ant. Come, beat all the Drums up, 

And all the noble Inſtruments of W ar : 

Let 'em fill all the Kingdom with their Sounds 


And thoſe the brazen Arch of Heay'n break through, 


While to the Temple we conduct theſe two. 
Leon. May they be ever loving, ever young, 
And ever worthy of thoſe Lines they ſprung ; 
May their fair Iſſues walk with Time along. 
Lien. And hang a Coward now; and there's my Song. 
| Freunt omnes. 
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1 Am not curd yet throughly ; for believe 

] feel another Paſſion that may grieve, 
All over me I feel it too: And now 

It takes me cold, cold, cold, I now not how : 
As you are good Men help me, a Carowſe 
May make me love you all, all here i th Houſe, 
And all that come to ſee me, doatingly : 
Now lend your Hands; and for your Courteſie, 
The next Imployment I am ſent upon, 

I'll ſwear you are Phyſicians, the War's none. 
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Dramatis. Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


\ Erigot, 2 Shepherd in Love with Amoret. 
Thenot, a Shepherd in Love with Clorin. 
Daphnis, a modeſt Shepherd. 
Alexis, a wanton Shepherd. 
God of a River. 

Satyr. 

Prieſt. 

Old Shepherd. 

A ſullen diſcontented Shepherd, 


WOMEN. - 


3 the faithful Shepherd in One x with 
Perigot. 


Clorin, a holy Shepherdeſs. 


Amarillis, a Shepherdeſs in Love with Perigot. 
Cloe, a wanton Shepherdeſs. 
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Faithful Shepherdeſs. 


Re 


aCT 1, SCENEL 
Enter Clorin a Sheperd ſe, having Buried her 
Love in an Arbour. 
CLURKTNM:. 
AIL, holy Earth, whoſe cold Arms do 
1imbrac?2 
The trueſt Man that ever fed his Flocks 
By the fat Plains of Fruittul Theſſaly, 
Thus! falure thy Grave, thus do | pay 
My early Vows, and Tribute of mine Eyes 
To thy ſt Il loved Aſhes; thus I free | 
My ſelf from all inſuing Hears and Fires 
Of Love: All Sports, Delights and jolly Games 
That Shepherds hold full dear, thus put 1 off. 
Now no more ſhall theſe ſmooth Brows be begirt 
With youthful Coronals, and lead the Dance; 
No more the Company of treſh fair Maids 
And wanton Shepherds be to me delightful, 
Nor the ſhrill pleaſing found of merry Pipes 
Under ſome ſhady Dell, when the cool Wind: 
Plays on the Leaves: All be far away, + 
Since thou art far away; by whoſe dear Side 
How often have I fat crown'd with freſh Flow'rs 
For Summer's Queen, whilſt ev'ry Shepherd's Boy 


Puts on his luſty Green, with gaudy Hook, : 
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And hanging Scrip of fineſt Corde: | 
But thou art gone, ** theſe are * E Wh thee, 
And all are dead but thy dear Memoryz , + - 
That ſhall out- live oe and ſhall ever {x ring 
While there are Pipes, or jolly Shepherds ſing. 
And here will I, in bönur of thy Tore, x. 
Dwell by thy Grave, forgetting all thoſe Joys, 
That former times made precious to mine Eyes, 
Only remembring what my Youth did gain 
In the dark, hidden vd uſe of Herbs: 
That will 1 practiſe, and as trecly give 
All my Endeavours, as I gain'd them free. 
Of all green Wounds I know the Remedies 
In Men or Cattle, be they ſtung with Snakes, 
Or charm'd with pow'rtul Words of wicked Art, 
Or be they Love- ſick, or through too much Heat 
Grown wild or lunatick, their Eyes or Ears 
Thickned with miſty Film of du!ling Rheum; 
* 'Theſel can cure, ſuch ſecret Virtues lies 
In Herbs, applycd by a Virgin's Hand. | 
My Meat ſhall be what theſe wild Woods afford, 
Berries, and Cheſnuts, Plantanes, on whoſe Checks 
The Sun fits ſmiling, and the lofty Fruit 


Pull'd from the fair head of the ſtraight grown Pine; 
On theſe I'll feed with free Content, 1 reſt, 
When Night ſhall blind the World, by thy Side bleſt 
Enter a Satyre. 
Sar. Through yon fame bending Plain 
That flings his Arms down to the Main, 
And through theſe thick Woods have I run, 
Whoſe bottom never kiſt the Sun 
Since the luſty Spring began, 
All to pleaſe my Maſter Fan, 
Have I trotted without reſt 
To get him Fruit; for at a Feaſt 
He entertains, this coming Night, 
His Paramour. the Syrmmx bright; 


* + 


But behold a fairer Sight! [He ſtands ama? d. 


By that Heav*nly Form of thine, 
Brighteſt fair thou art Divine, | 


Sprung 
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Sprung from great Immortal Race 
Of the Gods: For in thy Face. 
Shines more awful Majeſty,  _ 
Than dull weak Mortality 

Dare with miſty Eyes behold, | 
And live: Therefore on this Mould, 
Lowly do I bend my Knee, | 

In Worſhip of thy Deity ; 

Deign it, Goddeſs, from my Hand, 

To receive what &er this Land 

From her fertile Womb doth ſend 

Of her choice Fruits; and but lend 
Belief to that the Satyre tells, 

Fairer by the famous Wells, 

To this preſent Day ne'er grew, 

Never hetter nor more true. 

Here be Grapes whoſe luſty Blood 

Is the Learned Poets good, 

Sweeter yet did never crown 

The Head of Bacchus; Nuts more brown 
Then the Squirrils Teeth that crack 'em; 
Deign, O faireſt fair, to take 'em. 

F or theſe Black- ey'd Drzope 

Hath oftentimes commanded me, 

With my claſped Knee to climb; 

See how well the luſty time 

Hath deckt their riſing Cheeks in red, 
Such as on your Lips is ſpread; 

Here he Berries for a Queen, 

Some be red, ſome be green, 

Theſe are of that luſcious Meat, 

The great God Pan himſelf doth eat: 

All theſe, and what the Woods can yield, 
The hanging Mountain, or che Field, 

In freely offer, and e' er long 


9 


Will bring you more, more ſwect and ſtrong, 


Till when humbly leave I take, 

. Leſt the grea: Pan do awake, 

Thar ſleeping lies in a deep Glade, 

Under a broad Beeeh's Shade — 
„ Ss 4 


The Faithful Shephe rdeſs 


791 


— —— 
. — mal 
a — 


— 


— F 
— — — — — ———— — — 


— m . ⅛˙—é—é— II I 


y 1 
4 | 


— — 


— 4 


rae The 


= — Y 5 
—_— — — ——ñ —— ——— U _— 3 


4. 
b+ 
4 
n 
1 
"| 
7 * 
85 
\ 5 
1 
: 
: 
"7 
T* 
Ws 
4 
1 
N 
77 
97 
i 
Th 
4 
7 
bo 4 
. 
1 
4 
{ 
ri 
* 
1 
1 „ 
Co. 
3 
. 
* 
wo 
4 
"#5 
: 
* 
7" 
* 
1 
1 
» 7 
£ 
8 
in 
[ 8 
» 
2 
* 
1 
\ 
'D. 
94 
7 
1 
k 
Q 
9 
E 
+ 
bi 
b 
J 
4 
„ 
i 
{ 
* 
by 
9 


Ee 


- — 
2 
Pry — 2 — 
3 _ 


Thus mildly kneel to me? Sure there's a Pow'r 
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I muft go, I muſt run .. . 8 
Swifter than the fiery Sun. . | Exit © 
* Clo. And all my Fears go with thee. 

What Greatneſs or what private hidden Pow'r 

Is there in me, to draw Submiſſion 

From this rude Man and Beaſt? Sure I am Mortal: 
The Daughter of a Shepherd, he was Mortal: 

And ſhe that bore me Mortal: Prick my Hand 
And it will bleed; a Feaver ſhakes me, 
And the ſelf ſame Wind that makes the young Lambs 


| Makes me acold: My Fear ſays l am Mortal: (ſhrink, 
Vet I have heard, my Mother told it me, , 


And now do believe it, if I keep 
My virgin Flow'r uncropt, pure, chaſt, and fair, 
No Goblin, Wood-god, Fairy, Elfe, or Fiend, 
Satyre, or other Pow'r that haunts the Groves, 
Shall hurt my Body, or by vain Illuſion 

Draw me to wander after idle Fires, 

Or Voices calling me in dead of Night, 


To make me follow, and ſo tole me on f 
Through Mire and ſtanding Pools, to find my Ruin: 


Elſe why ſhould this rough thing, who never knew 
Manners, nor ſmooth Humanity, whoſe Heats 
Are rougher than himſelf, and more miſhapen, 
In that great name of Virgin, that binds faſt 
All rude uncivil Bloods, all Appetites _ 
That break their confines: Then, ſtrong Chaſtity, 
Be thou my ftrongeſt Guard, for here I'll dwell 
In oppoſition againſt Fate and Hell. | 
Enter an Old Shepherd, with four Couple of Shepherds 
5 and Shepherdeſſes. 3 
Old Shep. Now we have done this holy Feſtival 
In Honour of our great God, and his Rights 
Perform'd, prepare your ſelves for chaſt 


And uncorrupted Fires: That as the Prieſt, 


With pow'rful Hand ſhall ſprinkle. on your Brows 

Nis pure and holy Water, ye may be 

From all hot flames of Luſt, and looſe Thoughts free. 

Kncel Shepherds, kneel, here comes the Prieſt of Lon: 
| | | nter 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 793 
B70 VIP ö Enter Prieſt. {py 
Frieſt. Shepherds, thus I purge away, 
W hatſoever th is great Days a Thu 
Or the paſt Hours gave not good, 
To corrupt your maiden Blood: 
From the high rebellious Heat 
Of the Grapes, and ſtrength of Meat; 
From the wanton quick Deſires, 
They do kindle by their Fires, 
I do waſh you with this Water; 
Be you pure and fair hereafter. 
From your Liver and your Veins, 
Thus I take away the ſtains. 
All your Thoughts be ſmooth and fair, 
Be ye freſh and free as Air. 
Never more let luſtful Heat 
Through your purged Conduits beat, 
Or a plighted Troth be broken, : 
Or a wanton Verle be ſpoken 
In a Shepherdeſs's Ear; 


Go your ways, ye are all clear. 
[They riſe and ſing in Praiſe of Pan. 
The S ON G. 
Sing his Praiſes that doth keep 
Our Flucks from harm, 
Pan the Father of our Sheep, 
And Arm in Arm 
Tread we ſoftly in a Round, 
While the hollow neighb'ring Ground 
Fills the Muſick with ber Sound. 


Pan, O great God Pan, to thee 
Thus do we ſing : 
Thou that keep'ft us Chaſt and Free, 
As the young Spring, 
Ever be thy Honour ſpoke, 
From that place the Morn is broke, 
Tu that place Day doth unyoke. ” 
Exeunt omnes but Perigot and Ane, 
; eri. 


754 The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 
Peri. Stay, 5 75 Amoret, thou fair brow'd Maid, 
Thy Shepherd prays thee ſtay, that holds thee dear, 
Equal with his Soul's good. 
Amo. Speak; I give | 
Thee freedom, Shepherd, and thy Tongue be Ril 
The ſame it ever was; as free from ill, 
As he whoſe Converſation never knew 
The Court or City: Be thou ever true. 
Peri. When! fall off from my Affection, 
Or mingle my clean Thoughts with foul Deſires, 
Firſt let our great God ceaſe to keep my Flocks, 
That being left alone without a Guard, 
The Wolf, or Winter's Rage, Summer's great Heat, 
And want of Water, rots; or what to us 
Of Il is yet unknown, full ſpeedily, 
And in their general Ruin let me feel. 
Amo. I pray thec, gentle Shepherd, wiſh not ſo, 
I do believe thee: *Tis as hard for me 
To think thee falſe, and harder, than for thee 
To hold me foul. Peri. O you are fairer far 
Than the chaſt bluſhing Morn, or that fair Star, 
That guides the wandring Seamen through the Deep, 
Straighter than ſtraightelt Pine upon the ſteep 
Head of an aged Mountain, and more white 
Than the new Milk we ſtrip before Day-lighr - 
From the full fraighted Bags of our fair F locks: | 
Your Hair more beauteous than thoſe n Locks 
Of young Apollo. 
Amo. Shepherd, be not loſt, 
You're ſail'd rao far already from the Coaſt 
Of our Diſcourle. 
Peri. Did you not tell me once | 
I ſhou'd not love alone, I ſhou'd not loſe 
Tho'e many Paſſions, Vows, ard holy Oaths, 
I've.fent to Heav'n? Did you not give your Hand, 
yen that fair Hand in Hoſtage? Do not then 
Give back again thoſe Sweets to other Men, 
Yeu y ur ſelf vow'd were mine. 
Ann. Shepherd, ſo far as Maidens Modeſty 
May give aſſurance, I am ONCegnore thine, 


Once 
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Once more I give my Hand; be ever free _. 
From that great Foe to Faith, foul Jealouſie, 
Peri. I take it as my beſt Good, and deſire n 
For ſtronger Confirmation of our Love, 
To meet this happy Night in that fair Grove, 
Where all true Shepherds have rewarded been 
For their long Service: Say ſweet, ſhall it hold? 
Amo. Dear Friend, you mult not blame me, if I make 
A doubt of what the ſilent Night may do, | 
Coupled with this Day's Heat to move your Blood: 
Maids muſt be fearful; ſure you have not been 
Waſn'd white enough; for yet I ſee a Stain 
Stick in your Liver, go and purge again. 
Peri. O do not wrong my honelt ſimple Truth, 
My ſelf and my Affections are as pure 
As thoſe chaſt Flames that burn before the Shrine 
Of the great Dian: Only my Intent 
To draw you thither, was to plight our Troths, 
With enterchange of mutual chaſte Imbraces, 
And ceremonious tying of our ſelves: 
For to that holy Wood is conſecrate 
A virtuous Well, about whoſe flowry Banks 
The nimble-footed Fairies dance their Rounds, 
By the pale Moon-ſhine, dipping oftentimes 
Their ſtolen Children, ſo to make them free 
From dying Fleſh, and dull Mortality 
By this fair Fount hath many a Shepherd ſworn, 
And giv'n away his Freedom, many a Troth 
Been plight, which neither Envy, nor od Time 
Cou'd ever break, with many a chaſte Kiſs giv'n, 
In hope of coming Happinels ; by this 
Freſh Fountain many a bluthing Maid : 
Hath crown'd the Headof her long loved Shepherd 
With gawdy Flow'rs, whilſt he happy ſung 
Lays of his Love, and dear Captivity 
There grow all Herbs fit to cool locſer Flames 
Our ſenſual Parts provoke, chiding our Bloods, 
And quenching by their Pow'r thoſe hidden Sparks 
That elſe would break out, and provoke our Senſe 
To open Fires, fo virtuouSis that Place. 
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Then, gentle Shepherdeſs, believe and grant, 

In Troth it fits not with that Face to ſcant 
Your faithful Shepherd of thoſe chaſte Deſires 

He ever aim'd at, and :? 

Amo. Thou haſt prevail'd, farewel; this coming Night 

Shall crown thy chaſt Hopes with long wiſh'd Delight. 
Peri. Our great God Pan reward thee for that good 

Thou haſt giv'n thy poor Shepherd: Faireſt Bud 

Of Maiden Virtues, when I leave to be j 

The true Admirer of thy Chaſtity, 

Let me deſerve the hot polluted Name 

Of the wild Woodman, or affect ſome Dame 

Whoſe often Proſtitution hath begot 

More foul Diſeaſes, than ever yet Ne hot 

Sun bred through his Burnings, while the Dog 

Purſues the raging Lyon, throwing Fog 

And deadly Vapour from his angry Breath, 

_ Filling the lower World withPlague and Death. Ex. Amo. 
= Enter Amarillis. | 
Ama. Shepherd, may I deſire to be believ'd, 

What I ſhall bluſhing. tell? 

Peri. Fair Maid, you may. | 

Ama. Then ſoftly thus, I love thee, Perigot, 

And wou'd be gladder to be lov'd again, 

Than the cold Earth is in his frozen Arms 

To clip the wanton Spring: Nay do not ſtart, 

Nor wonder that I woo thee! Thou that art 

The prime of our younz Grooms, even the top 

Of all our luſty Shepherds; what dull Eye, 

That never was acquainted with defire, 

_ Hathſeen thee Wraſtle, Run, or caſt the Stone, 

With nimble Strength and fair Delivery, - 

And hath not ſparkled Fire, and ſpeedily 

Sent ſecret heat to all the neighbouring Veins ? +4 

Who ever heard thee ſing, that brought again 

That freedom back was lent unto thy Voice: 

Then do not blame me, Shepherd, if I be 

One to be numbred in this Company, 

Since none that ever ſaw thee yet were free. 

Peri. Fair Shepherdeſs, much Pity I can lend 


4 


- To 
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To your Complaints ; but ſure I ſhall not love. 
All that is mine, my ſelf and my beſt Hopes, 
Are giv'n already: Do not love him then 
That cannot love again: On other Men 
Beſtow thoſe Heats more free, that may return 
You Fire for Fire, and in one Flame equal burn. 
Auma. Shall I rewarded be fo flenderly 
For my Affection, moſt unkind of Men? 
If I were old, or had agreed with Art 
To give another Nature to my Checks, 
Or were I common Miſtreſs to the Love 
Of every Swain, or cou'd I with ſuch caſe 
Call back my Love, as many a Wanton doth, 
Thou migh'ſt refuſe me, Shepherd; but to thee 
I am only fixt and ſet, let it not be 
A ſport, thou gentle Shepherd, to abuſe 
The Love of filly Maid. 
Peri, Fair Soul, ye uſe 
Theſe words to little end: For know, I may 
Better call back that time was Yeſterday, 
Or ſtay the coming Night, than bring my Love 
Home to my {elf again, or recreant pro ve. 
I will no longer hold you with delays; 
This preſent Night I have appointed been 
To meet that chaſt Fair that injoys my Soul, 
In yonder Grove, there to make up our Loves. 
Be not deceiv'd no longer, chuſe again, 
The neighbouring Plains have many a comely Swain, 
Freſher and freer far than I c'er was, 

Beſtow that Love on them, and let me pals. 
Farewel, be happy in a better Choice. [ Exit. 
Ama. Cruel, thou'ſt ſtruck me deader with thy Voice, 
Than if the angry Heav'ns with their quick Flames 

Had ſhot me through: 1 muſt not leave to love, 

I cannot, no, I muſt enjoy thee, Boy, f 

Though the great Dangers twixt my Hopes and that 

Be infinite: There is a Shepherd dwells 

Down by the Moor, whoſe Life hath ever ſhown 

More ſullen Diſcontent then Saturn's Brow, 

When he ſits frowning on the Births of Men: * 
| : ne 
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One that doth wear himſelf away in loneneſs, 


And never joys, unleſs it be in breakin 


The holy plighted Troths of mutual Souls: 
One that luſts after every ſev'ral Beauty, 

But never yet was known to love or like, 
Werethe Face fairer or more full of Truth, 
Than Phebe in her Fulneſs, or the Youth 

Of ſmooth Haus; whoſe nigh ſtarved Flocks 


5 Are always ſcabby, and infect all Sheep 


They feed withal; whoſe Lambs are ever laſt, 
And die before their waining, and whoſe Do 
Looks like his Maſter, lean, and full of Scur? 


Not caring for the Pipe or Whiſtle: This Man may, 


If he be well wrought, do a Deed of Wonder, 
Forcing me Paſlage to my long Deſires: 
And here he comes, as fitly to my purpoſe 
As my quick Thoughts cou'd with for, 
Enter Shepherd. TED” 
Shep. Freſh Beauty, let me not be thought uncivil, 


Thus to be Partner of your Loneneſs: *T'was 
My Love, that ever-working Paſſion, drew 
Me to this place, to ſeek ſome Remedy 


For my ſick Soul: Be not unkind and fair, 

For ſuch the mighty Gepid in his Doom 

Hath ſworn to be aveng'd on; then give room 

To my conſuming Fires, that fo I may 

Injoy my long Deſires, and ſo allay 

Thoſe Flames, thar elſe would burn my Life away. 


Ama. Shepherd, were I but ſure thy Heart were ſound 


As thy Words ſeem to be, means might be found 
To cure thee of thy long Pains: For to me 


That heavy yourh-conſuming Miſery, 
The Jove-f 


ick Soul endures, never was pleaſing z 
I could be well content with the quick eaſing 
Of thee and thy hot Fires, might it procure 
Thy Faith and farther Service to be ſure. 
Shep. Name but that great Work, Danger, or what can 
Be compaſt by the Wit or Art of Man, 
And, if 1 fail in my Performance, may 


] never more kneel to the riſing Day. 3 


Ana. Then thus I try thee, Shepherd; th's ſame Night 
| "= 5B Bat 
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That now comes ſtealing on, a gentle Pair 
Have promis'd equal Love, and do appoint 
To make yon Wood the place where Hands and Hearts 
Areto be ty'd for ever: Break their meeting 
And their ſtrong Faith, and I am ever thine. | 
Sbep. Tell me their Names, and if I do not move, ; 
By my great Pow'r, the center of their Love 1 
From his fixt being, let me never more = 
Warm me by thoſe fair Eyes I thus adore. 1 
Ama. Come, as we go, I'll thee what they are, i 
And give thee fit directions for thy Work. [Exenxt. 
Enter Cloe. 
Cloe. How have I wrong'd the Times, or Men, that thus, 
After his holy Feaſt, I paſs unknown 
And unſaluted? Twas not wont to be 
Thus frozen with the younger Company 
Of jolly Shepherds: Twas not then held good, 
For luſty Grooms to mix their quicker Blood 
With that dull humour, moſt unfit to be 
The friend of Man, cold and dull Chaſtity. 
Sure I am held not fair, oram too old, | 
Or elſe not free enough, or from my Fo'd 
Drive not a Flock ſufficient great to gain 
The greedy Eyes of Wealth-alluring Swain: 
Vet if I may believe what others ſay, 
My Face has Soil enough, nor can they lay 
Juſtly too ſtrict a Coyneſs to my charge; 
My Flocks are many, and the Downs as large 
They feed upon; then let it ever be 
Their Coldneſs, not my Virgin Modeſty 
Makes me complain. 
Enter Thenot. 
The. Was ever Man but 1 
Thus truly taken with Uncertainty ? 
W here ſhall that Man be found that loves a Mind 
Made up in Conſtancy, and dares not find 
His Love rewarded? Here, let all Men know, 
A Wretch that lives to love his Miſtreſs ſo. 
Cle. Shepherd, I pray thee ſtay; where haſt thou been, 
Or whither goc{t thou? Here be Woods as green 


AS 
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As any, Air likewiſe as freſh and ſweet, 
As where ſmooth Zepbirus plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled Streams, with Flow'rs as many 
As the young Spring gives, and as choice as any; 
Here be all new Delights, cool Streams and Wells, 
Arbours o'er-grown with W oodbinds, Caves, and Dells, 
Chuſe where thou wilt, whilſt 1 fit by and fing, 
Or gatherRuſhes, to make many a * l 

For thy long Fingers; tell thee Tales of Love, 
How the pale Phebe hunting in a Grove, 
Firſt faw the Boy Endimion, from whoſe Eyes 
She took eternal Fire that never dies 855 
How ſhe convey'd him ſoftly in a Sleep, 
His Temples bound with Poppy, to the ſteep 
Head of old Latmus, where the ſtoops each Night, 
Gilding the Mountain with her Brother's Light, 
To kiſs her ſweeteſt. The. Far from me are theſe 
Hot flaſhes, bred from wanton Heat and Eaſc; 
I have forgot what Love and loving meant: 
Rimes, Songs, and merry Rounds, that oft are ſent 
To the ſoft Ear of Maids, are ſtrange to me: 
Only I live t' admire a Chaſtity, = 
Thar neither pleaſing Age, ſmooth Tongue, or Gold, 

Cou'd ever break upon, ſo ſure the Mould 
ls that her Mind was caſt in; 'tis to her 
1 only am reſerv'd; ſhe is my Form I ſtir . 
By, breath and move, tis ſhe and only ſne 

Can make me Happy, or give Mifery. 7 
| _ Clve, Good Shepherd, may a Stranger crave to know 
To whom this dear obſervance you do owe? 
We. You may, and by her Virtue learn to ſquare 
And level out your Life; for to be Fair © 
And nothing virtuous, only fits the Eye 
Of gaudy Youth, and ſwelling Vanity. 
Then know, ſhe's call'd the Virgin of the Grove, 
She that hath long ſince bury'd her chaſt Love, 
And now lives by his Grave, for whoſe dear Soul 
She hath vow'd her ſelf into the holy Roll! 
Of ſtrict Virginity ; *tis her I ſo admire, 
Not any looſer Blood or new Deſire, ' 


Cloe. 
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Cine. Farewel poor Swain, thou art not for my bend, 
1 mult have quicker Souls, whoſe words may tend 
To ſome free Action: Give me him dare love 
At firſt Encounter, and as ſoon dare provo. 
The SONG. 
Come Shepberds, come, 
Come away without delay, 
Whilſt tbe gentle time doth ſtay. 
Green Woods are dumb, 
And will never tell to any, 
Thoſe dear Kiſſes, and thoſe many 
Sweet Embraces that are giv'n, 
Dainty Pleaſures, that wou'd ev'n 
Raiſe in coldeſt Age a fire, 
And give Virgin Blood Defire. 
Then if ever, 
Now or never. 
Come and have it, 
Think not I 
Dare deny, = 
If you crave it. 
5 Enter Daphnis . 
Here comes another: Better be my ſpeed, 
Thou God of Blood. But certain, if I read 
Not falſe, this is that modeſt Shepherd, he 
That only dare ſalute, but ne'er cou'd be 
Brought to kiſs any, hold Diſcourſe, or Sing, 
Whiſper, or boldly ask that wiſhed thing 
We all are born for; one that makes loving Faces, 
And cou'd be well content to covet Graces, 
Were they not got by Boldneſs; in this thing 
My Hopes are frozen; and but Fate doth brin 
Him hither, I wou'd ſooner chuſe * 
A Man made out of Snow, and freer uſe 
An Eunuch to my Ends: But ſince he's here, 
Thus I attempt him. Thou of Men moſt dear, 
Welcome to her, that only for thy ſake 
Hath been content to live: Here boldly take 
My Hand in Pledge, this Hand, that never yet 
Was giv'n away to any: And but fit PI 
* Down 
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Down on this ruſhy Bank, whilſt I go pull 


Freſh Bloſſoms from the Boughs, Or quickly cull | 


The choiceſt Delicates from yonder Mead, 
To make thee Chains: or Chaplets, or to ſpread 
Under our fainting Bodies, when delight 
Shall lock up all our Senſes. How the fight 
Of thoſe ſmooth riſing Cheeks renew the Story 
Of young Adonis, when in Pride and Glory 
He 55 infolded twixt the beating Arms 
Of willing Venus: Methinks ſtronger Charms 
Dwell in thoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and on that Brow 
More ſweetneſs than the Painters can allow _ 
To their beſt Pieces: Not Narciſſus, he 
That wept himſelf away, in memory 
Of his own Beauty, nor Silvanus Boy, 
Nor the twice raviſh'd Maid, for whom old 
Fell by the Hand of Pyrrbus, may to thee. 
Be otherwiſe compar'd, than ſome dead Tree 
To a young fruittul Olive. Daph. I can love, 
But I am loth to fay ſo, leaſt I prove 
Too ſoon unhappy. 1 
. 70 thou wou'dſt ſay. ; 
My deareſt Daphnis, bluſh not, if the Day 
To thee and thy ſoft Heats be Enemy, 
Then take the coming Night; fair Youth, tis fre 


Tr oy 
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To all the World, Shepherd I'll meet thee then 


When darkneſs hath ſhut up the Eyes of Men, 


In yonder Grove: Speak, ſhall our meeting hold? 2 


Indeed ye are too baſhful, be more bold, 
And tell me Ay. Dafh. I'm content to fay fo, 


And wou'd be glad to meet, might I but pray ſo 
Much from your fairneſs, that you wou'd be true, 
Cloe. Shepherd, thou haſt thy wiſh. iy 


Daph. Freſh Maid, adieu: 


Yet one word more, ſince you have drawn me on. 


To come this Night, fear not to meet alone 
Tbat Man that will not offer to be ill, 


Though your bright ſelf would ask it, for his fill 
Of this World's goodneſs: Do not fear him then, 


Eut keep your pointed time; let other Men £2 


det 


-” 


5 


| The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 803 
Set up their Bloods to ſale, mine ſhall be ever, | 
Fair as the Soul it carries, and unchaſt never. Exit. 


Cloe. Vet am I poorer than I was before. 
Is it not ſtrange, among fo many a ſcore. 


Of luſty Bloods, I ſhould pick out theſe things 
Whoſe Veins like a dull River far from Springs, 
Is ſtill the ſame, flow, heavy, and unfit 
For Stream or Motion, though the ſtrong Winds hit 
With their continual Pow'r upon his Sides? 
O happy be your Names that have been Brides, 
And taſted thoſe rare ſweets for which I pine: 
And far more heavy be thy Grief and Time, 
Thou lazy Swain, that may'ſt relieve my Needs, 
Than his, upon whoſe Liver always feeds 
A hungry Vulture. 
3 Enter Alexis. 
Alex. Can ſuch Beauty be 
Safe in his own guard, and not draw the Eye 
Of him that paſſeth on, to greedy gaze, 
Or covetous deſire, whilſt,in a maze 
The better Part contemplates, giving Rein 
And wiſhed Freedom to the labouring Vein? 
Faireſt and whiteſt, may I crave to know 
The cauſe of your Retirement, why ye go 
Thus all alone? Methinks the Downs are ſweeter, 
And the young company of Swains far meeter, 
Than thoſe forſaken and untroden places. 
Give not your ſelf to loneneſs, and thoſe Graces 
Hid from the Eyes of Men, that were intended 
To live amongſt us Swains. 
Cloe. Thou art befriended, 
Shepherd, in all my Life I have not ſeen 
A Man in whom greater contents have been, 
Than thou thy elf art: I cou'd tell thee more, 
Were there but any hope left to reſtore 
My freedom loſt. O lend me all thy red, 
Thou ſhamefac'd Morning, when from Titbon's Bed 
Thou riſeſt ever Maiden. Alex. If for me, 
Thou ſweeteſt of all ſweets, theſe Flaſhes be, 
Vol. II. 073 f V 1 * Speak 
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Speak and be fatisfred. O guide her Tongue, 
My better Angel; force my Name among 


Her modeſt Tho ughts, that the firſt word may be 


, Coe. Alexis, Ven the Sun ſhall kiſs the Sca, 
Taking his Reſt by the white Therzs fide, 
Meet in'the holy Wood, where I' abide 
hy coming, Shep herd: Alex. If I ſtay behind, 
An everlaſtin Duineſ,, and the Wind, 
That as he pa wh by ſhuts up the Stream 
Of Rhine or "7 olga, while 16 Sun's hot Beam 
Beats back again, ſeize me, and let me turn 
To col.ineſs more than Ice: Oh how I burn 
And riſ in Youth and Fire! I dare not ſtay. 
Cloe. My Name ſhall be your Word. 


Alex. Fly, fly, thou Day. 


Exit. 


Cloe. My Grief is great if both theſe Boys ſhou'd fail: 


Fe that will uſe all Winds muſt ſhift bis Sail. 


_—— 
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LE xt. 


ACT "= SCENE I 


8 2". 


Enter an old Shepherd with 2 Bell rinzing; and the Prieſt 


of Pan following. 


P, teſt, Ohler pherds al, and Maidens fair, 
Fold your Flocks up, for the Atr 


*Gins to thicken, and the Sun 

A'ready his great courſe hath run. 
See the Dew-drops how they kiss 

Ev'ry little Flower that is: 

Hanging on their Velvet Heads, 

Like a Rope of Chriſtal Beads. 

See the heavy Clouds low falling, 

And bright Heſperus down calling 

The dead Night from under Ground, 

t whoſe riſing Miſts unfound, 

I amps, and Vapours fly apace, 

F cv'ring o'er the wanton Face 

C f theſe Paſtures, where they come, 

©-riking dead both Pud and Bloom 
| be from ſuch Danger, lock 
Ev'ry one his loved Flock, 


And 


The Faithful Shepherd: ſs, 


And let your Dogs lye looſe without, 
Leſt the Wolf come as a ſcout 

From the Mountain, and, eer day, 
Bear a Lamb or Kid away; 

Or the crafty thieviſh Fox, - I 
Break upon your ſimple Flocks : 
To ſecure your ſelves from theſe, 

Be not too ſecure in calc; 

Let one Eye his watches keep, 
While the rother Eye doth ſlcep; 

So you ſhall good Shepherds prove, 
And for ever hold the love 

Of our great God. Sweeteſt Slum bers 
And ſoft Silence fall in numbers 

On your Eye-lids : So farewel; 


Thus I end my Ev'nings knell. | L reunt. 


Enter Clorin the Shepherdeſs, ſorting of Herbs, and 

| telling the natures of them. 

Clo. Now let me Etch whar my beſt Art hath done, 

Helpt by the great Pow'r of the virtuous Moon 

In her full Light; O you Sons of Earth, 

You only Brood, unto whoſe happy Birth 

Virtue was giv'n, holding more of Nature 

Than Man her firſt Born and moſt pc-fect Creature, 

Let me adore you; you that only can 

Help or kill Nature, drawing out that ſpan 

Of Life and Breath ev'n to the end of time; 

You that theſe Hands did crop, long before prime 

Of Day ; give me your Names, and next your hidden 

This is the Clare bearing a yellow Flow'r, (Pow T- 

And this black Horehound; both are very good 

For Sheep or Shepherd, bitten by a Wood- 

Dog's venom'd Tooth; theſe Ramuns Branches ave, 

Which, ſtuck in Entries, or about the Bar | 

That holds the Door faſt, kill all Inchantments, Charms, 

Were they Medea's Verſes that do harms 

To Men or Cattle; theſe for Frenzy be 

A ſpeedy ard a ſov'reign Remedy, 

The bitter Wormwood, Sage, and Marigold, 

Such ſimpathy with Man's good they do hold; _ 
ba | 1-7 This 
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R be Faithful Shepberdeſi. 
This Tormentil, whoſe Virtue is to part 
All deadly killing Poyſon from the Heart; 
And here NMerelſur Rot, for Swellings beſt : 
Yellow Lecimacus, to give ſweet Reſt” 
To the faint Shepherd, killing where it comes 
All buſie Gnats, and every Fly that hums: 
For Leproſie, Darnell, and Sellondine, 
With Calamint, whoſe Virtues do refine 
The Blood of Man, making it free and fair 
As the firſt hour it breath*d, or the beſt Air. 
Here other two, but your rebellious uſe 
Is not for me, whoſe Goodneſs is abuſe ; 
Therefore foul Standergraſs, from me and mine 
I baniſh thee, with luſtful Turpentine, - 
You that intice the Veins and ſtir the heat 
To civil Mutiny, ſcalding the feat _ 
Our Reaſon moves in, and deluding it 
With Dreams and wanton Fancies, till the fit 
Of burning Luſt be quencht; by Appetite, 
Robbing the Soul of Bleſſedneſs and Light. 
And thou light Varvin too, thou mult go after, 
Provoking eaſie Souls to Mirth and Laughterz 
No more ſhall I dip thee in Water now, 
And ſprinkle every Poſt, and every Bough 
With thy well-pleafing Juice, to make the Grooms 
Swell with high Mirth, as with Joy all the Rooms. 
| due Thenot. . 
The. This is the Cabin where the beſt of all 
Her Sex that ever breath'd, or ever ſhall 
Give Heat or Happineſs to the Shepherd's ſide, - 


Doth only to her worthy ſelf abide. | 
Thou bleſſed Star, I thank thee for thy Light, 

Thou by whoſe Pow'r the darkneſs of fad Night 
Is baniſh'd from the Earth, in whoſe dull place 
Thy chaſter Beams play on the heavy Face | 
Of all the World, making the blue Sea (mile, 
To ſee how cunningly thou doſt beguile 
Thy Brother of his brightneſs, giving Day ” 
Again from Chaos, whiter than that way 


That 
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That leads to Fove's high Court, and chaſter far 
Than Chaſtity it ſelf, yon bleſſed Sta 
That nightly ſhines: Thou, all the Conſtancy 
That in all Women was, or cer ſhall be, 1 
From whoſe fair Eye- balls flies that holy Fire, > 
That Poets ſtile the Mother of deſire, 
Infuſing into every gentle Breaſt 
A Soul of greater Price, and far more bleſt 
Then that quick pow'r, which gives a difference, 
*Iwixt Man and Creatures of a lower Senſe. 
Clo. Shepherd, how cam'ſt thou hither to this place? 
No way is trodden, all the verdant Graſs 
The Spring ſhot up, ſtands yet unbruiſed here 
Of any Foot, only the dapled Deer "IR 
Far from the feared ſound of crooked Horn 
Dwells in this Faſtneſs. The. Chaſter than the Morn, 
I have not wandred, or by ſtrong Illuſion 
Into this yirtuous Place have SY intruſion : 
Bur hither am I come, believe me fair, 
To ſeek you out, of whoſe great good the Air 
Is full, and ſtrongly labours, while the ſound a 
Breaks againſt Heav'n, and drives into a ſtound . 
Th' amazed Shepherd, that ſuch Virtue can 
Be reſident in leſſer than a Man. 3 
Clo. If any Art I have, or hidden Skill 
May cure thee of Diſeaſe or feſtred Ill, 
W hole grief or greenneſs to another's eye 
May ſeem unpoſſible of Remedy 
I dare yet undertake it. The. Tis no pain 
I ſuffer through Diſeaſe, no beating Vein 
Conveys infettion dangerous to the Heart, 
No Part impoſthum'd to be cur'd by Art, 
This Body holds; and yet a feller Grief 
Than ever skilful hand did give relief, 
Dwells on my Soul, and may be heald by you, 
Fair beauteous Virgin. a 
Cl». Then Shepherd, let me ſue 8 
To know thy Grief; that Man yet never knew 
The way to Health, that durſt not ſhew his Sore. 
- The. Then faireſt, know, I love you. 
Co, Swain, no more, Y 4 Thou 


— 
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| Thou haſt abus'd theiftriftneſs of this place, 

And offer'd facrilegious foul Diſgrace D 
To the ſweet felt of theſe interred Bones; 
For fear of whole aſcending; fly at once, 

Thou and thy idle Paſſions, that the fight 
Of Death and ſpeedy Vengeance may not fright 
Thy very Soul with horror. The. Let me not 

(Thou all Perfection) merit ſuch a blot 


For my true zealous Faith. Go. Dar'ſt thou abide. 


y ” 


To ſec this holy Earth at once divide 
And give her Body up? For ſure it will, 

If thou purſu'ſt with wanton Flames to fill 

This hallow'd place; therefore repent and go, 

W hilſt 1 with Pr.iſe appeaſe his Ghoſt below, 

That elſe would tell thee what it were to be 

A Rival in that virtuous Love that gBe 
Embraces yet: The. *Tis not the white or red 
Inhabits in your Cheek that thus can wed 

My Mind to Adoration; nor your Eye, F 
Though it be full and fair, your Forehead high, 
And ſmooth as Pelop's Shoulder; not the Smile 

Lies watching in thoſe dimples to beguile 

The eaſie Soul, your Hands and Fingers long 
With Veins inamel'd richly, nor your Tongue, 
Though it ſpoke ſweeter than Arion's Harp, 
Your Hair wove into many a curious warp, 

Able in endleſs error to infold Ei: 
The wandring Soul, nor the true perfe&t Mould 
Of all your Body, which as pure doth ſhow _ 

In Maiden whiteneſs as the Alpſien Snow. 

All theſe, were but your Conſtancy away, 

Wou'd pleaſe me leſs, than a black ſtormy day 

The wretched Seaman toiling through the Deep. 
But while this honour'd ſtriEneſs you dare keep, 
Though all the Plagues that are begotten were 

In the great Womb of Air, were ſettled here, 

In oppoſition, I wou'd, like the Tree, | 

Shake off thoſe drops of weakneſs, and be free | 
Even in the Arm of Danger. Clo, Wouldſt thou have 
Me raiſe again, fond Man, from filent Grave. 


V 


n 
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Thoſe ſparks that long ago were buried here; 
With my dead Friend's cold Afnes? The. Deareſt dear, 
I dare not ask it, not you muſt not grant; 3 
Stand ſtrongly to your Vow, and do not faint: 
Remember how he lov'd ye, and be ft 
The ſame Opinion ſpeaks ye; let not Will, 
And that great God of Women, Appetite, 
Set up your Blood again; do not invite 
Deſire and Fancy from their long Exile, 
Ta ſet them once more in a pleaſing Smile: 
Be like a Rock made firmly up gainſt all | 
The Pow'r of angry Heav'n, or the ſtrong fall 
Of Neprnne's Battery; if ye yield, I die 
To all Affection; tis that Loyalty 
Ye tie unto this Grave I ſo adniire yz | 
And yet there's ſomething elſe I wou'd deſire, 
If you wou'd hear me, but withal deny, 
O Pan, what an uncertain Deſtiny 
Hangs over all my hopes! I will retire, 
For it I longer ſtay, this double fire 
Will lick my Life up. h. Do, let time wear out 
What Art and Nature cannot bring abour. 

The. Farewel thou Soul of Virtue, and be bleſt 
For ever, while that here I wretched reſt. 
Thus to my ſelf; yet grant me leave to dwell 
In kenning of this Arbour; yon ſame Dell 
O'crtopt with mourning Cypreſs and fad Ewe 
Shall be my Cabin, where Tl early rue, 

Before the Sun bath kiſs'd this Dew away, 

The hard uncertain Chance which Fate doth lay 

Upon this Head. Co. The Gods give quick releaſe 
And happy cure unto thy hard Diſeaſe. [Exeunt. 
N Enter Sullen Shetherd. e e e 

Sull. I do not love this Wench that I ſhou'd meet, 
For ne'er did my unconſtant Eye yet greet 
That Beauty, were it ſweeter or more fair, 
Than the new Bloſſoms, when the Morning Air 
Blows gently on them, or the breaking Light, 
When many Maiden Bluſhes to our ſight 
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Shoot from his early Face: Were all theſe ſet 
In ſome neat form before me, *twould not get 
The leaſt Love from me; ſome deſire it might, 
Or preſent burning: All to me in fight 
Are equal, be they fair, or black, or brown, 
Virgin, or careleſs Wanton, I can crown 
My Appetite with any; ſwear as oft, 
And weep, as any, melt my words as ſoft . 
Into a Maiden's Ears, and tell how long 
My Heart has been her Servant, and how ſtrong 
My Paſſions are: Call her unkind and crue], 
Offer her all I have to gain the Jewel | 
M aidens fo highly prize: Then loath, and fly: 
This do I hold a bleſſed Deſtiny. F* 
Enter Amarillis. (thee, 
Amar. Hail Shepherd, Pan bleſs both thy Flock and 
For K HE of thy word to me. lip, 
Sull. Welcome, fair Shepherdeſs, thy loving Swain 
Gives thee the ſelf ſame wiſhes back again, 
Who 'till this preſent hour ne'er knew that Eye, 
Cou'd make me croſs mine Arms, or daily dye 
With freſh conſumings: Boldly tell me then, © 
How ſhall we part their faithful Loves, and when? 
Shall I bely him to her, ſhall I ſwear ; 
His Faith is falſe, and he loves ev'ry where? 
I'll fay he mock'd her th' other Day to you, 
Which will by your confirming ſhew as true, 
For he is off fo pure an honeſty, 
To think, becauſe he will not, none will lye: 
Or elfe to him VII ſlander Amoret, 5 
And ſay, ſhe but ſeems Chaſt; Pll ſwear ſhe met 
Me 'mongſt the ſhady Sycamores laſt Night, 
And looſely offer d up her flame and ſpright 
Into my Boſom, made a wanton Bed 
Of Leaves and many Flow'rs, where ſhe ſpread 
Her willing Body to be preſs'd by me; | 
There have I carv'd her Name on many a Tree, 
Together with mine own; to make this ſhow - 
More full of ſeeming, Hobinell you know, 
Son to the aged Shepherd of the Glen, 
Him I have ſorted out of many Men, To 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 811 
To ſay he found us at our private ſport, 
And rouz'd us fore our time by his reſort: 
This to confirm, Pye promis'd to the Boy 
Many a pretty knack, and many a Toy, 


As Ginns to catch him Birds, with Bow and Bolt, 
To ſhoot at nimble Squirrels in the Holt; 
A pair of painted Buskins, and a Lamb, 
Soft as his own Locks, or the Down of Swan; 
This I have done to win ye, which doth give 
Me double Pleaſure. Diſcord makes me live. (prevail 
Amar. Lov'd Swain, I thank ye, theſe Tricks might 
With other ruſtick Shepherds, but will fail 
Ev'n once to ſtir, much more to overthrow 
His fixed Love from Judgment, who doth know 
Your Nature, my End, and his Choſen's Merit; 
Therefore ſome ſtronger way muſt force his Spirit, 
Which I have found: Give ſecond, and my Love 
Is everlaſting thine. Sl. Try me and prove. - 
Amar. Theſe happy pair of Lovers meet ſtraight way, 
Soon as they fold their Flocks up with the Day, 
In the thick Grove bordering upon yon Hill, 
In whoſe hard fide Nature hath carv'd a Well, 
And, but that matchleſs Spring which Poets know, 
Was ne'er the like to this: By it doth grow 
About the ſides, all Herbs which Witches uſe, 
All Simples good for Medicines or Abuſe, 
All ſweets that crown the happy Nuptial Day, 
With all their Colours, there the Month of May 
Is ever dwelling, all is young and green, 
There's not a Graſs on which was ever ſeen 
The falling Autumn, or cold Winter's Hand; 
So full of Heat and Virtue is the Land 
About this Fountain, which doth ſlowly break 
Below yon Mountain's foot, into a Creek FS. 
That waters all the Valley, giving Fiſh 
Of many ſorts, to fill the Shepherd's Diſh. 
This holy Well, my Grandame that is dead, 
Right wiſe in Charms, hath often to me ſaid, 
Hath pow'r to change the Form of any Creature, 
Being thrice dipt oer the Head, into what Feature, 


Or 


812 The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 


Or Shape 'twou'd pleaſe the Letter down to crave, 
Who muſt pronounce this Charm too, which ſhe gave 
Me on her Death- bed; told me what, and how, 
1 ſhou'd apply unto the Patient's Brow, | 
That wou'd be chang'd, caſting them thrice aſleep, 
Before I truſted them into this deep. 
All this ſhe ſhew'd me, and did charge me prove 
This ſecret of her Art, if croſt in Love. | 
VII rhis attempt; now Shepherd, I have here 
All her Preſcriptions, and I will not fear 
To be my ſelf dipt: Come, my Temples bind 
With theſe fad Herbs, and when I ſleep you find, 
As you do ſpeak your Chirm, thrice down me let, 
And bid the Water raiſe me Amoretz, | 
W hich being done, leave me to my affair 
And &er the Day ſhall quite it ſelf outwear, 
In will return unto my Shepherd's Arm, 
Dip me again, and then repeat this Charm, 
And pluck me up my ſelf, whom freely take, 
And the hot'ſt Fire of thine Affection lake. 
Sull. And if I fit thee not, then fit not me. 
I long the truth of this Well's Pow'r to fee. Excunt. 
Euter Dapbnis. 
Daph. Here will I ſtay, for this the Covert is 
Where I appointed Cloe; do not miſs, « . 
Thou bright-cy'd Virgin, come, O come my fair, 
Be not abus'd with Fear, nor'let cold Care 
Of honour ſtay thee from the Shepherd's Arm, 
Who would as hard be won to offer harm 
To thy chaſt Thoughts, as whitneſs from the Day, 
Or yon great Round to move another way. — 
My Language ſhall be honeſt, full of Truth, 
My Flames as ſmooth and ſpotleſs as my Youth : 
I will not entertain that wandring Thought, 
Whoſe eaſie current may at length be brought 
To a looſe vaſtneſs. Alexis within. Cloe! 
Daph. Tis her Voice, . 
And I muſt anſwer, Cloe Oh the choice 
Of dear Embraces, chaſt and holy Strains 
Our Hayds ſhall give! 1 charge you all my Veins 
: — Through 


be Faithful Shepherdeſs. $13 


Through which the Blood and Spirit take their way, 
Lock up your diſobedient Heats, and ſtay 
Thoſe mutinous Deſires that elſe would grow 

To ſtrong Rebellion: Do not wilder ſhow 
Than bluſhing Modeſty may entertain: 

Alexis within. Cle! | 
Daph. There ſounds that bleſſed Name again, 
And I will meet it: Let me not miſtake, ' 
Enter Alexis, 

This is ſome Shepherd! ſure Iam awake; 

What may this riddle mean? I will retire, 

To give my ſelf more Knowledge. Alex. Oh my Fire, 

How thou conſum'ſt me? Cloe, anſwer me, 
Alexis, ſtrong Alexis, high and free, 

Calls upon Coe. See mine Arms are full 
Of Entertainment, ready for to pull 

That golden Fruit which too too long hath hung 
Tempting the greedy Eye: Thou ſtay'ſt too long, 

I am impatient of theſe mad Delays; 

I muſt not leave unſought theſe many ways 
That lead into this Center, till I find 
Quench for my burning Luſt. I come, unkind. Exit Alex. 
Dapb. Can my Imagination work me ſo much ill, 
That I may credit this for truth, and {till 
Believe mine Eyes? or ſhall I firmly hold 
Her yet untainted, and theſe Sights bur bold 
Illuſion? Sure ſuch Fancies oft have been 
Sent to abuſe true Love, and yet are ſeen, 
Daring to blind the virtuous Thought with errour. 
But be they far from me with their fond terrour : 
I am reſolv'd my Cloe yet is true. Cloe within. 
Cloe, hark, Cloe: Sure this Voice is new, 

Whoſe ſhrilneſs like the ſounding of a Bell, 

Tells me it is a Woman: Cube, tell Ye 
Thy bleſſed Name again. Cloe within. Here. 
Oh hat a grief is this to be ſo ne er, 
And not incounter?* | 

| | Enter Cloe. 
Cloe. Shepherd, we are met, | 
Draw cloſe into the Covert, left the Wet 
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Which falls like lazy Miſts upon the Ground . 
Soke through your ſtartups. Daph. Faireſt, are you found? 
How have we wandred, that the better part 3 
Of this good Night is peritht? oh my Heart! 
How have I long'd to meet ye, how to kiſs - 
Thoſe lilly Hands, how to receive the bliſs 
That charming Tongue gives to the happy Ear 
Of him that drinks your Language ! bur I fear 
I am too much unmanner'd, far too rude, 
And almoſt grown laſcivious, to intrude. 
Theſe hot behaviours z where regard of Fame, 
Honour and Modeſty, a virtuous Name, 
And ſuch Diſcourſe as one fair Siſter may 
Without offence unto the Brother ſay, 
Shou'd rather have been tendred: But believe, 
Here dwells a better Temper z do not grieve 
Then, ever kindeſt, that my firſt Salute 
Seaſons ſo much of Fancy, I am mute 
Henceforth to all diſcourſes, but ſhall be 
Suting to your ſweet Thoughts and Modeſty, 
Indeed I will not ask a Kiſs of you, 
No not to wring your Fingers, nor to ſue 
To thoſe bleſt pair of fixed Stars for Smiles, 
All a young Lover's cunning, all his wiles, 
And pretty wanton dyings, ſhall to me 
Be Strangers ; only to your Chaſtity 
I am devoted ever. Cloe. Honeſt Swain, 
: Firſt let me thank you, then return again 
As much of my Love: No thou art too cold, 
Unhappy Boy, not tempred to my mold. 
Thy Blood falls heavy downward, tis not fear 
To offend in boldneſs wins; they never wear 
Deſerv'd favours that deny to take, \ 
When they are offer'd freely: Do I wake 
To ſee a Man of his Youth, Years and Feature, 
And ſuch a one as we call goodly Creature, 
Thus backward? What a World of precious Art 
Were meerly loſt, to make him do his part? 
But I will ſhake him off, that dares not hold; 
1.ct Men that hope to be beloy'd be bold. 


Daphyic, 
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Daphnis, I do defire, ſince we are met 
So happily, our Lives and Fortunes ſet 
Upon one ſtake, to give aſſurance now, 
By interchange of Hands and holy Vow, 
Never to break again: Walk thou that way, 
Whilſt J in zealous Meditation ſtray 
A little this way; when we both have ended 
Theſe rights and duties, by the W oods befriended, 
And ſecreſie of Night, retire and find 
An aged Oak, whoſe hollowneſs may bind 
Us both within his Body, thither go, 
It ſtands within yon Bottom. E 
Daph. Be it ſo. Exit Daphne. 
uo. And I will meet there never more with thee, 
Thou Idle Shamfac'dneſs. Alex. within. Cloe] Cloe. Tis he 
That dare, I hope, be bolder. Alex. Cloe! Cloe. Now, 
Great Pan for Syrinxſakebid{peed our Plow, | Exit Cloe. 
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ACT III. SCENE 1. 


| Enter Sullen Shepherd, with Amarillis in a Sleep. 


Sull. LROM thy Forehead thus I rake 
TheſeHerbs,and charge thee not awake 
Till in yonder holy Well, 
Thrice with pow'rful Magick Spell, 
Fill'd with many a baleful word, 
Thou haſt been dipt; thus with my Cord 
Of blaſted Hemp, by Moon-light twin'd, 
I do thy ſleepy Body bind, 
I turn thy Head into the Eaſt, 
And thy Feet into the Welt, 
Thy left Arm to the South put forth, 
And thy right unto the North: 
I take thy Body from the Ground, 
In this deep and deadly Swound, 
And into this holy Spring 
I let thee ſlide down by my String. 
Take this Maid thou holy Pit, 
To thy bottom, nearer yet, 
In thy Water pure and ſweet, 


By thy leave I dip her Feet; 1 Thus 
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But ſtay you here, and if his on true Love - 
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Thus I let her lower yet, 1 
"That her Ankles may be wet; 

Yet down lower, let her Knee 
In thy Waters waſhed be; 
There ſtop : Fly away 


Every thing that loves the - 


Truth that hath but one Face, 
Thus I charm thee from this Place. 
Snakes that caſt your Coats for news 
Camelions that alter hue, 
Hares that yearly Sexes change, 
Proteus altring oft and ſtrange, 
Hecate with Shapes three, 
Let this Mayden changed be, 
With this holy Water wet, 
To the Shape of Amoret: 
Cynthia work thou with my Charm, ; 
Thus I draw thee free from harm 
Up out of this bleſſed Lake, E Te or 
Rite both like her and awake. De awakes. 
Amar. Speak Shepherd, am I Amoret to * K 
Or haſt thou miſt in any Magick Rite; E 
For want of which any Defect in me, 
May make our practices diſcover'd be? 
Sull. By yonder Moon, but that 1 here do Dan... 
W hoſe Breath hath thus transform'd thee, and hot 
Let thee down dry, and pluckt thee upthus wet, Gand 
I ſhou'd my ſelf take thee for Aworer; 
Thou art in Cloaths, in Feature, Voice and Hue 


So like, that Senſe cannot dil inguiſn You. 


Amar. Then this Deceit, hich cannot croſſed be, 
At once ſhail loſe her him, and gain thee me. 11. 
Hither ſhe needs muſt come by Promiſe e 
And ſure his Nature never was ſo bad, 

To bid a Virgin meet him in the Wood, 
When Night and Fear are up, hut 1 
*T was his part to come tiff: Being come, Ell s 
My conſtant Love made me come hit and K 4 
Then will I lead him further co the Grove 


bel 
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Shall ſeek him here, ſet her in ſome wrong Path, 
W hich ſay her Lover lately trodden hath 
PI not be far from hence, if need there be, 
Here 18 another Charm, whoſe Pow r will free 
The dazl'd Senſe, read by the Moon's beams clear, 
And in my own true Shape make me appear. 
Enter Perigot. 
Sull. Stand cloſe, here's Perigot, whoſe conſtant Heart 
- Longs to behold her in whoſe Shape thou art. 
Per. This is the place, fair Ainoret, the hour 
Is yet ſcarce come. Here every Sylvan Pow'r 
Delights to be about yon ſacred Well, 
Which they have bleſt with many a pow'rful Spell; 
For never Travelicr in dead of Night, 
Nor ſtrayed Beaſts have faln in, but when fight 
Hath fail'd them, then their right way they have found 
By help of them, ſo holy is the Ground : 
Pur I] will farther ſeek, leſt Amorer 
Should be firſt come, and ſo ſtray long unmet. 
My Amoret, Amoret. | 
Amar, Perigot. Per. My Love. | 
Amar. I come, my Love. Exit. 
Sell. Now ſhe hath got 
Her own Deſires, and I ſhall Gainer be 
Of my long lookt for hopes as well as ſhe. _ 
How bright the Moon ſhines here, as if ſhe ſtrove 
To'fhow her Glory in this little Grove, 
. Enter Amoret. 
To ſome new lov'd Shepherd. Yonder is 
Another Amoret. Where differs this 
From that? but that ſhe Perigoz hath met, 
I ſhould have ta'en this for the counterfeit: TH 
Herbs, Woods, and Springs, the pow'r that in you lies, 
If mortal Men cou'd know your properties! 
Amo, Merhinks it is not Night, I have no fear, 
Walking this Wood, of Lion, or the Bear, 
Whoſe Names at other times have made me quake, 
When any Shepherdeſs in her Tale ſpake 
Of ſome of them, that underneath a Wood 
Have torn true Lovers that together ſtood, 


Exit. 
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Now Luft is up, alike all Women be. 
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Methinks there are no Goblins, and Mens talk, 


That in theſe Woods the nimble Fairies walk, 


Are Fables; ſuch a ſtrong Heart I have got, 

Becaule I come to meet with Perigot. 

My Perigot, who's that, my Perignt? 
Hull. Fair Maid. Amo. Ay me, thou art not Perigor. 
dull. But I can tell ye news of Perigor : 


An hour together under yonder Tree 


He fate with wreathed Arms and call'd on thee, 

And ſaid, Why Amoret ſtay'ſt thou ſo long? 

Then ſtarting up, down yonder Path he Tong, 

Leſt thou hadſt miſt thy way: Were it Day-light, 

He cou'd not yet have born him out of fight. 
Amo. Thanks gentle Shepherd, and beſhrew my ſtay, 

That made me fcarful I had loſt my way: _ 


As faſt as my weak Legs (that cannot be 


Weary with ſeeking him) will carry me, 

Pl ſeek him out; and for thy Courteſie 

Pray Pan thy Love may ever follow thee. Exit. 
Sull. How bright ſhe was, how lovely did ſhe ſhow ! 

Was it not pity to deceive her ſa? _ 

She pluckt her Garments up, and tript away, 

And with a Virgin-innocence did pray 

For me that perjur'd her. Whilit ſhe was here, 

Methought the Beams. of Light that did appear 

Were ſhot from her; methought the Moon gave none, 

But what it had from her : She was alone 

With me, if then her Preſence did fo move, 

Why did not I aſſay to win her Love? 

She wou'd not ſure have yielded unto me; 

Women love only Opportunity VO 

And not the Man; or if ſhe had deny*d, 

Alone, I might have forc'd her to have rry'd 

Who had been ſtronger : O vain Fool, to let 

Such bleſt Occaſion paſs; III follow yet, 

My Blood is up, I cannot now forbcar. 

1 Euter Alcxis, and Cloe. 

T come ſweet Amoret. Soft who is here?? 

A pair of Lovers? He ſhall yield her me: 


Now 
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Alex. Where ſhall we reſt? but for the Love of me, 


Cloe, 1 know, c' er this wou'd weary be. 
Clos. Alexis, let us reſt here, if the Place 
Be private, and out of the common Trace 
Of ev'ry Shepherd: For I underſtood _ 
This Night a number are about the Wood: ; 
Then let us chuſe ſome Place, where out of fight 
Wie freely may enjoy our {toln Delight. | | 
Alex. Thenboldly here, where we ſhall ne'er be found, 
No Shepherd's way lies here, tis hallow'd Ground; 
No Maid ſeeks here her ſtrayed Cow, or Sheep, 
Fairies and Fawns, and Satyrs do it keep: _ 
Then careleſly reſt here, and clip and kiſs, 
And let no fear make us our Pleaſures mils: 

oe. Then lye by me, the ſooner we begin, 
The longer e'er the Day deſcry our Sin. 
Sull. Forbear to touch my Love, or by yon Flame, 
The greateſt Pow'r that Shepherds dare to name, 
Here where thou ſit'ſt under this holy Tree 
Her to diſhonour, thou ſhalt buried be. 

Alex. If Pan himſelf ſhould come out of the Lawns, 
With all his Troops of Satyrs and of Fawns, ? 
And bid me leave, I ſwear by her two Eyes, 

A greater Oath than thine, I would not riſe. 

Sull. Then from the cold Earth never thou ſhalt move, 
Bur loſe at one ſtroke both thy Life and Love. 

Coe. Hold, gentle Shepherd. Sull. Faireſt Shepherdeſs, 
Come you with me, I do not love ye leſs 
Than that fond Man, that would have kept you there 
From me of more Neſert. Alex. O yet forbear 
To take her from me; give me leave to die 
By her. IF | 

The Satyr enters, be runs one way and ſhe another. 

Sat. Now whilſt the Moon doth rule the Sky, 

And the Stars, whoſe feeble Light 
Give a pale Shadow to the Night, 
Are up, great Pan commanded me 5 
To walk this Grove about, whilit he 
In a corner of the Wood, : 
Where never mortal Foot hath ſtood, _ - 
” ff ! . -  "Heepd 
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820 The Taithſul Shepherd. ſs. 
Keeps Dancing, Muſick, and a Feaſt 

To entertain a lovely Guelt: 

V here he gives her many a Roſe, 

: weeter than the Breath that levee 8 

1 he Leaves; Grapes, Berries of the beſt, 
never ſaw ſo great a Fealt. 

Put to my charge: Here muſt I ſtay, 

Jo ſee what Mortals loſe their way, 
And by a falſe Fire ſeeming bright, | 17 
Train them in and leave them right : | a 
hen mult 1 watch it any be f 
Forcing of a Chaſtity 

It find it, then in haſte 

Give my wreathed Horn a blaſt, 

And the Fairies all wil! run, 

Willy dancing by the Moon, 

And will pinch bim to the Bone, 

Till his luſtful Thoughts be gone. 

Alex. O death! Sat. Back again about this Ground, 
Sure | hear a mortal Sound 
I bind thee by this pow ful Spell, 

By the Waters of this Well, 
1 ly the glimm” ing Moon Beams bright, 
Speak again, thou mortal Wight. . 

Alex. Oh! Sat. Here the fooliſh Mortal lies, 

' leeping on the Ground: Ariſe. 

Ihe poor Wight is almoſt dead, 

On the Ground his Wounds have bled, 

Ard his Cloaths foul'd with his Blood: 

o my Goddeſs in the Wood 

Will I lead him, whoſe Hands pure | | 

Will help this mortal Wight to cure. | i Line 
« Enter Cloe again. 

Jae. 88985 1 beheld yon maggy Man, my Breaſt. 
Doth pant, each Puſh, methinks, thoul4 hide a Rea: 
Yet my deſire keeps di above my fear, 4 | 
ou d fain meet ſome Shepherd, knew I where: 
Far from one cauſe of fear I am moſt'ſrcce, N 
bez: an, ne io ran * of opt e ago fin , * 
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I am fo willing. Here upon this Ground 

T left my Love all bloody with his Wound 

Yet till that fearful Shape made me be gone, 

Though he were hurt, I furniſh'd was of one, 

But now both loſt : Alexis, ſpeak or move, 

If thou haſt any Liſe, thou 'rt yet my Love. 

He's dead, or e'ſe is with his little might 

Crept from the Pank for fear ot that ill Spright. | 

Then where art thou that ftrucft my Love? O ſtay, 

Bring me thy ſelf in change, and then I'll ſay 

Thou haſt ſome Juſtice. I will make thee trim 

With Flow'rs and Garlands that were meant for him; 

PI clip thee round with both mine Arms, as faſt 

As I did mean he ſhould have been imbrac'd. 

But thou art fled. What Hope is left for me? 

I'll run to Dathnis in the hojlow Tree, 

Who I did mean to mock, though Hope be ſmal', 

To make him bold; rather than none at all, 

PI try him; bis Heart, and my Behaviour too 

Perhaps may teach him what he ought to do. [ Exit. 
Enter Sullen Shepherd. 

FS. This was the Plice, 'twas but my feeble fight, 

Mixt with the horror of my Deed, and Night, 

Thar ſhap'd theſe Fears, and made me run away, 

And loſe my beauteous hardy gotten Prey, 

Speak, gentle Shepherdels, I am alone, 

And tender Love for Love: But ſhe is gone 

From me. that having ſtruck. her Lover dead, 

For ſilly Fear left her alone, and fled. 

And fc, the wounded Body is remov'd 

By her of whom it was fo well belov'd, 

Enter Perigot, and Amarillis in the Shape of Amoret, 
Fur theſe Fancizs muſt be quite forgot, 

I muſt lye choſe. - Here comes young Perigot 
With ſubtle Amarillis in the Shape 
Of Amoret. Fray Love he may not ſcape. 

Amar. Beloved Perizot, ſhe me ſome place, 
Where L may reſt my Limbs, weak with the chace 
Of thee, an hour before thou cam'ſt at leaſt. | 
Per. Beſhrew my tar. ly Steps: Here ſhalt thou reſt 

4 | —_ 3 Upon 
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Upon this holy Bank, no deadly Snake 
U pon this Turf her ſelf in folds doth make. 
Here is no Poiſon for the Toad to feed: 
Here boldly ſpread thy Hands, no venom'd weed 
Dares bliſter them, no ſlimy Snail dare creep 
Over thy Face when thou art faſt aſleep; 1 
Here never durſt the babling Cuckow ſpit, . | 
No ſlough of falling Star did ever hit 
Upon this Bank; let this thy Cabin be, 
This other ſet with Violets for me. 
Amar. Thou doſt not love me, Perigot. Per. Fair Maid, 
You only love to hear it often ſaid; 
- You do not doubt. Amar. Believe me but J do. 
Per. What, ſhall we now begin again to woo? 
*T'ts the beſt way to make your Lover laſt, 
To play with him, when you have caught him faſt. 
Amar. By Pan I (wear, I loved Perigor, 
And by yon Moon, I think thou lov'ſt me not. 
Per. By Pan | ſwear, and if I falſly ſwear, 
Let him not guard my Flocks, let Foxes tear 
My earlieſt Lambs, and Wolves whilſt I do ſleep 
Fall on the reſt, a Rot among my Sheep. 
I love thee better than the careful Ewe - 
The new-yean'd Lamb that is of her own hue ; 
I dote upon thee more than the young Lamb 
Doth on the Bagg that feeds him from his Dam. 
Were there a ſort of Wolves got in my fold, 
And one ran after thee, both young and old 
Should be devour'd, and it ſhould be my ſtrife 
To fave thee, whom I love above my Lite. 
Amar. How ſhall I truſt thee, when J ſee thee chuſe 
Another Bed, and doſt my Side refuſe?  (ſhewn_ 
Per. Twas only that the chaſte 'Thoughts might be 
"T'wixt thee and me, although we were alone. 
Amar. Come, Perigot will ſhew his pow'r, that he 
Can make his Amoret, though ſhe weary be, 
Riſe nimbly from her Couch, and come to his. 
Here take thy Amorer, .imbrace and kiſs. _ (ſhou'd 
Per. What means my Love? Amar. To do as Lovers 
That are to be injoy'd, not to be woo'd. 
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There's ne'er a Shepherdeſs in all the Plain 
Can kiſs thee with more Art, there's none can fain 
More wanton tricks. Per. Forbear, dear Soul, to try, 
Whether my Heart be pure; I'll rather die 

Than nouriſh one Thought to diſhonour thee. 
Amar. Still think'ſt thou ſuch a thing as Chaſtity | 
Is amongſt Women? Perigot, there's none, - 
That with her Love is in a Wood alone, | 
And wou'd come home a Maid; be not abus'd 
With thy fond firſt Belief, let time be us'd: 

Why doſt thou rife? Per. My true Heart thou haſt ſlain. 
Amar. Faith Perigot, I'll pluck thee down again. 
Per. Let go, thou Serpent, that into my Breaſt 

Haſt with thy cunning div'd ; art not in jeſt? 
Amar. Sweet Love, lie down. Per. Since this I live to ſec, 
Some bitter North Wind blaſt my Flocks and me. 
Amar, You {wore you lov'd, yet will notdo my will. 
Per. O be as thou wert once, PII love thee ſtill. 
Amar. I am as {till I was, and all my kind, 
Though other ſhows we have poor Men to blind. 
Per. Then here I end all Love, and left my vain 
Belicf ſhould ever draw me in again, 
Before thy Face that hath my Youth miſ-led, 
I end my Life, my Blood be on thy Head. | 
Amar. O hold thy Hands, thy Amoret doth cry. 
Per. Thou counſel] it well, firſt Amore? ſhall dye, 
That is the Cauſe of my eternal Smart. ¶ He runs after her, 
Amar. O hold. 
Per. This Steel ſhall pierce thy luſtful Heart. 
The Sullen Shepherd ſteps out and uncharms her. 
S§ull. Up and down every where, 
I ſtrew the Herbs to purge the Air: 
Let your Odovr drive hence . 
All Miſts that dazle Senſe. 
Herbs and Springs whoſe hidden migh 
Alters Shapes, and mocks the Sight, 
Thus I charge ye to undo 
All before I brought ye to: 
Let her flye, let her ſcape, 
. Give again her own Shape. | 
a aut "2" Cab Enter 
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Enter Amatillis in ber own Sade: 
Amar. Forbear, thouꝭgentle Swain, thou doft wille, 
She whom thou follow Aſt fled into the Brake, 
And as I croſt thy way] mit thy Wrath, 
The only fear of which ne'er flain me hath. 
Fer. Pardon, fair Shepherdeſe, my Rage md Ni zt 
Were both upon me, and beguil'd my Sight; 
Hut far be it from me to ſpill the Blood 
Ot harmleſs Maids that wander inthe Wood. [Exit Ara. 
Enter Amoret. 
Am. Many a weary ſtep in yonder Path, 
P or hopeleſs Ainoret twice trodden hath 
To ſeek her Perigot, yet cannot hear 
His Voice; my Perigot, the loves thee dear 
That calls. Per. Sge yonder where ſhe is, how fair 
She ſhows, and yet her Breath infeck the Air. 


Amo. My Perigot. Per. Here. Amo. Happy. A5 
Per. Hapleſs firſt: 

It lights on thee, the next Blow 1s the worſt, [Sirikes ber. 
Amo. Stay Perigot, my Love, thou art. unjuſt. 

Per. Death'is the beftrewar.! that's due toLuſt [Ex3rPer. 
$1]. Now hal their Love be croſt, for being ſtruck, 

P11 throw her in the Fount, leſt being tack. 

Ey ſome Night- traveller, whoſe honeſt Care 

May help to cure her. Shepherd aſs prepare 

Your felt to die. Amo. No Mercy I do crave, 

Thou canſt not give a worſe Blow than I haze; 

Tell him that gave me this, who los'd him too, 

He ſtruck my Soul, and not my Bo iy through. 

Tell him, when I am dend, my Soul ſhall be 

Ar peace, if he bur think he i injur'd me. 
Sull. In this E ount:be thy Grave; thou wert not meant 

Sure for a ene thou art 0 Innocent. 

| Flings her into FY Well. | 

She cannot ſcape, for underneath the Ground, | 

in a long hollow the, clear Spring is bound, 

Till on yon Side where the Morn's Sun doch look, 

The ftru2ling Water breaks out in a Brook. Exit. 
The God of the River riſeth with Amoret in 515 Aaus. 
Gol. What pow'rful Charms my Streams do bring 

Back again unto their Spring, OE ith 
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I muſt have this blecding ſtaid 
From my Banks I pluck this Flow'r | 
With holy Hand, whoſe virtuous Pow'r 
Is at once to heal and draw. 
The Blood returns. I never {aw 
A fairer Mortal Now doth break 8 
Her deadly Slumber : Virgin, ſpeak. + | 
Amo. Who hathreſtor'd my Senſe, giv'n me new Preath, 
And brought me back out of the Arms of Death? 
God. 1 have heal'd thy Wounds. Amo. Ay me. 
God. Fear not him that ſuccour'd thee: 1 
I am this Fountain's God; below 
My Waters to a River grow, N 
And 't vixt two Banks with Oſiers ſet, ; 
That only proiper in the Wet, 
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With ſuch Force, that I their Gd, 100 
Three times ſtriking with my Rod, bs! 
Cou'd not keep them in their Ranks? 1 

My Fiſhes ſhoot into the Banks, th 

There's not one that ſtays and feeds, Wo 

All have hid them in the Weeds. 15 

Here's a Mortal almoſt dead, . 

Faln into my River-head, . . 

Hallow'd fo with many a Spell, {0g 

Thar till now none ever fell. 8 1 

"Tis a Female young and clear, 1 

Caſt in by ſome Raviſner. 1 

See upon her Breaſt a Wound, | b 1 

On which there is no Plaiſter bound. 1 

Yet ſhe's warm, her Pulſes beat, 18 

Tis a ſign of Life and Heat. WW 

If thou be'ſt a Vir zin pure, . 
I can give a preſent Cure: 8 

Take a Drop into thy Wound I 

From my watry Locks more round . 

Than Orient Pearl, and far more pure | 

Than unchalt Fleſh may erdure. 1 

See the pants, and from her Fleſh | 1 

The warm Blood guſheth out afreſh. 118 

\ .- She 1s an unpolluted Maid; + bh | 
Kh 


Through 
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Through the Meadows do they glide, . 

Wheeling ſtill on ev'ry Side, 
Sometimes winding round about, 

To find the even'ſt Channel out. 

And if thou wilt go with me, 

Leaving mortal Company, 

In the cool Streams ſhalt thou lye, 
Free from harm as well as I: 

J will give thee for thy Food, 

No Fiſh that uſeth in the Mud, 

But Trout and Pike that love to ſwim 
Where the Gravel from the Brim, 

Through the pure Streams may be ſeen : 

Orient Pearl fit for a Queen, 1 

Will I give thy Love to win, 

And a Shell to keep them in : 

Not a Fiſh in all my Brook 

That ſhall diſobey thy Look, 

But when thou wilt come ſliding by, 

And from thy white Hand take a Fly. 
And to make thee underſtand, 

How I can my Waves command, 

They ſhall bubble whilit I fing 

Sweeter than the Silver Spring. 


T!be 8 ON G. 
Do not fear to put tby Feet 


Naked in the River ſweet ; | 
Think not Leach, or Newt, or Toad, 


Mill bite thy Foot, when thou haſt rrod; 


M br let the Water riſing high, 
As thou wad'ſt in, make thee cry 
And ſob, but ever live with me, 


od wor @ Wave all wontle thee. 


Amo. Immo tal Power, that rub'ſt this holy Floody 5 


I know my ſelf unworthy to be woo'd 


By thee a God: For e'er this, but for thee 
x ſhou'd have ſhown my weak Mortality: 


5 * 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, by holy Oath betwixt us twain, 

1 am betroth'd unto a Shepherd Swain, 
Whoſe comely Face, I know the Gods above 
May make me leave to ſee, but not to love. 

God. May he prove to thee as true. 

Faireſt Virgin, now adieu, 

J muſt make my Waters fly, 

Lett they leave their Channels dry, 

And Beaits that come unto the Spring 

Miſs their Morning's Watering, 

Which I would not; for of late 

All the neighbour People fate 

On my Banks, and from the fold 

Two white Lambs of three Weeks old 

Offer'd to my Deity : 

For which this Year they ſhall be free 

From raging Floods, that as they pals 

Leave their Gravel in the Grals : 

Nor ſhall their Meads be o'erflown, 

When their Graſs is newly mown. 

Amo. For thy Kindneſs to me ſhown, + 

Never from thy Banks be blown 

Any Tree, with windy force, 

Croſs thy Streams, to Bop thy courſe: 

May no Beaſt that coms to drink, | 

With his Horns caſt down thy Brink; 

May none that for thy Fiſh do look, 

Cut thy Banks to damm thy Brook; 

Bare- foot may no Neighbour wade 

In thy cool Streams Wife nor Maid, 

When the Spawns on Stones do lye, 

To waſh their Hemp, and ſpoyl the Frye. 

God. Thanks Virgin, I muſt down again, 

Thy Wound will put thee to no Pain: 

Wonder not ſo ſoon "tis gone; | | 
A holy Hand was laid upon. | Exit. 
Amo. And J unhappy born to be, 1 
Muſt follow him that flies ſrom me. 


— r 
—— Pr — og A — — - 
> — — 9 — < 


— » e 
— =_ — 


A — — B — — 


rns * —— 88 — — 
r oy” hm — — 


* 


e 


— - — — 
* — — L = — 
* — — 7 2 * —— © ow: — * 8 2 — — mY — « 
— - — is ts — - * — 1 of 

* - — " WE —_ - — D — — . 

— A hay n - - a 2 N nepp Sor - — — 3 = — 
— rn 2 ; . * > * _ _ i Fs. '®. * 
— OO * Iz — — MJ. * . — A 

— Y 1 


* »w 
. 29 ee OI 
r SA EIA ts Je 
« ga Can os — 
*% — . _— * 2 


5 \ 
— T 
- 8 -p 
— — — — 
7 . = 
= — 
— . 
- - 
- — , 


xo 7 


$28 1 & e S ee. 


FSI. W. S C FEN E I. 


Pater Perigot. 


Per. HE is untrue, unconſtant, and unkind, 
She's gone, ſne's gone, blow high thou North-weſt 
And raile the Sea to Mountains, let the Trees (Wind, 
That dare oppoſe thy raging Fury, leeſe 
Their firm Foundation, creep into the Earth, 
And ſhake the World, as at the monſtrous birth 
Of ſome new Prodigy, whilſt I conſtant ſtand, 
Holding this truſty Boar-ſpear in my Hand, 
And falling thus upon it. 
Enter Am rrillis running. 

Amar. Stay thy dead-doing Hand, thou art too hot 
Againſt thy ſelf; believe me comely Swain, 
If that thou d\'ſt, not all the ſhow'rs of Rain 
The heavy Clou is ſend down can waſh away 
That fol unmanly Guilt, the World will lay 
Upon thee, Yet thy Love untainted ſtands: 
Believe me, the is conſtant, not the Sands 
Can be {5 hardly number'd as ſhe won: 

] do not trifle, Shepherd, by the Moon, 
And all thoſe leſſer Lights our Eyes do-vi.w, 
All that I told thee, Per got, is true: 

Then be a free Man, put away Deſpair, 

And Will to dye, ſmooth gently up that fair 
Pejected For--head: Be as when thoſe Eyes 
Took the firſt heat. Per. Alas he bt dies, 
That would believe, but cannot; tis not well 
Ye keep me thus from dying, here to dwell 
With many worſe Companions : But oh Death, 
] am not yet inamour'd of this Breath 
So much, but ] dare leave it, tis not pain 

In forcing i in a Wound, nor after gain 

Of many Days, can hold me from my Will: 
Tis not my ſelf, but Amuret, bids kill. 

Amar. Stay but a little, little, but one hour, 
And if I do not ſhow Th through the Pow'r 


Ot 
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Of Herbs and Words I have, as dark as Night, 
My {elf turn'd to thy Amore, in Sight, 
Her very Figure, and the Robe ſhe wears, 
With tawny Fuskins, and the Hook ſhe bears 
Of thine own Carving, where your Names are ſet, 
W rought underneath with many a curious fret, 
The Prim raſe Chaplet, Taudry-lace and Ring, 
Thou gav'ſt her for her ſinging, with each thing 
Elſe that ſhe wears about her, let me feel 
The firſt fell ſtroke of that Revenging Steel. 
Fer. I am contented, if there be a hope 
To give it Entertainment, for the ſcope 
Of one poor Hour; go, you ſhall find me next 
Under your ſh:dy Beech, ev'n thus perplext, 
And thus beheving. Amar. Bind, before I go, 
Thy Soul by Pan unto me, not to do 
Harm or outragious wrong upon thy Lite, 
Till my return. 
Per. By Pan, and by the ftrife 

He had with Phebus for the Maſtery, 
When Golden Mydas judg'd their Minſtraleye, 
I will not. [ Exeunt. 

Enter Satyre with Alexis burt- 
- Gat. Softly gliding as I go, 
With this burthen full of Woe, 
Through ſtill ſilence of the Night, 
Guided by the Glo-worm's Light, 
Hither am I come at laſt, 
Many a Thicket have! paſt, 
Not a Twig that durſt deny me, 
Not a Puſh that durſt deſcry me, 
To the little Bird that ſleeps 
On the tender Spray: Nor creeps 
That hardy Worm with pointed Tail, 
But if I be under Sail, 2 
Flying faſter than the Wind, 
Leaving all the Clouds behind, 
Rut doth bide her tender Head 
In ſome hollow Tree or Bed 
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Of ſecded Nettles: Not a Hare 
Can be ſtarted from his Fare * 
By my footing, nor a wiſh 
Is more ſudden, nor a Fiſh 
Can be found with greater eaſe, 
Cut the vaſt unbounded Seas, 
Leaving neither Print nor. Sound, 
Than l, when nimbly on the Ground, 
I meaſure many a League an Hour: 
But behold the happy Pow'r, 
That mult caſe me of my charge, 
And by holy Hand enlarge 
The Soul of this ſad Man, that yet 
Lies faſt bound in deadly fit; 
Heav'n and great Pan ſucker it! 
Hail thou Beauty of the Bower, 
W hiter than th& Paramour 
Of my Maſter, let me crave 
Thy Virtuous help to keep from Grave 
This poor Mortal that here hes, 
Waiting when the Deſtinies 
Will undo his Thread of Life: 
View the Wound by cruel Knife 
Trencht into him 9 ̃ 
Clor. What art thou call'ſt me from my holy Rights, 
And with thy feared name of Death affrights 
My tender Ears? Speak me thy Name and Will. 
Sat. I am the Saryre that did fill 
Your Lap with early Fruit, and will, 
When! hap to gather more, e 
Bring ye better and more ſtore: 
Yet I come not empty now, 
See a Bloſſome from the Bow, 
But beſnrew his Heart that pull'd it, 
And his perfect ſight that cull'd it | 
From the other ſpringing Blooms 
For a {weeter Youth the Grooms | 
Cannot ſhew me, nor the Downs, 
Nor the many Neighbouring Towns; 
Low in yonder Glade I found him, h 
Softly in mine Arms I bound him, 45 Hither 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 
Hither have I brought him ſleeping 
In a Trance, his Wounds treſh weeping, 
In remembrance ſuch Youth may 
Spring and periſh in a Day. MLS et 
Clor. Satyre, they wrong thee, that do term thee rude; 


Though thou beꝰſt outward rough and tawny hude: | 1 
Thy Manners are as gentle and as fair "nl 
As his, who brags himſelf, born only Heir | 88 
To all Humanity. Let me fee the Wound: Wl | 
This Herb will ſtay the Current, being bound 1 
Faſt to the Orifice, and this reſtrain i 
Ulcers, and Swellings, and ſuch inward Pain, 1 
As the cold Air hath forc'd into the Sore: | "= 


This to d raw out ſuch putrifying Gore 
As inward falls. 7 ; 
Sat. Heav'n grant it may be good. 
Clor. Fairly wipe away the Blood: 
Hold him gently, tillI fling | 
Water of a virtuous Spring 
On his Temples; turn him twice 
To the Moon Beams, pinch him thrice, 
That the labouring Soul may draw 
From his great Eclipſe. Sat. I ſaw | 
His Eye-lids moving. Cor. Give him Breath. | 
All the danger of cold Death | 1 
Now is vaniſht, with this Plaiſter, i | 
And this Unction, do I maſter | 
All the feſtred ill that may ; 
Give him Grief another Pay. 
Sar. See he gathers up his Spright nl 
And begins to hunt for Light; W 


— 


Do not hurt me, 1 am true 


Now he gapes and breaths again : "nt 
How the Blood runs to the Vein YÞ 
That erſt was empty! Alex. O my Heart, "i 
My deareſt, deareſt Cloe, O the ſmart — 
Runs through my Side: I feel ſome pointed thing F 8 
Paſs through my Bowels, ſharper than the Sting 1 
Of Scorpion. | 1 

Pan preſerve me, what are you? | 

i 

by 
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To my Cle, though ſhe fly, 
And leave me to this Deſtiny. 
There ſhe ſtands, and will not lend 
Her ſmooth white Hand to help her Friend: 
But I am much miſtaken, for that Face 
Bears more Auſterity and modeſt Grace, 
More reproving and more awe 
Than theſe Eyes yet ever ſaw 
In my Cloe Oh my Pain 
Eagerly renews again. = 
Give me your help for his ſake you love bell. 

Clor. Shepherd, thou canſt not poſſibly rake reſt, 

Till thou haſt laid aſide all Hearts Defires 
Provoking Thoug' ts that ſtir up luſty Fires, 
Commerce with wanton Eyes, from Blood, and Will 
To execute, theſe muſt be purg'd, until n 
The Vein grow whiter then repent, and pray 
Gr-at Pan to keep you from the like Decay, 
And I ſhall undertake your Cure with eaſe, 
Till when this virtuous Plaiſter will diſpleaſe 
Your tender Sides; give me your Hand, and riſe: 
Help him a little, Se, for his Thighs 
Yet are fecble. YE 

Alev. Sure I have lot much Blood. 

Sar. Tis no marter, 'twas not Good. 
Mortal, vou muſt I'ave your Wooing, 
Though there ben joy in doing, 

Vet it brings much G ief bhind it, 
They Felt feel it, that do find it. 

Cor. Come bring him in, I will attend his Sore. 
When you are wel, take heed you luſt no more. 

Set. Shepherd, ſee what comes of Kiſſing, 

By my Head 'twere better miſſing. 
Frighteſt, if there be rema ning 

Any ſervice, without feigning 

J will do it; were I fet | 

To catch the nimble Wind, or get 
Shadows gliding on the Green, 

Or to ſteal from the great Queen _- : 


of 
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Of Fairies, all her Beauty, 
I would do it, ſo much Duty 
Do I owe thoſe precious Eyes. 

Clor. I thank thee, honeſt Satyre; if the Cries 
Of any other, that be hurt or ill, | 
Draw thee unto them, prethee do thy Will 
To bring them hither. 

Sat. Iwill, and when the Weather 
Serves to angle in the Brook, 

I will bring a ſilver Hook, 
With a Line of fineſt Silk, 
And a Rod as white as Milk, 
To deceive the little Fiſh: 
So ] take my leave, and wiſh 
On this Bower may ever dwell 


Spring, and Summer. Clor. Fricnd, farewel. ¶ Exit. 


Enter Amoret, ſeeking ber Love. 

Amo. This Place is ominous, tor here I loſt 
7 Love, and almoſt Life, and ſince have croſt 
All theſe Woods over, never a Nook or Dell, 
Where any little Bird or Beaſt doth dwell, 
But I have ſought him, never a bending Brow 
Of any Hill or Glade, the Wind ſings through, 
Nor a green Bank, nor Shade where Shepherds uſe 
To fit and riddle, ſweetly pipe, or chuſe 
Their Valentines, that I have miſs'd, to find 
My Love in. Perigot, Oh roo unkind, 
Why haſt thou fled me? Whither art thou gone ? 
How have I wrong'd thee? Was my Love alone 
To thee worthy this ſcorn'd Recompence? *Tis well, 
I am content to feel it: But I tell | 
Thee Shepherd, and theſe luſty Woods ſhall hear, 
Forſaken Amore? is yet as clear | 
Of any ſtranger Fire, as Heav'n is 
From foul Corruption, or the deep Abyſs 
From Light and Happineſs; and thou may'ſt know 
All this for Truth, and how that fatal Blow 
Thou gav'ſt me, never from deſert of mine 
Fell on my Life, but from Suſpect of thine, 
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Or Fury more than Madnels ; therefore here, 
<ince [ have loſt my Life, my Love, my Dear, 
Upon this curſed Place, and on this Green, 
I hat firſt divorc'd us, ſhortly ſhall be ſeen 
A ſight of ſo great Pity, that each Eye 
Shall daily ſpend his Spring in Memory 
Of my untimely Fall. | 2 
Enter Amarillis, 
Amar. I am not blind, 


* 
— 


Nor is it through the working of my Mind, : 


That this ſhows Amoret; forſake me all 

That dwell upon the Soul, but what Men call 
W onder, or more then Wonder, Miracle, 
For ſure fo ſtrange as this the Oracle 

Never gave anſwer of, it paſſcth Dreams, 

Or Madmens Fancy, when the many Streams 
Of new Imaginations rife and fall: 

Tis but an hour {in-Etheſe Ears heard her call 
For Pity to young Perigot; while he, 
Directed by his Fury bloodily 


Lanch'd up her Breaſt, which bloodleſs fell and cold - 


And if Belief may credit what was told, 


After all this, the Mclancholly Swain 


Took her into his Arms being almoſt ſlain, 
And to the bottom of the holy Well 

Flung her, for ever with the Waves to dwell. 
"Tis ſhe, the very ſame, tis Amoret, 

And living yet, the great Pow'rs will not let 


Their virtuous Love be croſsd. Maid, wipe away 


Thoſe heavy drops of Sorrow, and allay 


The Storm that yer goes high, which not depreſt, 


Breaks Heart and Lite, and all before it reſt: 
Thy Perignt 


Thee and thy Fortune, go and comfort him, 
And thou ſhalt find him underneath a Brim 


Of failing Pines that edge yon Mountain in. 
Amo | go, I run, Heav'n grant me I may win, 
[Exit Amoret. 


Eis Soul again. 


Amo. Where, which is Perigor? 
Amar. Sits there below, lamenting much, god wot, 


The Faithful Shepherdeſs. 835 
Enter Sullen Shepherd. 
Sul. Stay Amarillis, ſtay, | 
Ye are too fleet, tis two Hours yet to Day. 
I have perform'd my Promiſe, let us fit 
And warm onr Bloods together tall the fit 
Come lively on us. Amar. Friend, you are too keen, 
The Morning riſeth and we ſhall be ſeen, 
Forbear a little. Sul. I can ſtay no longer. 
Amar. Hold Shepherd hold, learn not to bea wN ron ger 
Of your Word, was not your Promiſe laid, 
To Lek their Loves firſt? 
Sul. I have done it, Maid. 
Amar. No, they are yet unbroken, met again, 
And are as hard to part yet, as the ſtain 
Is from the fineſt Lawn. Sul. I fay they are 
Now at this preſent parted, and ſo far, = 
That they ſhall never meer. 
Amar. Swain, tis not fo, 
For do but to yon hanging Mountain go, 
And there believe your Eyes. 
Sul. Vou do but hold | 
Off with Delays and Trifles ; farewel cold 
And frozen Baſhfulneſs, unfit for Men; 
Thus I ſalute thee Virgin. 
Amar. And thus then 


I bid you follow, catch me if you can. Exit. 


Sul. And if I ſtay behind Iam no Man. 
| [ Ex. running after her, 
Etter Perigot. 
Per. Night do not ſteal away: I woo thee yet 
To hold a hard Hand o'er the ruſty Bir 
That guides the lazy Team: Go back again, 
Bootes, thou that driv'ſt thy frozen Wain 
Round as a Ring, and bring a ſecond Night 
To hide my Sorrows from the coming Light; 
Let not the Eyes of Men ſtare on my Face, 
And read my falling, give me ſome. black place 
Where never Sun-Beam ſhot his wholeſom Light, 
That I may fit and pour out my fad ſpright 
Like running Water, never to be known 
After the forced Fall and * is gone. 
a 2 
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h Enter Amoret looking for Perigot. 
Amo. This is the Bottom: Speak if thou be here, 
My Perigot, thy Amoret, thy Dear 
Calls on thy loved Name. 
Per. What art thou dar'ſt 3 
read theſe forbidden Paths, where Death and Care 
Dwell on the Face of Darkneſs ? 
Amo. Tis thy Friend, 
Thy Amorer, come hither, to give end. | 
To theſe Conſumings; look up, gentle Boy, 
J have forgot thoſe Pains and dear Annoy 
I ſuffer'd for thy fake, and am content 
To be thy Love again; why haſt thou rent 
Thoſe curled Locks, where I have often hung 
R ibands, and Damask-Roſes, and have flung 
Waters diſtill'd to make thee freſh and gay, 
Sweeter than Noſegays on a Bridal Day? 
W hy doſt thou croſs thine Arms, and hang thy Face 
Down by thy Boſom, letting fall apace 
From thoſe too little Heav'ns upon the Ground 
Show'rs of more Price, more Orient, and moreround 
Than thoſe that hang upon the Moon's pale Brow ? 
Ceaſe theſe Complainings, Shepherd, I am now 
The ſame I ever was, as kind and free, 


Ard can forgive before you ask of me. 
Indeed I can and will. 


Per. So ſpoke my Fair. 

O you great working Pow'rs of Earth and Air, 
Water and forming Fire, why have you lent 
Your hidden Virtues of ſo ill Intent? 
Ev'n ſuch a Face, ſo fair, fo bright of Hue 

Had Amoret; ſuch Words, fo ſmooth and new, 
Came flying from her Tongue; ſuch was her Eye, 
And ſuch the pointed ſparkle that did fly 
Forth like a bleeding Shaft; all is the ſame, | 
The Robe and Buskins, painted Hook, and Frame 
Of all her Body. O me, Amoret ! (ſet 
Ams. Shepherd, what means this Riddle? Who hath 

go ſtrong a difference *twixt my ſelf and me | 
J hat 1 am grown another? Look and {ce 


The 
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The Ring thou gav'ſt me, and about my Wriſt 
That curious Bracelet thou thy ſelf didit twiſt 
From thoſe fair. Treſſes: Know'ſt thou Amoret 2 
Hath not ſome newer Love forc'd thee forget 
Thy Ancient Faith? 
Per. Still nearer to my Love; 
Theſe be the very Words ſhe oft did prove 
Ne pon my Temper, ſo ſhe ſtill wou'd rake 
onder into her Face, and filent make 
Signs with her Head and Hand, as who wou'd ſay, 
Shepherd, remember this another Day. 

Amo. Am I not Amoret? Where was I loſt? 

Can there be Heav'n, and Time, and Men, and moſt 
Of theſe unconſtant? Faith, where art thou fled? 
Are all the Vows and Proteſtations dead, | 

The Hands held up, the Wiſhes, and the Heart, 

Is there not one remaining, nor a part 

Of all theſe to be found? Why then I ſec 

Men never knew that Virtue, Conſtancy. 

Per. Men ever were moſt bleſſed, till croſs Fate 
Brought Love and Women forth, Unfortunate 
To all that ever taſted of their Smiles, 

| Whoſe Actions are all double, full of Wiles : 

Like to the ſubtile Hare, that fore the Hounds 

Mares many Turnings, Leaps, and many Rounds, 

This way and that way, to deccive the Scent 

Of her purſuers. | 

Amo. Tis but to Prevent | 
Their ſpeedy coming on that ſeek her Fall, 

The Hands of cruel Men, more Beſtial, 

And of a Nature more refuſing Good 

Than Beaſts themſclves, or Fiſhes of the Flood. 

Per. Thou art all theſe, and more than Nature meant, 

When ſhe created all, Frowns, Joys, Content, 

Extream Fire for an Hour, and preſently 

Colder than fleepy Poiſon, or the Sea, 

Upon whoſe Face fits a continual Froft : 

Your Actions ever driven to the moſt, 

Then down-again as low, that none can fin 
The riſc or falling of a Woman's Mind. 

Aa 3 Ann. 
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Amo. Can there be any Age, or Days, or Time, 
Or Tongues of Men, guilty ſo great a Crime 
As wronging ſimple Maid? O Perigor, 
Thou that waſt Yeſterday without a blot, 
Thou that waſt every good, and every thing 
That Men call bleſſed; thou that waſt the Spring 
From whence our looſer Grooms drew all their beſt; 
Thou that waſt always juſt, and always bleſt 
In Faith and Promiſe; thou that hadſt the Name 
Of virtuous given thee, and made good the fame 
Ev'n from thy Cradle; thou that waſt that all 


That Men delighted in; Oh what a Fall 


Is this, to have been ſo, and now to be 
The only beſt in Wrong and Infamy, 
And I to live to know this! And by me 
Thar lov'd thee dearer than mine Eyes, or that 
Which we eſteem'd our Honour, Virgin State 
Dearer than Swallows love the early Morn, 
Or Dogs of Chaſe the ſound of merry Horn; 
Dearer than thou canſt love thy new Love, if thou haſh 
Another, and far dearer than the laſt 
Dearer than thou canſt love thy ſelf, though all 
The Self-love were within thee that did fall | 
Wich that coy Swain that now is made a Flow'r, 
For whoſe dear ſake Eccho weeps many a Show'r. 
And am ] thus rewarded for my Flame? 
Lov'd worthily to get a Wanton's Name? 
Come, thou forſaken Willow, wind my Head, 
And noiſe it to the World my Love is Dead. 
Jam forſaken, I am caſt away, 
And left for every lazy Groom to ſay, 
was unconſtant, light, and ſooner loſt 
Than the quick Clouds we ſee, or the chill Froſt 
W hen the hot Sun beats on it. Tell me yet, 
Canſt thou not love again thy Amoret? Da 
Per. Thou art not worthy of that bleſſed Name, 
I muſtnot know thee, fling thy wanton Flame 
Upon ſome lighter Blood, that may be hot 
With Words and feigned Paſſions : Perigot 
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Was ever yet unſtain'd, and ſhall not now 
Stoop to the meltings of a borrow'd Brow. 

Amo. Then hear me Heav'n, to whom I call for right, 
And you fair twinkling Stars that crown the Night; 
And hear me Woods, and ſilence of this Place, 

And ye ſad Hours that move a ſullen pace; 

Hear me ye Shadows that delight to dwell 
In horrid Darkneſs, and ye pow'rs of Hell, 

_ Whilſt I breath out my laſt; I am that Maid, 
That yet untainted Amvore?, that play'd 

The careleſs Prodigal, and gave away 
My Soul to this young Man, that now dares ſay 
I am a Stranger; not the ſame, more wild ; 

And thus with much Belief I was beguil'd. 
I am that Maid, that have delay'd, deny'd, 
And almoſt ſcorn'd the loves of all that try'd 
To win me, but this Swain, and yet conteſs 
I have been woo'd by many with no 1 ſs 
Soul of Aﬀection, and have often had 
Rings, Belts, and Cracknels ſent me from the Lad | 
That feeds his Flocks down Weſtward ; Lambs and Doves 
By young Alexis; Daphnis ſent me Gloves, 
All which I gave to thee: Nor theſe, nor they 
That ſent them did I ſmile on, or &er lay | 
Upto my after-memory. But why 
Do I reſolve to Grieve, and not to Nic? 
Happy had been the ſtroak thou gav'it, if home; 
By this time had ] found a quiet Room 
Where every Slave is free, and every Breaſt 
That living breeds new Care, now lies at reſt; 
And thither will poor Amore: 
Per. Thou muſt. | 
Was ever any Man ſo loth to truſt 
His Eyes as 1? Or was there ever yet 
Any ſo like as this to Amoret * _ | 
For whoſe dear ſake, | promiſe if there be 
A living Soul within thee, thus to free 
Thy Body from it. e hurts her again 
Amo. So, this Work hath end: | | 
Farewel and live, be conſtant to thy Friend | 
os Aa + That 
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That loves thee next. 
Enter Satyre, Perigot runs off. 
Sat. Sec the Day begins to break, 
And the Light ſhoots like a ſtreak 
Of ſubtle Fire, the Wind blows cold, 
While the Morning doth unfold; 
Now the Birds begin to rouſe, 
And the Squirril from the Boughs 
Leaps, to get him Nuts and Fruit; 
The early Lark, that earſt was mute, 
Carolls to the riſing Day, 
Many a Note and many a Lay: 
Therefore here I end my Watch, 
Leſt the wandring Swain ſhould catch 
Harm, or looſe himſelf. Amo. Ah me! 
Sat. Speak again, what e*er thou be, 
I am ready, ſpeak I ſay: 
By the dawning of the Day, 
By the pow'r oft Night and Pan, 
I inforce thee ſpeak again. 
Amo. O 1 am molt unhappy. 
Sat, Yet more Blood ! 
Sure theſe wanton Swains are W ood. 
Can there be a Hand or Heart, 
Dare commit fo vile a part 
As this Murder? By the Moon, 
'That hid her ſelf when this was done, 
Never was a ſweeter Face: 
J will bear her to the Place 
Where my Goddeſs keeps; and crave 
Her to give her Life, or Grave. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Clorin. 
Clor. Here whilſt one Patient takes his Reſt ſecure 
I ſteal abroad to do another Cure. 
Pardon, thou buried Body of my Love, 
That from thy Side I dare ſo ſoon remove; 
will not prove unconſtant, nor will leave 
Thee for an hour alone. When I deceive 
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My firſt made Vow, the wildeſt of the Wood 


Tear me, and o'er my Grave let out my Blood; 
| go by Wit to cure a Lover's Pain | ; 
Which no Herb can; being done, I'll come again. ¶ Exiz. 
Enter Thenot. 
The. Poor Shepherd, in this Shade for ever lie, 
And ſeeing thy fair Clorin's Cabin, die: 
O hapleſs Love, which being anſwer'd, ends; 
And as a little Infant cries and bends 
His tender Brows, when rowling of his Eye 
He hath eſpy'd ſome thing that gliſters nigh 
Which he wou'd have, yet give it him, away 
He throws it ſtraight, and cries afreſh to play 
With ſomething elſe: Such my Affection, ſet 
On that which I ſhou'd loath, if I cou'd get. 
- Enter Clorin 
cr. See where he lyes; did ever Man but he 
Love any Woman for her Conſtanc 
To her dead Lover, which ſhe needs muſt end 
Before ſhe can allow him for her Friend, 
And he himſelf muſt needs rhe Cauſe deſtroy, 
For which he loves, before he can enjoy ? 
Poor Shepherd, Heav'n grant I at once may free 
Thee from thy Pain, and keep my Loyalty. 
Shepherd, look up. 
The. Thy Brightneſs doth amaze! 
So Phzbus may at Noon bid Mortals gaze, 
Thy glorious Conſtancy appears ſo bright, 
I dare not meet the Beams with my weak ſight. 
Clor. Why doſt thou pine a way thy ſelf for me? 
The. Why doſt thou keep ſuch ſpotleſs Conſtancy? 
Cor. Thou holy Shepherd, ſee what for thy lake - 
Clorin, thy Clorin, now dare undertake. | He ſtarts up. 
The. Stay there, thou conſtant Corin, if there be 
Yet any part in Woman left in thee, 
To make thee light; think yet before thou ſpeak. 
Clor. See what a holy Vow for thee ! break. 
I, that already have my Fame far ſpread, 
For being conſtant to my Lover dead. 
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The. Think yet, dear Clorin, of your Love, how true, 
If you had died, he would have been to you. 
Cor. Yet all Þ11 loſe for thee. - | 
The. Think but how bleſt 
A conſtant Woman is above the reſt. | 
ur. And offer up my ſelf, here on this Ground, 
Io be diſpos'd by thee. | 
| The. Why doſt thou wound 
His Heart with Malice, againſt Woman more, 
That hated all the Sex, but thee, before? 
How much more pleaſant had it been to me 
To die, than to behold this Change in the: ? 
Yet, yet, return, let not the Woman ſway. 
Cor. Inſult not on her now, nor uſe delay, 


WM Who for thy fake hath ventur d all her Fame. 


The. Thou haſt not ventur'd, but brought certainShame. 
Your Sex's Curſe, foul Falſhood, muſt and ſhall, 
J ſee, once in your Lives, light on you all. 
J hate thee now: Yet turn. 

Clor. Be juſt to me: | 
Shall I at once both loſe my Fame and thee? 
' The. Thou hadſt no Fame, that which thou didſt like 
Was but thy Appetite that ſway'd thy Blood (good 
For that time to the beſt: For as a blaſt 
That through a Houſe comes, uſually doth caſt 
Things out of order, yet by chance may come, 
And blow ſome one thing to his proper Room ; 
So did thy Appetite, and not thy Zeal, 
Sway thee by chance to do ſome one thing well. 
Yeriurn, © -.” a Ty j 
_ ©. Clor. Thou doſt but try me if I would 

Forſake thy dear Imbraces, for my old . 
Love's, though he were alive: But do not fear. 
The. I do contemn thee now, and dare come near, 
And gaze upon thee; for methinks that Grace, 
Aauſterity, which fate upon that Face 
Is gone, and thou like others; falſe Maid, ſee, 
This is the gain of foul Inconſtancy. [Exit. 

Clor. Tis done, great Pan, I give thee thanks for it; 

What Art could not have heal'd, is cur'd by Wit. 


% * 
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Enter Thenot again. 

Phe. Will ye be conſtant yet? Will ye remove 
Into the Cabin to your buried Love? 

_ Clor. No let me die, but by thy Side remain. 
The. There's none ſhall know that thoudidſt ever ſtain 
Thy worthy Strictneſs, but ſhalt honour'd be, 
And I will lie again under this Tree, 
And pine and die for thee with more Delight, 
Than I have Sorrow now to know thee light. t 

Cor. Let me have thee, and I'll be where thou wilt. 

_ The. Thou Art of Womens Race, and full of Guilt. 
Farewel all hope of that Sex; whilſt I thought 
There was one Good, I fear'd to find one Naught : 
But ſince their Minds I all alike eſpy, | 
Henceforth I'll chuſe as others, by mine Eye. 

 Clor. Bleſt be ye Pow'rs that give ſuch quick Redreſs, 
And for my Labours ſent ſo good Succeſs. 
I rather chuſe, though I a Woman be, 
He ſhould ſpeak ill of all, than dic for me. | Exenne. 
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Enter Prieft, and Old Shepherd. 


Prieſt. 8 riſe and ſhake off Sleep, 
3 See the bluſhing Morn doth peep 
Through the Window, while the Sunn 
To the Mountain Tops is run, 
Gilding all the Vales below 
Wich his riſing Flames, which grow 
Greater by his climbing ſtill. 

Up ye lazy Grooms, and fill 
Bag and Bottle for the Field; 

Claſp your Cloaks faſt, leſt they yield 

To the bitter North-caſt Wind. 
Call the Maidens up, and find 
W ho lay longeſt, that, ſhe may 
Go without a Friend all Day; 
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Then reward your Dogs, and pray 

Pan to keep you from Decay: 

So unfold and then away. | | 
What, not a Shepherd _ Sure the Groomg 
Have found their Beds too caſte, or the Rooms 
Fill'd with ſuch new Delight, and Heat, that they 
Have both forgot their hungry Sheep, and Day; 
Knock, that they may remember what a ſhame 
Sloath and Neglect lays on a Shepherd's Name. 

Old Shep. It ĩs to little purpoſe, not a Swain 
This Night hath known his Lodging here, or lain 
Within theſe Cotes: The Woods, or ſome near Town, 
That is a Neighbour to the bord'ring Down, 
Hath drawn them thither, bout ſome luſty Sport, 
Or ſpiced Waſſel-Boul, to which reſort 
All the young Men and Maids of many a Cote, 
Whilſt the trim Minſtrel ſtrikes his merry Nate. 

Prieſt. God pardon Sin, ſhow me the way that leads 
To any of their Haunts. EW, N 

Old. This to the Meads, 

And that down to the Woods. 
Prieſt. Then this for me; 1 5 
Come Shepherd let me crave your Company. | Exeunt. 
Enter Clorin in her Cabin, Alexis with her, 
| Clor. Now your Thoughts are almoſt pure, 
And your Wound begins to cure: 
Strive to baniſh all that's vain, 
Leſt it ſhould break out again. 
Alex. Eternal thanks to thee, thou holy Maid: 
I find my former wandring Thoughts well ſtaid 
Through thy wiſe Precepts, and my outward Pain, 
By thy choice Herbs, is almoſt gone again: 
Thy Sex's Vice and Virtue arc reveal d 
At once, for what one hurt another heal'd. 
Cor. May thy Grief more appeaſe, 
Relapſes are the worſt Diſeaſe. | 
Take heed how you in Thought offend, _ 
So Mind and Body both will mend. bh 
BY Enter Satyrewith Amoret. 5 
Amo. Beeſt thou the wildeſt Creature of the Wood, 
That bear'ſt me thus away, drown'd in my Blood, * 
4 


8 
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And dying, know I cannot injur'd be, 
T am a Maid, let that Name fight for me. 
dat. Faireſt Virgin, do not fear | 
Me, that doth thy Body bear, 
Not to hurt, but heal'd to be; 
Men are ruder far than we. 
See fair Goddeſs, in the Wood 
They have let out yet more Blood. 
Some Savage Man hath ſtruck her Breaſt, 
So ſoft and white, that no wild Beaſt 
Durſt a touch'd aſleep, or wake: 
So ſweet, that Adder, Newte, or Snake, 
Would have lain from Arm to Arm, 
On her Boſom to be warm 
All a Night, and being hot, 
Gone away and ſtung her not. 
Quickly clap Herbs to her Breaſt ; 
A Man ſure is a kind of Beaſt. 
Cor. With ſpotleſs Hand, on ſpotleſs Breaſt 
J put theſe Herbs, to give thee reſt: 
Which till it heal thee, will abide, 
If both be pure; if not, off flide. 
See it falls off from the Wound: 
Shepherdeſs thou art not ſound, 
Full of Luſt. 5 
Sat, Who would have thought it, 
So fair a Face! | 
Cor. Why that hath brought it. 
Amo. For ought I know or think, theſe Words, my 
Yet Pan ſo help me as my Thoughts are Chaſt. (laſt: 
Clor. And ſo may Pan bleſs this my Cure, 
As all my Thoughts are juſt and pure; 
Some Uncleanneſs nigh doth lurk, 
That will not let my Medicines work. 
Satyre, ſearch if thou canſt find it. 
Sat. Here away methinks I wind it, 
Stronger yet: Oh here they be, 
HFere, here, in a hollow Tree, 
Two fond Mortals have I found. 


ur. Bring them out, they are unſound, OY; 
T7 | —— Enter 


— 


we mc Rafe ral. 
Stronger yet: Oh here they be 
Here, here, in a hollow Tree, 
Two fond Mortals have I found. 
 Clor. Bring them out, 
Enter Cloe, and Daphnis. * 
Sat. By the Fingers thus I wring ye, 
To my Goddeſs thus I . 4 3 
Strife is vain, come gently in, 
I fented them, they're full of ſin. 
'  Clor. Hold Saryre, take this Glaſs, 
Sprinkle over all the Place, 
Purge the Air from luſtful Breath, 
To ſave this Shepherde's from 
And ſtand you f whilſt I do dorks- 
Her Wound, for fear the Pain increaſe. 
Sat. From this Glaſs I throw a drop 
Of Chriftal Water on the top T4 
Of every Graſs, on Flow'rs a pair: 
Send a Fume, and keep the Arr 
Pure and wholſome, fweer and bleſt, 
Till this Virgin's Wound be dreſt. 
Clor. Satyre help to bring her in. 
Sat. By Pan, I think ſhe hath no fin, 
She is ſo light: lye on theſe Leaves. 
Sleep that mortal Senſe deceives, 
Crown thine Eyes, and cafe thy Pain, 
May'ſt thou ſoon be well again. 


Clor. Saryre, bring the Shepherd near, | 


Tor om if his . rg clear. 
Shepher | | 

 Daph. My 1 Tbeugtes are pure. 

Sat. The Bros Trial to endure. 

Cor. In this Flame his Finger * 
Which will burn him if he luſt 5 
Eut if not, away will turn, 
Ass loth unſpotted Fleſh to burn. 
See it gives back, let him go 
Fare wel Mortal, keep thee ſo. 

Sat. Stay fair Nymph, flye not ſo kal, 
We muſt 5 if you be chaſt: 


they are unſound, 
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Here's a Hand that quakes for fear, 
Sure ſhe will not prove ſo clear. 
 Clor. Hold her Finger to the Flame, 
That will yield her Praiſe or Shame. 
Sat. To her Doom ſhe dares not ſtand, 
But plucks away her tender Hand, 
And the Taper darting ſends 
His hot Beams at her Fingers ends. 
O thou art foul within, and haft 
A Mind, if nothing elſe, unchaſt. 
Alex. Is not that Cloe ? *tis my Love, tis ſhe: 
Coe, Fair Cloe. ens ah 
Cloe. My Alexis, Alex. He. 
oe. Let me embrace thee. Cor. Take her hence, 
Leſt her Sight diſturb his Senſe. 15 
Alex. Take not her, take my Life firſt. 
Qur. See, his Wound again is burſt: 
Keep her near, here in the Wood, 
Till I have ſtopt theſe Streams of Blood. 
Soon again he Eaſe ſhall find, 
If I can but ſtill his Mind. 
. This Curtain thus I do diſplay, 
To keep the piercing Air away. 
Enter Old Shepherd and Prieſt. 
Prieſt. Sure they are loſt for ever; tis in vain 
To find them out with trouble and much pain, 
That have a ripe Deſire, and forward Will 
Io fly the Company of all but ill. 
What ſhall be counſell'd now, ſhall we retire, 
Or conſtant follow {ſtill that firſt Deſire 
We had to find them? 
Old Shep. Stay a little while z 
For, if the Morning's Miſt do not beguile 
My fight with Shadows, ſure I ſee a Swain; 
One of this jolly Troop's come back again. 
Enter Thenot. | 
Prieſt. Doſt thou. not bluſh, young Shepherd, to be 
Thus without care, leaving thy Flocks alone, [known, 
And following what Defire and preſent Blood 
Shapes out before thy burning Senſe, for good, 
TE e Having 
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Having forgot what Tongue. hereafter my 


Tell to the World thy falling off, and ſay 
Thou art regardleſs both of good and ſhame, 
Spurning at Virtue, and a virtuous Name, 


- * 


A Poiſon of much Price, by which he dies, 
Doſt thou lay out for Luſt, whoſe only gain 
Is foul Diſeaſe, with preſent Age and Pain, 


And like a glorious deſp*rate Man that bus 


n 4 * 4 


And then a Gravef Theſe be, the Fruits that grow) 


F 


Where they. may take moſt Eaſe, and grow Ambitious 


'In ſuch hot Veins that only beat to know 8 | 


Through their own wanton Fire, and Pride delicious. 


The. Right holy Sir, Lhaye not known this Night, 
What the {mooth Face of Mirth Was, or the fight . 


Of any Looſeneſs; Muſick, Joy and Eaſe. 
Have been to me as bitter Drugs to pleaſe | 
A Stomach loſt with weakneſs, not a Game 


That I am skilb'd at throughly: Nor a Dame, 
Went her Tongue ſmoother than the feet of Time, 
Her Beauty ever living, ieee 
Our bleſſed Tyrirus did ſing of yore... 
No, were ſhe more enticing than the ſtore 


Of fruitful Summer, when the loaden Tree 


Bids the faint Traveller be bold and free, 


*T'were bur to me like Thunder gainſt the Bay, 
Whoſe 


ry 


ighthing m ay incloſe, but never ſtay 
Upon his charmed Branches; ſuch-am I - 
Againſt the catching Flames of Woman's Eye. 
_ Prieſt. Then wherefore haſt thou wandred? 
ä ——T SRE TINER 
That drew me out laſt Night, which I have now __ 
Strictly perform'd, and homewards go to give 


. Freſh. Paſture to my Sheep, that they may live. 


Prieſt. Tis, good to 


hear ye Shepherd, if the Heart 


* 


* 


In this well founding Muſick bear his part. 

_ Where have youlett the reſ t: 
/ T A 
Since yeſternight we met upon this Gren 
To fo:d our Flocks up, any of that Train, 
Let have I walk'd thoſe Woods round, and have lain 


— 
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All this fame Night under an aged Tree, 
Jet neither wandring Shepherd did I ſee, 
Or Shepherdeſs, or drew into mine Ear 
The found of living thing, unleſs it were 
Ihe Nightingale among the thick-leav'd ſpring 
That firs alone in Sorrow, and doth ſinng 
Whole Nights away in mourning, orthe Owl, ah 
Or our great Enemy that till doth 'howl 
Againſt the Moon's cold Beam. 
Prieſt. Go, and beware ; 
Of after falling. e 
The. Father, tis my care. [Exit Thenot. 
IR Enter Daphnis. 3 
Old Shep. Here comes another Straggler, ſure I ſee 
A ſhame in this young Shepherd. Daphni !!?! 
Db. He ĩð ͤ ba been, 
Prieſt. Where haſt thou left the reſt, that ſhould have 
Long before this, grazing upon the Green 5 
Their 1 impriſon'd Flocks? 
Dapb. Thou holy Man, 
Give me a little breathing, till I can 
Be able to unfold what I have ſeen; 
Such horror, that the like hath never been 
Known to the Ear of Shepherd: Oh my Heart 
Labours a double motion to impart — 
So heavy Tidings! You all know the Bow'r 
Where the chaſt Chorin lives, by whoſe great Pow'r 
Sick Men and Cattle have been often cur'd, 
There lovely Amoret, that was aſſur d 
Jo luſty Perigor, bleeds out her Life, 
Forc'd by ſome Iron Hand and fatal Knife; 
And by her young Alexis. 
Buer Amarillis, running from her Sullen Shepherd, _ 
Amar. If there be WT Po 
Ever a Neighbour-brook, or hollow Tree, 
Receive my Body, cloſe me up from Luſt 
That follows at my Heels; be ever juſt, 
Thou God of Shepherds, Pan, for her dear ſake. By 
That Ibves the Rivers brinks, and ftill doth ſhake 
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In cold remembrance of thy quick Purſuit: 
Let me be made a Reed, and ever mute, 

Nod to the Waters fall, while every Blaſt 
Sings through my lender Leaves that l was chaſt. 
Prieſt. This is a Night of wonder: Amurill 

He io ns the holy Gods are ſtill ; 
| Revengers of "thele Wrong e e e 
Amar. Thou bleſſed Man, : N 
Honour'd upon theſe Plains, and loyd of Pan, 
Hear me, and ſave from endleſs Infamy, 
My yet unblaſted Flow'r, . Virginity. 
By all the Garlands that have crown'd that Head, 
By thy chaſt Office, and the Marriage Bed 
'That ſtill is bleſt by thec, by all the Rights 
Due to our God, and b thoſe Virgin ights 
That burn before his Altar; let me not _ 
Fall from m wy AT ſtate, to gain the' blot 
That never ſhall be purg'd. I am not now + + 
That wanton Aan lia. here I voW¾W 
To Heay'n, and thee grave Father, if I may 
5 e this unhappy Night, to know the Day, 
live a Virgin, never to endure. 
Abbe Tongues, or Company of Men i impure. 
I hear him come, ſave me. 
Prieſt. Retire a while * 
Pchind this Buſh, 'till we have known that vile 
Abuſer of young Maidens. 
Enter Sullen Shepherd. | 
Sul. Stay thy pace, 
Mot r Amarillis, let the Chaſe 
Grow calm and milder, fly me not ſo faſt, 
1 fear the pointed Brambles have unlac'd 
Thy golden Buskins; turn again and fee 
Thy Shepherd follow, that is ſtrong and free, 
Able to give thee all Content and Eaſe. 
I am not baſhful, Virgin, I can pleaſe 
At firſt Encounter, hug thee in mine Arm, 
And give thee many Kiſſes, ſoft and warm, 
As thoſe the Sun prints on the ſmilin Check 
Oo Flums or mellow Peaches, | am c> 


* 


* 
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And ſmooth as Neptune, when ſtern Eolus 
Locks up his ſurly Winds, and nimbly thus 
Can ſhew my active Youth; why doſt thou fly? 
Remember Amarillis, it was! 

That kill'd Alexis for thy fake, and ſet 

An everlaſting Hate twixt Amore: 

And her beloved Perigot; twas I 
That drown'd her in the Well, where ſhe muſt lye 
Till Time ſhall leave to be; then turn again, 
Turn with thy open Arms, and clip the Swain 
That hath perform'd all this; turn, turn I ſay: 


* 


I muſt not be deluded. 
Prieſt. Monſter, ſtay. . | 
Thou that art like a Fe to the State 
Thou liv'ſt and breath'ſt in, eating with debate 
Through every honeſt Boſom, forcing ſtill 
The Veins of any that may ſerve thy Will, 
Thou that haſt offer'd with a ſinful Hand | 

To ſeize upon this Virgin, that doth ſtand 
Let trembling here. N 
Sul. Good Holineſs, declare 

What had the Danger been, if being bare 

I had embrac'd her, tell me by your Art, 
What coming wonders would that ſight impart? 
* Prieſt. Luſt, and a branded Soul. ; 

Sull. Vet tell me more, CIS 

ath not our Mother Nature, for her ſtore | . 
And great increaſe, ſaid it is good and juſt, | 

And wills that every living Creature muſt | 
Beget his like? 5 
rieſt. Ye are better read than I, 
I muſt confeſs, in Blood and Lechery. 
Now to the Bow'r, and bring this Beaſt along, _ 
Where he may ſuffer Penance for his wrong. ¶Exeunt. 
FHFx᷑nter Perigot with his Hand bloody. 

Per. Here will 1 waſh it in this Morning's Dew, 
Which ſhe on every little Graſs doth ſtrew | li 
In Silver drops againſt the Sun's appear: TING 1 
Tis Holy Water, and will make me clear. 2 1 
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My. H and will not becleans'd. My wronged Love, 
it thy chaſt S irit in the Air yet move, 
I ook mildly down on him that yet doth ſtand 
All full of. Guiir, thy Blood upon his Hand; 
| nd though 1 ſtruck thee undeſervedly, 
Let my Revenge on her that injur'd thee 
Make leſs a Fault which 1 intended not, 
And let theſe Dew drops waſh away my Spot. 
It will not cleanſe, O tò what ſacred Flood 
Shall I reſort to waſh away this Blood? 
 Amidit theſe Trees the holy Qorin dwells 
In a low Cabin of cut Bonghs, and heals _ 
All Wounds: To her I will my ſelf addreſs, 
And my raſh Faults repentantly confeſs ; 
Perhaps ſhe'il find a means, by Art or Pray'r, 
Jo make my Hand, with chaſte Blood ſtained, fair: 
That done, not far hence, underneath ſome Tree 
I have a little Cabin built, ſince ſhe od 
Whom I ador'd is dead; there will I give EY 
My ſelf to ſtrictneſs, and like Cloris live. Exit. 
The Curtain is drawn, Clorin appears fitting in the Cabin, 
Amoret ſitting. on the one fide of her, Alexis and Cloe 
on the other, the Satyre flanding by, - *- 
 Clor. Shepherd, once more your Blood is ſtaid, 
Take example by this Maid, BY 
Who is heal'd e er you be pure, 
So hard it is lewd Luſt to cure, 
Take heed then how you turn your Eye 
On each other luſtfu 14 : 
And Shepherdeſs, take heed leſt you 15 
Move his w ling bye thereto; __ 
Let no Wing, nor Pinch, nor Smile 
Of yours, his weaker Senſe beguile. 
1s your Love yet | rue and Chaſt, et 
And for ever fo to laſt? 5 
Alex. I have forgot all vain Deſires, 
4 looſer Thoughts, ill temper'd Fires. 
True Love I find a ple ſant Fume, . 4 
W hoſe mod'rate He.t can ne'er conſume. + _ 
h e 


_ 


/ 
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Cloe. And I a new Fire feel in me, 
| Whoſe chaſt Flame is not quencht to be. 
Clor. Join your Hands with modeſt bob, 
And for ever 1 you ſuch. 
Enter Perigot. 

Per. Yon i is her Cabin, thus far off I'll ſtand, 
And call her forth: For my unhallowed Hand. 
I dare not bring ſo near yon ſacred Place. 

Clorin, come forth, and do a timely Grace 
Loa poor Swain. 
Clor. What art thou that doſt 7 


Clorin is ready to do good to all: 
Come near. 


Per. 1 dare not. 
Clor. Satyre, ſee 
Who it is that calls on me. Vs 
Sat. There at hand ſome Swain doth ſtand, | 0 
Stretching out a bloody Hand. 
Fer. Come Clorin, bring the holy Waters clear 
To waſh my Hand. 
' Clor. What wonders have been here 
To Night! Stretch forth thy Hand, young Swain 
Waſh and rub it, whilſt I rain 
Holy Water. | 
Per. Still you pour, | 
But my Hand will never ſcour. 
Clor. Satyre, bring him to the Bow'r, 


We will t oy the Soveraign Pow'r 
Of other Waters. F 1 5 


Sat, Mortal, ſure 
"Tis the Blood of Maiden pure 
That ſtains thee ſo. 
The Satyre leadeth him to the Bom r, 0 be ſpierb Amo- 


ret; kneeling down, ſhe Knowerh him. 
Per. Whatc'er thou be, 


Beeſt thou her Spright, or ſome Divinity, 


That in her Shape thinks 55 to walk this. Grove, 
Pardon poor Perzgot. © 


Amo. I am thy Love, STD FT NCT 
iy Amoretz for evermore thy Love: CEE >>: 
Strike once more on my naked Breaſt, [yi ore. 
B b 1 = "lf 


[ 
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As conſtant ſtill. O cou'dft thou love me yet; | 
How ſoon ſhou'd I my former Griefs forget! 


Per. So ovex-great with Joy that you live, now = 


I am, that no deſire of knowing how ß 
Doth ſeize me; haſt thou ſtill pow'r to forgive? 


Amo. Whilſt thou haſt pow'r to love, or I to live; 
More welcome now than hadſt thou never gone 


Aſtray from me. n | 
Per. And when thou lov'ſt alone 

And not I, Death, or ſome lingring pain 

That's worle, light on me. 778 

Cor. Now your ſtain 

This perhaps will cleanſe again; 

See the Blood that earſt did ſtay, 

With the Water drops away. « 

All the Pow'rs again are pleas'd, 

Apd with this new Knot are appeas'd. 

Join your Hands, and riſe together, 

Pan be bleſt that brought you hither. * _ 

| Enter Prieſt, and Old Shepherd. 
Cor. Go back again what eer thou art, unleſs . 


Smooth Maiden Thoughts poſſeſs thee; do nor preſs 


This hallow'd Ground. Go Satyre, take his Hand, 

And give him preſent” Trial. | 1 
Sat. Mortal, ſtand, AS 

Till by Fire I have made known 

Whether thou be ſuch a one, 

| That mayſt freely tread this Place. 

Hold thy Hand up; never was 

More untainted Fleſh than this. 25 

Faireſt, he is full of Blils. 


* 


Cor. Then boldly ſpeak, why doſt thou ſeek thisPlace? 
- Prieſt. Firſt, honour'd Virgin, to behold thy Face 


Where all good dwells that is: Next, for to try 
The truth of late Report was giv'n to me: 
Through much neglect, and more ill governance, 
Whether the Wounds they. have may yet endure 
Ihe open Air, or ſtay a longer Cure. 

And laſtly, what the doom may be ſhall light 
Upon thoſc guilty Wretches, through whoſe ſpight 


Thoſe Shepherds that have met with foul miſchance, 


* 
ek 
_ 


All 
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All this Confuſion fell: For to this Place, 
Thou holy Maiden, have I brought the Race 
Of theſe Offenders, who have freely told, 
Both why, and by what means they gave this bold 
_ Attempt upon their Lives. 
Clor. Fume all the Ground, | 
And ſprinkle holy Water, for unſound 
And foul Infection gins to fill the Air, 
It curd yet more ſtrongly; take a pair 
Of Cenſors fill'd with Frankincenſe and Mirrh, 
Together with cold Camphyr : Quickly ſtir 
Thee, gentle Satyre, for the Place begins 
To ſweat and labour with th' abhorred Sins 
Of thoſe Offenders z let them not come nigh, 
For full of itching Flame and Leproſie 
Their very Souls are, that the Ground goes back, 
And ſhrinks to feel the ſullen weight of Black 
And ſo unheard of Venom; hye thee faſt, 
Thou holy Man, and baniſh from the chaſt 
Theſe manlike Monſters, let them never more 
Be known upon theſe Downs, bur long before 
The next Sun's riſing, put them from the fight 
And Memory of every honeſt Wight. 
Be quick in Expedition, leſt the Sores 
Of theſe weak Patients break into new Gores. | Ex.Prieſt. 
Per. My dear, dear Amoret, how happy are 
Thoſe bleſſed Pairs, in whom a little jar 
Hath bred an everlaſting Love, too ſtrong 
For Time, or Steel, or Envy to do wrong! 
How do you] feel your Hurts? Alas poor Heart, 
How much I was abus'd ;, give me the Smart, 
For it is juſtly mine. . 
Amo, I do believe, WY 
Ir is enough dear Friend, leave off to grieve, 
And . let us once more, in deſpight of ill, 
Give Hands and Hearts again. 
Per, With better will _ 
Than e'er I went to find in hotteſt Nay 
Cool Chriſtal of the Fountain, to allay 


* 
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My eager thirſt: May this Band never break 
Hear us O Hcav'n. 885 OY | 
Amo. Be conſtant. _ 
Per. Elſe Pan wreak, , HY 
With double Vengeance, my Diſloyalty; 
Let me not dare to know the Company 
Of Men, or any more behold thofe Eyes. 


| © Amo. Thus Shepherd with a Kiſs all Envy dyes. 


— Enter Prieſt. e e 
Prieſt. Bright Maid, I have perform'd your will; the 

In whom ſuch Heat and black Rebellions reign (Swain 

Hath undergone your Sentence, and Diſgrace : _ 

Only the Maid I have reſerv'd, whoſe Face 

Shews much amerdment, many a Tear doth fall 

In ſorrow of her Fault; great Fair recal : 

Your heavy doom, in hope of better Days, 

. Which I dare promiſe; once again upraiſe 

Her heavy Spirit, that near drowned lyes 

In ſelf confuſing care that never dyes. 
Cor. I am content to Pardon, call her in; 

The Air grows cool again, and doth begin 

To purge it ſelf, how bright the Day doth ſhow 

After this ſtormy Cloud? go Saryre, go, 

And with this Taper boldly try her Hand, 

If ſhe be pure and good, and. firmly ſtand 

To be ſo ſtill, we have perform'd a work 8 

Worthy the Gods themſelves. [ Satyre brings Amarillis 1. 
Sat. Come forward Maiden, do not lurk, 

Nor hide your Face with Grief and Shame; 

Now or never get a Name 

That may raiſe thee, and re- cure 

All thy Life that was impure: 

Hold your Hand unto the Flame; 

If thou beeſt a perfect Dame, -—+ _s 

Or haſt truly vow'd to mend. 

This pale Fire will be thy Friend, 

See the Taper hurts her not, 

Go thy ways, let neyer ſpot _ 

Henceforth ſeize upon thy Blood. 

Thank the Gods, and ſtill be good. 


ee 
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Cor. Young Shepherdeſs, now ye are brought again 
To Virgin State, be ſo, and ſo remain 
To thy laſt Day, unleſs the faithful Love 
Of ſome good Shepherd force thee to remove; 
Then labour to be true to him, and live 
As ſuch a one, that ever ſtrives to give 
A bleſſed Memory to after Time, x 
Be Famous for your Good, not for your Crime. 
Now holy Man, I offer up again 
"Theſe Patients full of Health, and free from Pain: 
Keep them from after ills, be ever near 
Unto their Actions, teach them how to clear 
The tedious way they paſs through, from Suſpect, 
Keep them from wronging others, or neglect + 
Of Duty in themſelves, correct the Blood 
With thrifty Bits and Labour, let the Flood, 
Or the next neighbouring Spring give Remedy 
To greedy Thirſt, and travel not the Tree 
That hangs with wanton Cluſters, let not Wine, 
Unleſs in Sacrifice, or Rites Divine, 
Be ever known of Shepherds, have a care 
Thou Man of holy Life. Now do not ſpare 
Their Faults through much remiſneſs, nor forget 
To cheriſh him, whoſe many Pains and Sweat 
Hath giv'n increaſe, and added to the Downs. 
Sort all your Shepherds from the lazy Clowns 
That feed their Heifers in the budded B room: 
Teach the young Maidens ſtrictneſs, that the Grooms 
May ever fear to tempt their blowing Youth; 
Baniſh all Complements. but ſingle Truth, 
From every Tongue, and every. Shepherd's Heart, 
Let them ſtill uſe Perſwading, but no Art: 
Thus, holy Prieſt, T wiſh to thee and theſe, 
All the beſt Goods and Comforts that may pleaſe. 
Alex. And all thoſe Bleſſings Heav'n did ever give, 
We pray upon this Bow'r may ever live. (Hand 
Prieſt. Kneel ev'ry Shepherd, while with pow'rful 
I bleſs your After-Labours, and the Land 


You feed your Flocks upon. Great Pan defend you 
From Misfortune, and amend you, 


Keep 
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Keep you from thoſe Dangers ſtill, 
That are follow'd by your will; 
Give ye Means to know at length 
All your Riches, all your Strength, _ 
Cannot keep your Foot from falling 
To lewd Luft, that ſtill is calling 
At your Cottage, till his pow'r 
Bring again that Golden Hour 
Of Peace and Reſt to every Soul. 

May his Care of you controul 
All Diſeaſes, Sores or Pain, 
That in after Time may reign, 
Either in your Flocks or you; 
Give ye all Affections new, 
New Deſires, and Tempers new, 
That ye may be ever true. 
Now riſe and go, and as ye paſs away, 


Sing to the God of Sheep, that happy Lay, 


That honeſt Dorus taught ye, Dorus, he 
That was the Soul and God of Melody. 


The SONG. 


All ye Woods, and Trees, and Bow'rs,' 
All ye Virtues and ye Pow'rs 
That inhabit in the Lakes, 

In the pleaſant. Springs or Brakes, 
_ "- Mme your Foot 
Jo our Sound, © 
Whilſt we greet 
Al this Ground, | 
With his Honour and his Name 
That defends our Flocks from blame. 


He ts great, and he is juſt, 
He is ever good, and muſs 
. Thus be honour'd. Daffadillies, 
Roſes, Pinks, and loved Lillies, 
Let us fling, | 
x Whilſt we ſing, | F:24 | 
Ever holy, 4 | 28 
Ever boly, 


Bon 
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Ever honour'd, ever young, 885 
Thus great Pan is ever ſung. Il [Exennt. 


Sat. Thou divineſt, faireſt, brighteſt, 
Thou moſt pow'rful Maid, and whiteſt, 
Thou moſt virtuous and moſt bleſſed, 
Eyes of Stars, and Golden treſſed 
Like Apollo, tell me Sweeteſt 
What new Service now is mecteſt 
For the Sazyre? ſhall I ſtray 
In the middle Air, and ſtay 
The ſayling Rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the Moon, and gently make 

Sute to the pale Queen of Night 
For a Beam to give thee Light? 
Sall I dive into the Sea, 
And bring thee Coral, making way 
Through the riſing Waves that fall 
In ſnowy Fleeces ? deareſt, ſhall, 
I catch the wanton Fawns, or Flyes, 
Whoſe woven Wings the Summer dyes 
Of many Colours? get thee Fruit? 
Or ſteal from Heav'n old Orpheus Lute? 
All theſe I'll venture for, and more, 
To do her ſervice all theſe Woods adore. 
Clor. No other Service, Satyre, but thy Watch 
About theſe Thickets, left harmleſs People catch 
Miſchief or fad Miſchance. | | | 
Sat. Holy Virgin, I will dance 
Round about theſe Woods as quick 
As the breaking Light, and prick 
Down the Lawns, and down the Vales 
Faſter then the Wind-mill fails. 
So I take my leave, and pray 
All the Comforts of the Day, 
Such as Phebus Heat doth ſend 
On the Earth, may till befriend 
Thee and this Arbour. | 
Clor. And to thee, 


All thy Maſter's Love be free. 


* 
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Keep you from thoſe Dangers ſtill, - 
That are follow'd by your will! 
Give ye Means to know at length 
All your Riches, all your Strength, 
Cannot keep your Foot from falling 
To lewd Luft, that ſtill is calling 
At your Cottage, till his pow'r 
Bring again that Golden Hour 


Of Peace and Reſt to every Soul. 


May his Care of you. controul 
All Diſeaſes, Sores or Pain, 

That in after Time may reign, 

Either in your Flocks or you; 

Give ye all Affections new, 

New Deſires, and Tempers new, 

That ye may be ever true. 37 

Now riſe and go, and as ye paſs away, 

Sing to the God of Sheep, that happy Lay, 

That honeſt Dorus taught ye, Dorus, he 
That was the Soul and God of Melody. 


The SONG. 


All ye Woods, and Trees, and Bom'rs, 
All ye Virtues and ye Pow'rs | 
* That inhabit in the Lakes, 
In the pleaſant. Springs or Brakes, 
Me your Feet 
| 3 our Sund, 
Whilft we greet 
ot 10 Ct | | 
With his Honour and his Name 
That defends our Flocks from blame. 
He ts great, and he is juſt, 
He is ever good, and muſh 
. Thus be honour d. Daffadillies, 
Roſes, Pinks, and loved Lillies, 
; Let us fling, 
_ Whilſt we ſing, 
Ever holy, © | SY, | 
Ever holy, © _ Ever 
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Ever bonour d, ever young, 


Thus great Pan is ever fung. [ Exeunt. 
Sat. Thou divineſt, faireſt, brighteſt, 1 
Thou moſt pow'rful Maid, and whiteſt, 


'Thou moſt virtuous and moſt bleſſed, 
Eyes of Stars, and Golden treſſed 
Like Apollo, tell me Sweeteſt 

What new Service now is mecteſt 
For the Satyre? ſhall I ſtray 

In the middle Air, and ſtay 

The ſayling Rack, or nimbly take 

Hold by the Moon, and gently make 
' Sute to the pale Queen of Night 

For a Beam to give thee Light ? 

Sall I dive into the Sea, 

And bring thee Coral, making way 

Through the riſing Waves that fall 

In ſnowy Fleeces ? deareſt, ſhall, 

I catch the wanton Fawns, or Flyes, 
 Whofe woven Wings the Summer dyes 
Of many Colours? get thee Fruit? | 

Or ſteal from Heav'n old Orpheus Lute? 
All theſe VI! venture for, and more, 
To do her ſervice all theſe Woods adore. 

Clor. No other Service, Satyre, but thy Watch 

About theſe Thickets, leſt harmleſs People catch 

Miſchief or ſad Miſchance. | | | 
Sat. Holy Virgin, I will dance 

Round about theſe Woods as quick 

As the breaking Light, and prick 
Down the Lawns, and down the Vales 

Faſter then the Wind-mill fails. 
So I take my leave, and pray 
All the Comforts of the Day, 
Such as Phebus Heat doth ſend 
On the Earth, may ſtill befriend 

Thee and this Arbour. | 

Cor. And to thee, © 


All thy Maſter's Love be free. 


[ Exeunt onnes 
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